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Advertisement. 

1  HE  Editor  of  the  Poetical  Register  once  more 
begs  leave  to  thank  his  correspondents  for  their 
assistance,  and  the  Public  for  the  patronage  which 
his  work  has  received. 

The  ninth  volume,  being  the  volume  for  the 
years  1812  and  1813,  will  be  published  on  the 
first  of  next  January,  and  the  tenth  volume  on 
the  first  of  the  following  June.  The  Editor  will, 
therefore,  feel  obliged,  if  his  correspondents  will 
transmit  their  communications  as  early  as  possible. 
He  requests  that  the  word  "  Fugitive'*  may  be 
marked  on  such  compositions  as  have  appeared  in 
print  before;  and  he  will  esteem  it  a  favour,  if 
those  who  send  more  than  one  composition  will 
write  only  on  one  side  of  the  paper.  Contribu- 
tions should  be  addressed  to  the  Editor^  to  the 
care  of  Messrs.  Rivingtons. 
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ORIGINAL  POETRY. 

WATUNGTON  HILL; 

A  POEM, 
BY  MAAY  MJSaSU.  MlTFOJU). 

**  Rememberftfc  Umw  iiijr  gieyhomds  tiue  f"    Oant* 

''  Straight  mine  eye  hath  cangfat  new  pleasures 

"  Whilst  the  landscape  rouad  it  meaiiif«8.'*-^MimoK. 


To  James  Webb,  Esq.  aii4  WiUiam  H»3nnnrd,  Sf(|.  4Su»  Fbeniy 
written  chiefly  for  their  amusement^  is  inscribed  by  ti^e  Author. 


I. 

« 
*  I     •       .      1 

X  IS  pleasant  to.diaiice  in  lordly  hall  > 

When  the  neny  harp  is  ringittg  ; 
^Ts  sweet  in  the  botr^r  at  evening's  Ml     ^ 

To  list  to  the  iiiffht-^rd'«)singing  $ 
Tis  lovely  to  .viiem  M  ttatumitfl  'hue,  > 

As  it  gilds  the  woodland  mountain ; 
Or  when  summer  glows,  to  pluck  the  rose. 

And  quaff  from  Mk  dew's  pure  fimntain. 
But  &tigue  in  {dcaaaiaefB;  guise  is  clad ; 
And  the  song  so  wn^ivoSkt^  theii^  heart  sad ; 

b2 


And  autuniQ  tells  of  joys  that  fly; 
Aod  sommer's  charms  in  languor  die : 
If  ye  would  have  all  hope*can  brings 
Take  the  fir&t  morn  of  early  spring ! 
If  ye  would  warm  your  life-blood  chill> 
Go  course  on  Watlington^s  fair  hill ! 

II. 

The  mountain  gale  the  vapour  flings 
Alofl  upon  his  giant  wings : 
And  now  the  sun,  in  high  career. 
Wakens  a  thousand  dew-drops  clear. 
That  in  their  downy  moss-couch  sleep. 
Or  from  the  trembling  grass-top  weep. 
O  lovelier  than  the  bri^test  gem 
That  shines  in  princely  diadem. 

How  transient  is  thy  sway ; 
Sportsmen  and  steeds,  and  hounds  and  hare. 
Hunters  and  hunted  from  thy  lair 
Shall  drive  thee.  Diamond  of  the  air. 

And  sweep  thy  charms  away. 
And  yet,  in  sooth,  upon  the  hill 
Thy  glittMng  place  they  better  fill : 
Upon  the  shelving  mossy  side. 
And  oik  the  iurze-chul  steep, 
Th'  impatient  horsemen  gaily  ride. 
The  g^knt  dogs  reluctant  bide. 
And  ladies  fair,  though  storms  betide^ 

Th^ir  anxious  station  keep. 

■  • 

in. 

Grcyhminds  were  there  of  noble  name; 
Coursers  #ho  equal  praise  may  claim  ; 
And  aany  a  bright  and  gentle  dame. 


O  could  my  rustic  string 
Tbeir  beauty  and  their  feats  proclaim. 
And  give  and  steal  the  minstrel's  fame. 

Of  allj  of  each,  my  harp  should  ring! 

'  But  light  as  he  the  strain  should  spring 

That  sings  the  greyhound  rare ; 

And  soft  as  Beauty's  pluniy  wing 
The  lay  that  paints  the  Fair, 

Whilst  harsh  and  rude  the  notes  I  flings 

Coursing  nor  Beauty  dare  I  sing. 
The  greyhound  nor  the  hare. 
Yet,  gentle  maids,  ye  well  may  spy 
Your  trjumphs  in  your  lovers'  eye : 
And  ye,  kind  sportsmen,  well  may  claim 
For  g^lant  dogs  scarce-rivalPd  fame. 
And  durst  I  sing,  in  ventVous  guise. 
Of  ricks  and  turns,  and  falls  and  byes. 
And  all  the  courser's  mysteries. 
Then  should  the  swan-neck'd  Nancy  show 
As  spotless  as  her  fur  of  snow; 
Then  should  the  Sharks  successive  reign. 
And  all  their  master's  fame  sustain ; 
Nor  VFindsor  shame  his  breeding  high ; 
Nor  thou  thy  name,  Northumbrian  F^; 
Nor  thou.  Prince  Hal,  thy  namesake  old, 
"  The  nimble-footed  mad-cap"  bold ; 
Nor  thou  the  meed  thy  mother  won. 
My  golden-crested  3iarmi<m*» 

*  Celebrated  greyhomidB  belonging  to  Messrs.  Newell,  Hay- 
ward,  Webb,  Huot,  and  Mitfoid.  Marmion  is  tbe  son  of  Dr. 
Mitford's  Maria,  wbo  won  the  Ilsley  cup  for  1808.  Mr.  Hayward'i 
lamous  Shark  was  the  sire  of  Lord  Rivers's  Remark,  and  tha 
grandsire  of  Maria,  and  of  Rose-bud,  wbo  wob  (h*  cup,  last  stason, 
at  Swaffham* 


IV. 

Leave  we  them  all :  to  stand  awhile 

Upon  the  topmost  brow« 
And  mark  how  many  a  lengthening  mile 

The  landscape  spreads  below. 
Here  let  us  stand !  The  breezes  chill 

A  healthful  freshness  breathe^ 
The  blood  with  stirring  quickness  fill. 

And  Fancy's  wildest  garlands  wreathe. 
How  pure,  how  transient  is  the  storm ! 
See  in  yon  furze  poor  puss's  form, 

A  vacant  cradle  seems, 
Rock'd  by  the  loud  wind  to  and  fro ; 
Whilst  the  coy  primrose  blooms  below. 

Nursed  by  the  southern  beams : 
And  over-head  in  richer  gold 
The  worse's  hardy  flowers  unfold. 
Framing  wild  wreaths  most  sweet,  most  fair. 
To  hang  around  her  mountain  lair. 

V. 

MethiAks  I  too  should  love  to  dwelt 
Within  this  lone  and  doud-cappM  cell : 
With  all  around  of  vast  and  rode ; 
A  wild  romantic  solitode ! 
With  all  below  to  charm  the  eyt ; 
With  nought  above  me,  but  the  sky. 
Here  would  I  watch  each  sailing  cloud 
Scndding  along  in  gmndeur  proud ; 
And  mark  the  varying  shadows  cast 
On  down  or  fallow  as  ii  past ; 
Or  view  the  sudden  catching  light 
Now  part  the  shades  and  now  unite ; 


jTg  -'■■i .  «^-f  -|  -,  ■»  jTra 


Till  noon's  refubfent  brightneai  qpread 
Its  glories  jo^er  tbe  monntain's  bead : 
Then  wovU  I  bead  from  my  higb  place 
To  gaze  npon  th^  horiaoii^s  space, 
A  tract  sabluae  of  variouB  grace. 

Yet  first  the  charmed  eye  would  greet 
The  lowland  home-scene's  Tallies  sweet. 

Of  wood  and  tarf  and  field ; 
Where  the  snug  co^,  the  lorjdly  seat. 
Like  grandear  and  contentment  meet^ 

And  mutaal  beauty  yield. 
And  fiistwpuld  trace  the  wii>dijDig  road 

,  Which  through  the  beech*wood  leads. 
By  red-cloakM  nyaids  and  ploughmen  trod. 

Rich  wains  and  praising  steeds. 
And  first  admire  those  beechen  trees. 
Whose  npper  branches  in  the  breeze. 
All  bare  and  polish'd  seem  to  freeze ; 
Whilst,  feathered  like  an  arc^Ps  barb. 
Each  lower  bough,  in  saffron  garb. 
Catches  the  rain-drops  as  they  fall. 
And  answers  to  the  night-wind's  call. 
Amoqg  those  woods  one  chimney  white 
Just  glances  in  the  southern  light. 
Deep  bosom'd  in  th'  impervious  glades. 
The  faijry  bow'r  of  BrittwelPf  shades*. 
Is  it  the  woodman's  fair  retreat 

Where  merry  children  aport  P 
Or  the  rough  keeper's  jovial  seat. 
Where  hpund^  and  huntsmen  fireqqent  meet^ 

And  Jbold  their  sylvap  cou^t? 

*  Brittwell  nannery.    The  ralreat  of  sevead  aged  nttoi^  who 
were  driveo  from  France  by  the  reTolvtion. 
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Is  it  the  laugh  of  infants  ga^« 
Shaking  the  forest  with  their  play^ 

That  wakes  the  echoes  round  ? 
Or  trampling  steeds  at  break  of  day^ 
The  noisy  pack,  the  clarion's  lay } 
What  wakes  thy  voice,  coy  echo,  say  ? 

It  is  a  holier  sound. 


VII. 

There,  from  their  native  country  driv'n. 

The  Nuns'  sweet  vespers  rise  tp  heav'n. 

Exiles  of  France !  In  early  life 

They  fled  the  world's  tumultuous  strife. 

To  nnd  within  a  convent's  breast 

The  Present  calm,  the  Future  blest. 

They  sought  for  peace,  and  peace  they  found. 

Till  impious  havoc,  glaring  round. 

Of  eartn,  of  heav'n,  the  ties  unbound. 

And  said.  Maids,  ye  are  free ! 
But  Freedom's  prostituted  sound 

To  them  was  misery. 
Chas'd  from  their  voluntary  prison. 
They  seem'd  as  from  some  earthquake  risen. 
Where  all  they  lov'd,  where  all  they  knew. 
Had  vanish'd  from  their  tear-dimm'd  view. 
Nor  place  to  sit  them  down  and  pray. 
Nor  niends,  nor  home,  nor  grave,  had  they. 
Sick'ning  at  war's  tumultuous  din 
They  fled  that  clime  of  woe  and  sin  ; 
And  here  they  dwell,  the  pious  band ! 
HonouKd  and  safe  in  Albion's  land. 
And  though  perchance  a  casual  tear 
Fall  for  the  convent  once  so  dear. 


Yet  sweet  Contentment's  patient  smile 

Shall  grace  each  placid  cheek  the  while: 

Here,  where  they  keep  their  holy,  tow. 

Here  is  their  native  country  now : 

For  here,  though  all  unknown  the  tongue. 

The  tenderest  sound  of  welcome  rung ; 

Here  pity  beams  in  every  eye; 

Here  olest  they  live — ^more  blest  shall  die. 


Till. 

From  pious  Brittwell  pass  we  now. 
At  Freedom's  6oly  shrine  to  bow. 

On  Chalgrove's  honoured  field*; 
An  undistinguished  speck  it  seems. 
Where  scarce  the  Sun's  refulgent  beams 

One  spark  of  light  can  yield. 
But  in  the  field  of  History, 

Long,  bright,  undying  is  the  page. 
That  tells  of  Chalgrove's  victory,        ' 

Of  Hampden's  virtuous  rage* 

Hampden  I  thy  name  from  age  to  age 
The  patriot  heart  shall  fire ; 

The  good,  the  fair,  the  brave,  the  sage 
All  weep  thy  funeral  pyre. 
Thy  very  enemy  contest 
The  virtues  of  thy  noble  breast  f; 
Hard  as  it  is  amid  the  jar 
Of  falling  thrones,  of  civil  war. 
To  judge  of  Man's  inconstant  state ; 
Even  he  confest  thee  good  and  great. 

*  The  ipot  where  Hampden  felL 

t  See  the  character  of  Hampden  in  Lord  CUrendoD's  History. 
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How  was  the  Stuart  falPn,  when  thou 
Didst  brave  his  power  with  dauntleis  brow : 
How  rais'd^  when  Falkland  by  him  itood^ 
As  great  as  thou»  as  wise^  as  |<Dod  I 
O  who,  by  equal  fame  misfed. 

Who  shall  the  righteous  cause  decide. 

When  for  his  King,  Lord  Falkland  bled. 

When  Hampden  for  his  country  died ! 

IX. 

Yet,  field  of  blood !  though  Time  has  now 
Shed  Fame's  bright  glories  on  thy  brow  % 
Though  for  the  bones  in  whitening  heaps. 
The  Peasant  guiltless  harvests  reaps ; 
Yet,  field  of  blood,  in  thee  I  see 
Naught  but  thy  gory  victory : 
And  joyfol  turn  from  targe  and  helm 
To  thy  calm  precincts,  sweet  Bwelm ; 
Turn,  joyful  turn,  from  warring  Man 
To  think  on  thee«  benignest  Anne  ^ ! 
Here  wert  thou  wont  to  dwells  miU  Queen ! 
Pious,  and  happy,  and  serene ! 
Revered,  though  oft  by  (action  tost ; 
Lov'd,  though  by  faithless  ingrates  crost ; 
Victress,  where'er  thy  armies  roam. 
But  chiefly  conqueror  at  heme. 
A  truth  most  rare  thy  urn  might  tell, 
"  Her  people  lovM  Queen  Anna  well !" 
And  Almshouses  thy  pity  lent. 
And  Churches  form  thy  monument. 

*  Qaeen  Anne  had  a  palace  at  Bwelm :  and  the  almshoosct, 
i^luch  ttiil  rsmam  there,  were  founded  by  her  sranificenee. 
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X. 


How  boldly  yonder  cloud  so  bright 

Throws  out  that  clamp  of  trees ; 
Scarce,  till  it  crost  th'  ethereal  light. 
Like  the  wren's  plume  on  snow-ridge  white. 

The  keenest  eye  that  wood  could  seize, 
^is  distant  Farringdon^  I  deem ; 
And  hr  below,  Thames'  silyer  stream 
Thrids  through  the  fair  roo^antic  bridge 

Of  Wallingford's  old  town ; 
And  high  abore,  the  Whittenham  ridge 

Seems  the  gay  scelie  to  crown. 
But  what  is  that  whichj  to  the  right. 

Upon  th'  horizon's  utmost  reige, 
A  fairy  picture  glitters  bright. 

Like  sea-foam  on  the  crested  surge  ? 
Is  It  the  varying  fleecy  cloud 
That  takes  in  spovt  the  figure  proud^ 
Where  domes  ftnd  turrets  seem  to  rise. 
And  spiry  steeples  mock  our  eyes  ? 
No ;  real  is  that  lovely  scene  J 
'Tis  England's  boast  I    'Tis  Learning^  Queen ! 
Tis  Oxford !— Not  th'  unletter'd  maid 
May  dare  approach  her  hailow'd  shade; 
Nor  chant  a  requiem  to  each  name 
That  waken'd  there  to  deathless  fame ; 
Nor  bid  the  Muse's  blessing  rest 
For  ever  in  her  honourM  breast. 


XI. 


Oh,  when  I  dared  the  Muse  to  name. 
Did  it  not  wake  my  spirit's  flame  I 


Did  it  not  guide  my  eye,  my  sou]. 
To  yonder  distant  shadowy  knoll. 
And  whisper  in  each  joyous  thrill, 
Tis  Milton's  home,  His  Forest  Hill*  I 

«  The  followiog  letter  of  Sir  William  Jones  gives  the  fullest  sod 
moit  loterestiog  account  of  this  delightful  village,  from  which 
Milton  married  his  first  wife.  Miss  Mary  Powel.  lu  length  is  in- 
deed disproportioned  to  the  other  notes ;  hot  from  such  a  man,  and 
CO  inch  a  f  ubject,  no  one,  it  ts  presnmed,  will  think  it  too  long. 

"To lady  Spencer.  u  na  Sept.  1169. 
«  The  necesiary  trouble  of  correcting  the  first  printed  sheeto  of 
my  history,  prevented  me  to>day  from  paying  a  proper  respect  to 
the  memory  of  SOiakespeare,  by  attending  his  jubilee.  But  I  was 
resolved  to  do  .all  the  honour  in  my  power  to  as  great  a  poet,  and 
set  oat  in  the  morning,  in  company  with  a  friend,  to  visit  a  place, 
where  Milton  spent  some  part  of  his  life,  and  where,  in  all  pro* 
bahility,  hfe  composed  several  of  his  earliest  productions.  It  is  a 
small  village,  situated  on  a  pleasant  hill,  about  three  miles  from 
Oxford,  and  called  Forest  Hill,  because  it  formerly  lay  contignoofl 
to  a  forest,  which  has  since  been  cut  down.  The  poet  chose  this 
place  of  retirement  after  his  first  marriage  j  and  he  describes  the 
beauties  of  his  retreat  in  that  fine  passage  of  his  L' Allegro : 

Sometime  walking,  not  unseen. 
By  hedge-row  elms,  on  hillocks  green* 
*        *        *        * 

While  the  ploughman  .near  at  hand 

Whistles  o'er  the  furrow'd  land ; 

And  the  milk-maid  singeth  blithe. 

And  the  mower  whet^  his  scythe; 

And  every  shepherd  tells  his  tale 

Under  the  hawthorn  in  the  daJe. 

Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  pleasures, 

Whilst  the  landscape  round  it  measures: 

Russet  lawns,  and  fiedlows  grey. 

Where  the  nibbling  flocks  do  stray ; 

Mountains,  on  whose  barren  breast 

The  labouring  ckmds  do  often  rest; 
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Yes;  there  he  liv^d^aod  there  he  sung^ 
When  life  and  hope  and  love  were  young ; 
There^  Grace  and  Genius  at  his  side. 
He  won  his  half-disdainful  bride; 

MeadowB  trim,  with  daisies  pied| 
Shallow  brooks,  and  rivers  wide  j 
Towers  and  battlements  it  sees^ 
Bosom'd  high  in  tuftol  trees. 

Hard  by,  a  cottage  chimney  smokes 
From  betwixt  two  aged  oaks,  &c. 

» 

It  was  neither  the  proper  season' of  the  year,  nor  time  of  the  day 
to  hear  all  the  mral  sounds,  and  see  all  the  objects  mentioned  in 
tins  description ;  but,  by  a  pleasing  coocorraoce  of  circumstances, 
we  were  saluted,  on  our  approach  to  the  village,  with  the  music  of 
the  mower  and  his  scythe;  we  saw  the  ploughman  intent  upon 
h»  labour,  and  the  milk-maid  retummg  from  her  country  em* 
ployment* 

**  As  we  ascended  the  hill,  the  variety  oC  beautiful  ofejeets,  the 
agree^le  stillness  and  natural  simplicity  of  the  whole  scene,  gave 
US  the  highest  pleasure.  We  at  length  reached  the  spot,  whence 
Miltoa  undoubtedly  took  most  of  his  images ;  it  is  on  the  top  of  the 
hill,  from  which  there  is  a  most  extensive  prospect  an  all  sides:  the 
distant  mountains,  that  seemed  to  support  the  clouds,  the  villages 
and  turrets,  partly  shaded  with  trees  of  the  finest  verdure,  and 
partly  raised  above  the  groves  that  surrounded  them:  the  dark 
plains  and  meadows  of  a  greyish  colour,  where  the  sheep  were 
feeding  at  large;  in  short,  the  view  of  the  streams  and  rivers,  con* 
vinced  ns  that  there  was  not  a  single  useless  or  idle  word  m  the 
above-mentioned  deseriptiony  but  that  it  was  a  most  exact  and 
lively  representation  of  nature.  Thus  will  this  fine  passage,  which 
has  alwasrs  been  admired  for  its  elegance,  receive  an  additional 
beauty  from  its  exactness.  After  we  had  walked,  with  a  kind  of 
poetical  enthusiasm,  over  this  enchanted  ground,  we  returned  to 
the  village. 

*<  The  poet's  house  was  etose  to  the  church;  the  greatest  part 
of  it  has  been  palled  down,  and  what  remains  bekmgs  to  an  ad* 
jacent  limn.    I  am  informed  that  several  papers  in  Milton's  own 
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And  there  the  Urk»  "  in  spite  of  aerrov^ 
Stili  at  his  ''window  bade  good  morrow* 
**  Through  the  sweet-briar,  or  the  viae* 
''  Or  the  twisted  eglantine/' 
O  happy  hill !  thy  summer  vest 
IJves  in  his  richest  colottring  drest ; 
O  happy  hill !  thou  saw'st  him  blest. 
Thou  saw'st  him  blest,  the  greatest  man 
That  ever  trod  life's  groyeiling  span  ;^^ 

• 

hand  were  found  by  the  gentleinaiiy  who  w»f  last  in.  ppsseuion  of 
the  estate.  The  tradition  of  his  having  lived  there  is  current 
among  the  villagerij  one  of  tbam  ^eved  us  a  ruinous  wall  that 
made  part  of  his  chamber^  and  I  was  much  pleased  with  another, 
who  had  forgotten  the  name  of  Milton,  but  recollected  him  by  the 
title  of  The  Poet 

"  It  must  not  be  omitted,  that  the  groves  near  this  viUagip  are 
famous  for  nightingales,  which  art  so  el^antly  described  in  the 
Pensieroso.*  Most  of  the  cottage  windows  are  overgrown  with  sweet- 
brian,  vines,  and  hooey-sucUes^  and  that  Milton's  habitation  had 
the*same  rustic  ornament,  we  may  conclude  from  his  description 
of  the  lark  biddiqg  him  good-morrow. 

Thro'  the  sweet-briar,  or  the  vine. 
Or  the  twisted  eglantine; 

for  it  is  evident,  that  be  meant  a  sort  of  honey-tsuckle  by  th^ 
eglantine ;  though  that  ward  is  commonly  usfd  for  the  sweet-briaiTy 
which  he  could  not  mention  twice  iu  the  same  €0«pleU 

*'  If  I  ever  pass  a  month  or  six  weeks  at  Oxford  in  the  sumowif 
I  shall  be  inclined  to  hire  and  repair  to  this  venerable  mansioii,  and 
to  make  a  festival  for  a  circle  of  firiends  in  honour  of  Milton,  tht 
most  perfect  scholar,  as  well  as  the  sublimeit  poet,  that  Ofu  com^ 
try  ever  produced.  Such  an  honour  will  be  less  splendid,  but  mora 
sincere  and  respectful,  than  all  the  pomp  and  ceremooy  on  the 
baak*  of  the  Avon. 

"  I  have  the  honour,  fcc. 

"  W.  J0«18.'» 

i^rd  Teigmmeutiet  Edition  qf  Sh  William  Jwei't  Wofkr, 
.  Vol.  I.  p.  118. 
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Shakespeare  alo&te  wilh  him  doM  try» 
Undazzled  aild  nntir'd,  the  sky. 

And  thotf  ftidflft  view  his  blooming  cbarai*^ 
That  eagle  plumed  like  the  dove^ 

Whose  yeiy  sleeping  grace  could  warm 
Th'  fkalian  maiden's  heart  to  love. 
Thou  saw'st  liiln  in  his  happier  hour. 
When  H'fe  was  love,  and  genius,  power; 
When  at  his  touch  th'  awakenM  string 
All  ioyotts  hailM  the  laughing  spring ; 
And,  like  the  sun^  his  radiant  eyes 
Glanc'd  on  thy  earthly  Paradise. 
Thou  didst  B»t  see  tiKwe  eyes  so  br^^hi 
For  ever  quench-d  hi  cheerless  nieht ; 
Thou  didst  not  hear  his  angui^'d  lays 
Of  "  evil  toQgaes  and  evil  days.'' 
Thou  saw'st  but  his  gay  youth,  sweet  spat ! 
Happiest  for  wliat  timi  sawest  not  !*— 
And  baopy  still  i— Though  in  thy  sod 
No  blade  reniain  by  Milton  trod ; 
Though  the  sweet  gale,  that  sweeps  thy  plain. 
No  touch  of  Milton's  breath  retain  $ 
Yet  here  the  bards  of  later  days 
Shall  roam  to  view  thee  and  to  praise. 
Here  Jones,  ere  yet  his  voice  was  fame, 
A  lone  romantic  votary  came ; 

*  There  ii  somewhere  extut  a  wild  lomanCic  tibarf  of  aa  ItalMn 
lady  of  high  birth,  who,  in  traYolUng  thnnigh  Eof  land,  f  aw  MiHon, 
then  Tery  young,  atleop  upon  a  bank.  Enamoured  of  his  beauty, 
•be  wrote  aome  TeMes  expreMive  of  h^  admiration,  laid  them 
upon  hit  hand,  and  left  him  ftill  sleeping.  This  incident  is  said  to 
iMve  oceastoned  his  travels  in  Italy,  where  he  hoped  to  meet  his 
uHkuowu  ftur-ooe;  and  to  have  been  the  first  cause  of  his  assi- 
duous cnltimtioB  of  Italian  Uteratare. 
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He  too  IS  gone,  untimely  gone ! 
Bat^  lur'd  by  him^  full  many  a  one 
Shall  tread  thy  hill  on  pilgrimage; 
And  Minstrel,  Patriot,  or  Sage,' 
Who  wept  not  o'er  his  Indian  bier. 
Shall  mourn  him  with  his  Milton  here* 
For  till  our  English  tongue  be  dead. 
From  Freedom's  breast  till  life  be  fled. 
Till  Poetry's  quick  pulse  be  still. 
None  shall  forsake  thee.  Forest  Hill. 

XII. 

Few  are  the  scenes  of  power  to  ch.-:n 

The  rapt  enthusiast's  mind. 
Like  that  where  Milton's  wondrous  strain 
Still  seems  to  linger  o'er  the  plain. 

Or  whisper  in  the  wind : 
Not  pent  within  the  crowded  town 
Where  meanness  sweeps  away  renown ; 
But  fresh  and  innocent  and  fair. 
As  if  the  mighty  master  there 
Still  flung  his  witch-notes  on  the  air ! 
Yet  Taste  and  Fancy's  visions  gay 

Life's  fond  Affections  shun. 
And  fade  at  Feeling's  light  away. 

Like  stars  before  the  sun. 
The  spirits  of  the  honour'd  dead 
At  Friendship's  living  touch  are  fled : 
For  here,  beneath  fair  Sherburn's  shade*. 
My  Zosia  dwelt,  my  Polish  maid  ! 

*  Sherburo  Lodge,  the  leat  of  the  late  Coonten  Dowager  oC 
Macclesfield,  under  whose  care  Zosia  Choynowska,  the  early 
beloved  friend  of  the  Author,  was  placed  for  education. 
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My  friend  most  tender  and  most  true ! 
My  friend^  ere  friendship's  name  we  knew ! 
The  partner  of  those  blissful  hours. 
When  the  world  seem'd  one  bank  of  flowers ; 
Life  but  a  summer's  cloudless  morn  i 
And  L^ve^  a  rose  without  a  thorn. 
Fleeting  as  that  illusive  day. 
Was  Friendship's  joy,  was  Zosia's  stay: 
For  when  o'er  her  majestic  form 
Yontb  sbed  his  mantling  roses  warm. 
When  Beauty  saw  her  work  matur'd. 
And  Grandeur  aw'd  whom  Grace  allur'd^ 
Th'  imperious  mandate  harshly  bore 
The  finish'd  charmer  from  our  shore ; 
Bore  her  from  friendship,  bliss,  and  love. 
Envy,  neglect,  contempt  to  prove 
From  hearts  who,  frozen  as  their  clime^ 
Would  antedate  the  work  of  Tinie, 
And  nip  her  beauties  in  their  prime. 
O  ever-lov'd !  return  again  ! 
Return!  and  soon  the  blooming  train 
Of  childish  friends  shall  meet  to  share 
Thy  soft  caress,  my  Polish  fair  I 
Again  shall  view  thy  sparkling  eye 
And  Empress- form  admiringly ; 
Each  emulously  crowding  round. 
Each  list'ning  for  one  silver  sound ; 
And  thou  to  all,  with  Queen-like  smile. 
Wilt  sweet  attention  show  the  while. 
Of  kindness  full  and  courtesy ; — 
Though  one  alone  (O  happiest  she  f) 
Scarce  from  thy  tongue  shall  greeting  hear. 
Or  find  thy  love,  but  in  thy  tear. 
The  dews  of  Heav'n  fall  not  so  sweet 
As  Friendship's  tears  with  joy  replete ! . 
YOL.  tii.  c 
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Haste  on  my  breast  iucb  dew9  to  rain ! 
My  ever-lovM,  return  again ! 


XIII. 


The  pause  has  checkM  my  spirit  glad  ^    , 

Deep,  doubting  hope  is  ever  sad ; 

But  sadder  thoughts  now  intervene 

To  cloud  that  sweet  and  tranquil  scene. 

Direr  than  absence  is  the  foej 

Who  waits  to  give  the  fatal  blow : 

Weepiag  within  that  mansion  fair 

Sits  Filial  Love — ^Death  hovers  there. 

He  comes  not  now  to  lead  the  bloom 

Of  youth  to  an  undreaded  tomb ; 

He  comes  not  now  to  tame  the  pride 

Of  matron  health  conlirmM  and  tried ; 

Not  toWring  man  provokes  his  rage ; 

'Tis  womaoj  feebleness,  and  age. 

And  yet>  nor  beauty  early  cropp'd. 

Nor  manhood's  strength  untimely  dropp'd,     . 

Could  waken  more  regretful  signs. 

Or  more  with  sorrow  blend  surprise. 

For  she,  his  noble  prey,  had  stood 

Like  an  old  oak  in  Sherburn  wood. 

In  YJairied  verdure  richly  decked. 

Whose  ample  branches  wavM  uncheckM  ; 

And  though  dead  boufi^hs  commingling  grew, 

Abnjpt  and  bare,  of  darker  hue ; 

Though  weeds  minute  and  yellow  moss. 

With  varied  tints,  the  bark  emboss ; 

Yet  lovely  was  its  pleasant  shade. 

Lovely  the  tnmk  with  moss  inlaid. 

Lovely  thelong-hairM  lichens  grey^ 

Lovely  its  pride  and  its  decay. 
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Such,  Macc]e$field>  AaamMi  Ofd.Traie 

Himself  lud.8ptf^'thyb«aBi(y;|Nriiiw  n  •  •:''' 

Uninjar'd,  as  ^m  Gteoiafs  strtmd        .  'I 

He  yiews^the  works  of  PfaiMliai''haiu](;t;   . :  i 

Boast  of  the  world !  whoto  heav'niy  fi^ass  i 

Can  chain  the  winds,  > acrest  the  stoirins^' -  ;  n  »  > 

And  bid  the  sun;  the  dews>  theair>         .'u*'  ^ 

Perfection's  noblest  inftgelspare*    .    -"o'..vrF 

So  Time  had  past  o'er  thee,  blight  dakne^  ii<> 

All  changed  ;  but  thou  wert 'stiU  tbe'samei/^'' 

Still  skili'd  to  give  th^,  fading  flower 

More  brilliant  life  by  Painting's  power;    . .  , 

Still  skill'd  the  nimt;!e  steel  to  ply 

With  quick  inventful  industry ; 

Still  skilPd  to  fhune  the  moral  rhyme. 

Or  point  with  Gospel  truths  the  lay  subfimej; 

But  rarer  yet,  'mia  age's  frost 

The  fire  or  youth  thou  hadst  not  lost ; 

Still  at  another's  bliss  could'st  glow ; 

Still  melt  to  hear  another's  woe ; 

Still  eive  the  poor  man's  cares  relief;  ^ 

Still  bend  to  soothe  the  mourner's  grief. 

Thouffh  near  a  century's  course  had  sped. 

And  bleach'd  thy  venerable  head. 

By  age'ii  Tice  and  woe  untold 

Thy  years  remain'd — ^Thou  wert  not  old! 

And  so  to  live  and  so  to  die. 

Is  endless  rare  felicity. 

But  there  is  one*,  whose  ready  tear 

Bedews  thy  pale  cheek  on  thy  bier; 

One,  whom  my  heart,  my  tongue,  my  lays. 

Bare  to  admire,  but  not  to  praise. 

•  The  Rigbt  Hon.  Lady  Mary  Parlcer. 
c  2 
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O  friend  of  2obm  \  fnend  df  all,  i 

Whom miieiT,  paio/aBd want entiural! 
Be  comforted!  thongli' ne'er  affain  •        '• 
Th  y  mother's  band  thy  hand  shal  I  strain  ;    *  * 
Thongh  never  shall  she  feel  thy  cares. 
Congenial  joys  her  spirit  shares: 
Congenial,  yet  superior,  giv'n 
By  sister  angels  in  her  native  heav'n.  i 

Oh  {  wlio>  would  weep  the  lovM-one  dead. 
When. death  is  bliss!  be  comforted. 

XIV. 

Why  thus  in  fond,  though  vain,  relief. 
With  weeping  praise  pe^rpetuate  grief! 
Why  on  the  dead,  the  absent,  rouse  ? 
And  joy  from  present  friends  refuse ! 
Why  dwell  on  yonder  mournful  dome. 
And  shun  those  friends'  delightful  honAe! 
Twere  hard  to  sing  thy  varying  charm. 
Thou  Cottage^  Mansion,  Village,  Farm*  r 

Thou  beautiful  Epitome 
or  all  that  useful  is  and  rare,    . 
Where  Comfort  si^  with  smiling  air, , 

And  laughing  Hospitality. 
'Twere  hard  to  sing — And  harder  still 
The  dearer  charqns  those  halls  that  fill. 
'Twere  hard  to  sing — The  sun  is  low; 
Quick  to  the  lovefy  Farm  we  go. 

Its  strongest  spells  to  find ; 
And  clustered  round  the  blazing  Hre, 
When  beauty,  virtue,  wit  inspire, 
O  they  that  learn  not  to  admire, 

Uull  must  they  be,  and  deaf,  and  blind ! 

*  Watlingtofl  farm :  the  rcsidebce  of  William  tlay  ward,  Efq. 
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RoatM  by  the  nght»  the  Bard  inrokes  his  art. 

Its  smiles,  its  terrors  to  impart : 
To  glorjT^s  goal  he  animates  the  brare. 
Who  nobly  pant,  to  triumph,  yet  to  save ! 
Or,  taught  by  virtue  to  forbear. 
Hold  captive  woes  the  conqueror's  care ; 
Snatch  Beauty's  wrecks  iVom  War's  tempestuous  deep. 
And  grow  immortal,  while  for  man  they  weep ! 

Not  so  the  tyrant  bears  his  sway. 

Blood  and  terror  print  his  way  | 

Plaffue  and  famine.  Nature's  bane! 

And  devastation  cloise  his  train : 
For  him  no  gratefol  prayer  ascends  the  sky. 
Still  loud  the  widow's  curse,  and  orphan's  veogefol  cry! 

Stung  with  the  likeness  which  he  knew. 

His  sabre  Amuhath  hal^drew. 
And,  like  a  statue'Stood,  expos'd  to  public  view ! 

The  Bard,  who  saw  the  moment  near. 

When  truth  might  pierce  the  royal  ear  $ 

With  solemn  movements  courts  the  strings. 

And  Bagdad's  wayward  fortune  sings* 
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Proud  city !  bow  thy  bead. 

Low  as  th'  Assyrian  mead, 
"  Thy  short,  tho'  prosperous  course,  fulfilled : 
"  Xhy  Caliphs,  fam'd  no  more ! 

Thy  matrons,  bath'd  in  gore. 

Their  lifoless  babes  deplore, 

"  So  Amubath  has  wilIM ! 

What  now  thy  Haroun's  reign  avails? 
"  Whence  trac'd  the  Muse  her  'nightly  tales;' 
"  Whence  spread  thro'  earth  thy  grandeur  wide, 
"  C!old,  as  his  loves,  and  humbled,  as  his  pride !" 
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Where  AmukatHj  Tictorious,  rode. 
Bagdad,  in  vain,  resists  his.  mighty  powers. 
Her  walls  convalse !  dispart,  her  towers ! 

Fear,  flight,  her  pale  defenders  goad. 
While  sabres  storm  the  breach,  and  javelins  drift  in 
showers ! 

The  servile  soldiery  the  death«word  hear. 
More  savage  grow  in  cruelty's  career. 
And  stain,  with  harmless  g^re,  the  warrior's  generous 
spear! 
In  wrathful  mood. 
The  Sultan  stood ; 
Smiles  on  the  field. 
Which  nought  cmdd  yield. 
But  anguish  to  the  good ! 

Hark !  what  notes  distil  from  far. 

Discordant  to  the  din  of  war  ? 
Now,  through  the  sad  and  transient  calm. 
Pouring  Music's  healing  balm. 

Those  notes  pervade  the  royal  ear — 
Musician  sweet !  what  fruitless  zeal 
Wakes  thy  lyre,  for  Persia's  weal  ? 

Can  song  the  hardenM  breast  assail. 
Or  charm  to  rest,  the  daggered  hand  ? 

When  justice  and  compassion  fail. 
And  lucre  spurs  the  bigot  band  ? 

Arrested  in  his  sanguine  current  wide. 
Fell  Amurath,  indignant,  eyes  the  tower. 

Whence,  gave  the  Bard,  those  numbers  to  the  tide. 
And  shook  the  apathy  of  lawless  power : 
His  hand  he  rais'd,  the  daket  sounds  to  still. 
Bat  donbt  his  purpose  crott — now  first  irreioliite  in  illt 
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BouflM  by  the  sight,  the  Bard  inrokes  his  art. 

Its  smiles^  its  terrors  to  impart : 
To  glory's  goal  he  animates  the  brare. 
Who  nobly  pant,  to  triumph,  yet  to  save ! 
Or,  taught  by  virtue  to  forbear. 
Hold  captive  woes  the  conqueror's  care ; 
Snatch  Beauty's  wrecks  from  War's  tempestttoas  deep« 
And  grow  immortal,  while  for  man  they  weep ! 
Not  so  the  tyrant  bears  his  away. 
Blood  and  terror  print  his  way  | 
Plaffue  and  famine.  Nature's  bane ! 
And  devastation  cloise  his  train : 
For  him  no  gratefol  prayer  ascends  the  sky. 
Still  loud  the  widow's  curse,  and  orphan's  vengefol  cry! 
Stung  with  the  likeness  which  he  knew. 
His  sabre  Amubath  half-drew. 
And,  like  a  statu9'Stood,  expos'd  to  public  view ! 
The  Bard,  who  saw  the  moment  near. 
When  truth  might  pierce  the  royal  ear ; 
With  solemn  movements  courts  the  strings. 
And  Bagdad's  wayward  fortune  sings* 


"Proud  city !  bow  thy  bead, 

"  Low  as  th'  Assyrian  mead, 
''  Thy  short,  tho'  prosperous  course,  fulfilled : 

"  Thy  Caliphs,  tam'd  no  more ! 

"  Thy  matrons,  batb'd  in  gore, 

"  Their  lifeless  babes  deplore, 
"  So  Am uaATH  has  wilPd ! 

"  What  now  thy  Haroun's  reign  avails? 

"  Whence  trac'd  the  Muse  her  'nightly  tales;' 
Whence  spread  thro'  earth  thy  grandeur  wide, 
C!old,  as  his  loves,  and  humbled,  as  his  pride !" 
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The  flpunding  WQdpoD  sbook  the  hollow  shbfe,.. 
By  Amurath'^  strpng  arm  replac'd  ; 

Scar'd  by  the  truth,  his  dubious  bre^t^ 
Where  every  virtue  lay  defac'dt 
Unbidden  pangs  possess'd : 
Back  on  his  splendid  throne  be,  laboring,  fell,  . 
And  sighs  and  groans  his  mental  conflict  tell !  . 

**  By  the  wreaths  in  battle  won,  i 

*'  By  the  beams  of  Mercy's  sun, 

"  Which  ^ild  the  hero's  days ;  ' 

"  By  all  the  joys  which  empire  gives, 
"  By  pity,  which  each  joy  outlives, 

''  And  yields  unsully'd  praise : 
''  By  thel'rophet's  gracious  sign, 
"  Black-ey'd  maids,  and  streams  of  wine ; 
"  Given,  to  crown  his  votary's  love, 
"  In  the  blissful  seats  above ; 
"  Thy  vow  unhallowM,  Amurath  !  forswear, 
"  While  persecution  leaves  one  liib  to  spare.' 

He  ceas'd — the  Sultan  cry'd, 
"  The  Minstrel's  boon  is  heard ; 

'*  Slaves !  stop  the  purple  tide— r 
"  Be  grace  to  all  prefer'd  !" 

Blest  Bard  !  whose  design 

Stamps  thy  talept  divine,      '' 
See  the  conquest  achiev'd  by  thy  spirit  I 

Crowds  snatch'd  fh>m  the  tomb. 
Spite  of  Amur ath's  doom. 

Shall,  to  ages,  emblazon  thy  merit ! 

Dear  Music  t  charm  of  every  woe  ! 
Pulse  of  Love  !  and  Friendship's  flow  ! 
See,  thy  divinity  extend 
Where  all  the  finer  feelings  end. 
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On  Ibak's  plains^  on  Ttgris'  tide. 
Where  jarring  hordes  o'er  right  preside ; 
Where  all  the  ruder  passions  reign — 
Not  ineffectual,  glides  thy  strain': 
Calming,  by  thy  melting  plaint, 
SoBQDis,  that  ne'er  knew  restraint. 
Less  the  power,  jpoetic  praise 
Gives  to  divine  Cecilia's  lays; 
Than  elicits  from  the  wires. 
Which  the  Pebsian's  touch  inspires. 
A  kindred  spirit  own'd  her  art ; 
His,  charms  from  Death,  die  uplifted' dart  i 


L' AMOUR  TIMIDE. 


i^AY,  if  this  heart  should  harbour  love, 
Would'st  thou  protect  the  blossom  ? 

WouU'st  thou  the  tender  plant  improte. 
And  warm  it  in  thy  bosoth? 

Or,  wouid'st  thou  bid  it  cease  to  bloom. 
Even  in  its  tender  morning  ? 

Thy  cold  disdain,  its  early  tomb. 
And  Winter's  blast,  thy  scorning; 

O!  rather  let  me  nurse  it  here, 
Tho'  cold  and  dead  my  ■  bosom* 

And  water  it  with  sorrow's  tear, 
A  timid,  unknown  blossom. 


MB.  JAHBS  IRVIMC. 
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TO 

HENRY .,  MY  HUSBAND. 


Go  to  thy  darling,  false  one !  go ! 

And  gaze  enraptar'd  on  her  chdrotf. 
Sink  on  her  breast  of  melting  snow. 

And  coart  her  fond  luxuriant  arms* 

Mormor  again  the  ardent  tow. 
That  mingles  hope  with  fond  desire. 

Now  paints  the  Joyer's  wish«-and  now 
Beholds  a  woe-worn  wife  expire. 

I  weep  not  this !  my  day  is  o'er. 
All  I  have  done,  and  sufiR^r'd,  vain ; 

Nor  pity  can  my  soul  implore. 
From  those  who  triumph  in  my  pain. 

Yet  ibknp-*-whene'er  thy  wish  is  sped. 
When  thou  canst  claim  th  v  bosom's  bride. 

When  she  lies  numbered  with  the  dead. 
Who  mournM  and  blest  thee  till  she  died ; 

When  thou  shalt  reyel  licfat  as  air. 
And  laugh  at  care,  and  banish  toil. 

For  her  thou  lov'st  the  bliss  will  share. 
And  pour  a  zest  on  fortune's  smile  { 

Yet  come  it  will,  the  fatal  hour. 

When  clouds  theae  brilliant  scenes  o'eicast. 
When  cank'ring  care  asserts  his  pow'r. 

Or  fiercely  Mows  misfortune's  blast. 
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When  keen  TenHiMi  fout  ibe  mad. 
Or  wild  caporice  the  timber  bemk, 

Or  hasty  anger,  wild  and  blindy 
Where  most  ft  lofveB,  there  moat  oflfendf ; 

Then  wilt  thon  learn  too  Jate,  how  dear 

That  patient  spirit  wont  to  be^ 
Whose  loTe^  submissive  as  sincere, 

.Endar'd  each  angry  tannt  from  tfiee. 

Who,  prond  thy  Tirtttet  to  reveal^ 

Thy  genins  or  thy  wit  to  seas. 
And  wise  thy  &i|ijig8  tooooceaL 

In  the  beUwed  shewed  the  man. 

Whose  friendihip  active,  constant^  mild, 
Foand  thee  when  wveck'd  on  sorrow'tf  coast, 

StoopM  to  thee  hamble  as  a  child. 
And  yet  npheld  thee  as  an  host. 

Who,  when  her  dearest  hopes  were  flown. 
And  thon  wert  gniJty  pasaon's  slave, 

MoumM  oVr  thy  errors  as  her  own. 
And  sought  to  hide  them  in  the  grave. 

Go  to  thy  darling  falsie  one !  go! 

The  storms  of  life  areend  Ihee  howl. 
And  thou  shalt  find  her  heart  is  snow. 

And  dark  as  Erebus  her  soul. 

She  who  to  confidence  like  mine,   ' 

Could  coolly  act  so  base  a'part. 
Was  never  form'd  to  blend  with  thise, 

A  feulty,  but  a  noble  heart. 
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Oh !  wheQ  I  think  on  what  thon  art. 
On  what  mj  soul  to  make  thee  strpve. 

Fresh  tears  of  agony  will  start. 
And  angry  sorrow  melt  to-loye. 

'  .Go,  false  one !  IotM  one !  learn  to  know 
The  anguish  thou  hast  l^^de  me  feel. 
Learn  disappointment's  ruthless  blow. 
More  poignant  than  the  venom 'd  steel. 

Learn  jealous  love's  impetuous  woes. 
And  blighted  hope's  corroding  gri^f. 

The  pang  ingratitode  bestows. 
And  dark  despair  that  spurns  relief. 

But  by  my  griefs,  an  endless  train. 
Nay,  by  my  very  wrongs,  I  swe<ir«— 

To  .see  thee  suffer  is  a  pain, 
I  cannot ! — No !  I  comio^  bear. 

MOV.  22,  1798.  BEATI^ICE. 


EPIGRAM. 

FROM  THE  GREEK 

T^  f9^  X.  T.  X* 


xXow  fragrant  blows 
That  lovely  rose ! 
V\\  gather  it  to-^morrow : 
I  came ;  but  to  my  sorrow 
The  leaves  had  fallen  before  I  could  return ; 
And  where  the  ro^e  had  been,  I  found  a  thorn. 

ETONENSIS. 
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CONFIRM ATioisr  DAT; 

AT  HIGHOATE,  MIDDLESEX,  JOLV'd,  tSlO. 

BY  T,  PARK.  ESQ. 

r        .   ..I      • 


It  waa  a  spectacle  of  hallowed  joy, 

ThoQgh  tears  it  drew  from  fond  parental  eyes. 

To  see  the  fair  resort  of  either  sex 

From  hamlets  round  convening,  and  before 

The  temple  porch  of  their  celestial  Lord 

Assembled,  greeting  each  with  chasten'd  mien; 

The  youths  all  neatness,  and  the  vestal  train 

In  whitest  garb  of  saintly  innocence 

Waiting  the  reverend  prelate; — eager  ail 

To  ratify  their  Christian  covenant. 

And  in  the  sweet  untainted  spring  of  life^ 

iMost  grateful  to  the  God  of  holiness) 
\y  early  vow  to  dedicate  themselves 
Unto  their  Maker;  and  to  seal  that  vow 
In  presence  of  their  pastors  and  their  friends. 

A  verger  first  appears  with  mitred  ma6e; 
The  concourse  cluster,  and  in  sidelong  rows- 
Border  the  pathway  from  the  church-yard  gate. 
At  that  the  rrelate  enters,  and  he  seems 
As  one  comminsionM  from  a  heavenly  sphere 
To  breathe  salvation,  and  the  earthly  pure 
In  heart  and  mind  to  render  purer  still. 
He  passes  through  the  portal,  and  his  flock 
Pre«  close  behind,  as  if  his  very  robe 
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Held  secret  v i  rtde.    To  their  seats  beneath 
The  sacred  dome  with'haalea'd  atep  they  nove. 
While  the  lotid  organ  peals  its  swelling  chords 
To  welcome  in  thejpious  votaries. 

It  ceases : — for  the  holy  man  his  charge 
Assumes ;  and  from  their  seats  all  rise.     Himself^ 
Within  the  sacramental  rail  enclos^d^ 
Greets  his  fair  fold  with  gentle  dignity; 
Bland  admonition  wafting  on  the  ear» 
That  it  may  dwell  in  the  retentive  thought. 
He  trusts  this  goodly  thronjg  of  youthful  saints^ 
Here  met  to  testify  a  firm  belief 
In  their  Redeemer's  love,  will  boldly  dare 
To  struggle  with  temptation,  and  put  on 
The  panoply  of  Him  who  did  repel 
The  wiles  of  Satan,  that  so  each  may  cast 
Far  off  the  works  of  darkness,  and  still  live 
As  fitteth  the  "  redeemed  of  the  Lord.'' 
So  need  they  never  fear  His  tender  care 
Will,  from  the  powers  of  darkness,  rescue  them. 
And  be  their  safe-guard,  if  they  own  his  sway. 
Whose''  yoke  is  easy,  and  his  burden  light." 

A  glow  of  high  resolve,  and  ardent  hope, 
Beam'd  o'er  the  face  of  every  candidate 
For  confirmation;  and  like  glow  diffus'd 
O'er  those  who  came  as  guardian-witnesses. 
Mean  time,  a  vestur'd  priest  the  rubric  reads 
Which  prefaces  this  ghostly  ordinance : 
The  Prelate  then  his  awful  question 
*'  Do  ye,  before  the  presence  of  your  God 
"  And  of  this  congregation,  here  renew 

The  solemn  and  baptismal  promise  made 

In  all  your  names,  when  ye  were  infants  all ; 
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Confirming  now  the  same  with'yoar  own  lips. 
And  binding  each  both  to  believe  and  do 
Those  things,  which  at  a  weak  and  tender  age 
Yon  by  risspective  soreties  undertook  ?'' 
A  lend-"  I  do/'  gave  sanction  to  the  service. 
And  now  the  vonng  noviciates  lowly  bend  >^    - 
They  pray ;  they  kneel  in  silence  round  the  altar; 
The  bishop's  blessing  broode  upon  their  heads, 
(As  once  o'er  Jordan  did  the  dove-like  form) 
W  bile  he  alone  inplores  the  Saviour-God^ 
"  To  succour  these  his  servants  with  htsgnice, 
"  That  they  may  live  for  ever,  and  receive     • 
^*  An  increase  of  his  spirit  more  and  more, 
**  Until  they  come  to  his  eternal  kingdom  V* 

No  shrill  "  Amen"  was  waited  from  the  clerk's 
Sonorous  voice ;  the  hearts  of  all  around 
Echo'd  responses,  and  their  orisons  ' 
In  soft  and  secret  whispers,  or  in  tears 
Of  gushing  fondness,  spoke  the  sool's  regard. 
For  all  around  were  mothers,  sponsors,  friends^ 
And  sires,  and  sisters ;  those  who  the  voung  thus  far 
Had  train'd  upon  their  way  to  blesseclness, 
With  those  who  came  to  see  the  rile  peHbrmed, 
Which  they  might  soon  be  sanction'd  to  partake^ 
And  the  joint  privilege  of  Christians  claim. 
To  banouet  at  the  table  of  their  Lord ! 
There  oh  approaching,  mav^  they  still  recal 
This  day's  solemnity,  and  hence  become 
The  children  of  their  God :  so  shall  no  blight 
Of  sin  the  promise  of  their  vernal  bloom 
Destroy,  but  when  from  earth  transplanted,  bear 
Rich  fruit  within  the  glorious  paradise  of  heaven  f 
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KING  LEAR'S  SPEECH  TO  EDGAR. 

VERSIFIED  AND  PARAl>RRA8BD  BY  UB«  COBBB. 


See  where  the  solitary  creatare  standsj 

Just  as  he  iuued  out  of  nature's  hands ; 

No  hopes  he  knows^  no  fears,  no  joys,  no  cares> 

Nor  pleasure's  poison,  nor  ambition's  snares ; 

But  shares,  from  self-forg'd  chains  of  life  released. 

The  forest  kingdom  with  his  fellow  beast. 

Yes,  all  we  see  of  thee  is  nature's  part. 

Thou  art  the  ci'eature's  self,  the  rest  is  art. 

For  thee  the  skilful  Worm  of  spacious  hue 

No  shining  threads  of  ductile  radiance  drew ; 

For  thee  no  sun  the  ripening  gem  refin'd,  • 

No  bleating  innocence  the  fleece  resign'd ; 

The  hand  of  luxury  never  taught  to  pour 

O'er  thy  faint  limbs  the  oil's  refreshing  show'r : 

His  bed  the  flinty  rock  ;  his  drink,  his  food. 

The  running  brook  and  berries  of  the  wood. 

What  have  we  added  to  this  plain  account  ? 

What  passions  ?  What  desires  ?  A  huge  amount ! 

Cloth'd,  fed,  warm'd,  cooi'd,  each  by  his  brother's  toil. 

We  live  upon  the  wide  creation's  spoil. 

Quit,  monarch,  quit  thy  vain  superauous  pride. 

Lay  all  thy  foreign  ornaments  aside. 

Bid  art  no  more  its  spurious  gifts  supply. 

Be  man^  mere  man,  thirst,  hunger,  grieve  and  die. 


AN  ENGLISH  SONG  WITHOUT  SIBILANTS. 

BY  J.  THELWALL,  ESa 
SET  to  MUSIC  BY  DR.  KEMP. 


Tlie  Author  does  not  mem  to  innnaate,  by  this  specimen,  the 
necessity  or  propriety  of  a  total  exclusion  of  sibilants  from  all 
compositions  designed  for  music:  but  the  frequency  of  their  re- 
currence has  long  and  justly  been  a  reproach*  not  to  our  lan- 
guage but  to  our  writers.  The  following  specimen  at  least  may 
show  that  it  is  not  necessary  to  interrupt  the  melody  of  English 
song  by  an  eternally  recurring  hiss.  The  s  in  the  word  rose« 
sounded,  as  it  is  written  below,  like  z,  is  the  only  even  half 
sibilant  that  occurs  in  the  whole  twenty  lines. 


No— not  the  eye  of  tender  blue. 

The'  Mary  Hwere  the  tint  of  thine. 
Or  breathine  lip,  of  glowing  hue. 
Might  bid  the  opening  roze  repine. 

Had  long  enthrallM  my  mind; 
Nor  tint  with  tint,  alternate  aiding. 

That  o^er  the  dimpled  tablet  flow. 
The  Termii  to  the  lily  fading, — 

Nor  ringlet,  bright  with  orient  glow^ 
In  many  a  tendril  twined. 

If. 
The  breathing  tint,  the  beamy  ray. 

The  lin)^r  harmony  dinine. 
That  o'er  the  form  of  beauty  play. 
Might  warm  a  colder  heart  than  mine. 
But  not  for  ever  bind. 
But  when  to  radiant  form  and  feature. 

Internal  worth  and  feeling  join. 
With  temper  mild  and  gay  good  nature, — 
Around  the  willing  heart  they  twine 
The  empire  of  the  mind. 

VOL.  VIII.  D 
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34 
THE  PORTRAITS. 

ADDRESSED  TO . 


X  HE  Pair  one  Iiad  a  lieart  to  feel^ 
An  eye,  whose  glisteii  could  reveal 

Tfaat  pettsi^e  heart's  emotion : 
Gent1y»  wil^  half  uttqniet  swell. 
Her  bosom  heavM— then  silent  ffS!, 

As  sinks  the  slumb'riog  ocean. 
Her  features,  lovely  while  they  seemM, 
As  eyer  Loye's  expression  beam'd. 
Yet  looked,  and  spoke,  the  lofty  mind. 
Whose  high-ton'd  feelings,  pure  as  kind. 

Were  pictured  in  her  face : 

And  while  her  form,  of  aspen  monlt, 

Loye's  lightest,  gentlest  tremors  told. 

Still,  to  each  motion  of  the  Fair, 

Soft  delicacy's  sweetest  air 

Gaye  dignfty  and  grace. 
<r    ♦    ♦    ♦ 

And  he,  the  youth — the  Friend— -Xyho  lay. 
Musing  the  idle  hours  away, 
Reclin'd  beneath  the  antique  tree*. 

Contemplating  the  brook — 
Ah !  restless  too,  and  sad  was  he. 

And  pensive  was  his  look. 

♦     41      *      « 

Aspiring  was  his  soul,  yet  meek ; 

Haughty,  yet  humbfe  too ; 
His  heart  was  flame,  to  passion  weak. 

Bat  still  sincere  and  true. 

*  AUodtug  to  a  print  of  Sbalcspcare's  '*  Melancholy  Jaques,"  to 
wliich  the  penoo  addioied  bad  sportively  compared  the  writer. 
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Gentle,  vet  daring;  rash,  yet  mild; 
Informed,  yet  simple  as  a  child : 
Like  flinty  rock  to  stem  reproof, 
(When  surges  beat,  that,  high  aloof. 

Looks  proadly  o'er  the  strand) ; 
But  to  the  tongue  that  fain  would  teach. 
By  mild  persuasion's  winning  speech. 

Soft  as  the  yielding  sand. 
To  woman's  voice  he  still  would  melt. 
To  woman's  charms  he  ever  knelt. 

With  firm  devotion  bow'd; 
And  fervent  was  the  love  he  felt : 
A  eentle  flame  within  him  dwelt. 

Untold  amidst  the  crowd. — 

Lady !  yoiur  confidence,  I  pray ; 
Know  you  these  portraits?— JUuly !  say. 


T.  H«  c. 


TO  MISS  G , 

ON  HER  VISITINO  OXFOEUX 

BT  THB  LATS  CHARtBS  WILLIAM  BUSSELL,  BSO. 

A»  when  the  noon  her  orb  conceab. 
The  little  stars  with  lustre  shine  ; 

But  when  her  splendor  she  reveal*. 
They  droop  with  envy  and  dec'line; 

So,  lovely  i»aid»  when  you  appear 
In  native  charms,  and  beauty  biight; 

Thoiiffk  Oxford's  nvmphs  vrith  careless  air 
Affect  to  smile,  they  die  with  spite. 

d2 


36 


HORACE.  Ode  9.  Lib.  ii. 

TO  THE  POET  VALGIUS,  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  SON. 

TRANSLATED  BT  MR.  A.  S*  THELWALL. 


JVot  always  from  black  clouds  the  rains  descend 
On  the  aank  field ;  nor  doth  the  angry  storm 
For  ever  vex  the  troubled  Caspian  sea; 
Nor  yet  the  cold  Armenian  shore^  my  friend. 
Thro'  ev^ry  month  doth  stubborn  ice  deform. 
And  unthawedsnow;  nor  Jove's  high  towering  tree 
For  ever  combat  with  the  northern  wind ; 

Nor  widowed  ash  aye  strew  its  Gargan  pride. — 
Yet  dost  thou,  Valgius,  still  deplore  the  fate 
Of  thy  lost  Mystes ;  rest  thy  griefs  ne'er  find 
When  Vesper  rises,  or  the  starry  guide 
Opes  for  the  rapid  sun,  heavfo's  ros^^te  gate. 

The  sage  who  HvM  three  ages,  did  not  mourn 
His  lost  Antilocfaus  thro'  ev^ry  year; 
Nor  were  the  Phrygian  sisters,' or  their  sire, ' 
For  ever  for  young  Troilus  forlorn ; 
Their  grief  had  end.    Thou  also  dry  the  tear ; 
No  more  complain,  but  let  us  tune  the  lyre 
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And  sing  the  trophies  by  Aogastus  wod« 
Who  bids  the  cold  Niphates  own  his  might. 
Who  adds  the  swift  Euphrates  to  his  sway^ 
And  bids  his  waves  in  gentler  current  run  : 
In  narrower  bounds  thS  Aiani^  in  affriffht« 
Peacefal>  bestride  the  steed,  and  shun  me  battle-day. 


HORACE.    Ode  20.   Lib.  u. 

TO  M^CENAS. 
TRANSLATED  BT  MB.  A.  S.  THBLWALU 


Off  DO  accustomed  and  no  feeble  winff, 

A  biform'd  Poet,  will  I  mount  the  skies. 
On  this  base  earth  no  longer  lingering ; 

Superior  to  all  envy,  lo !  I  rise. 
And  leave  your  far-famM  city.    Tho'  I  spring 

From  humble  parents,  since  with  favoring  eyes 
You  view  me,  O  Maecenas !  I  the  shore 

Of  Styx  escape,  its  bounding  stream  I  spurn. 
The  skin  grows  rough  upon  my  limbs,  I  soar 

Blanch'd  to  a  stately  bird,  and  now  discern 
With  plumage  light  my  shoulders  covered  o'er. 

My  fingers  into  glossy  feathers  turn. 
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Swifter  than  Dttdahis'  too  f entttroiM  boy, 

I  pass  the  Bosphorut'  resonDdiiig  atraad^ 
A  bird  of  sofiff,  o'er  stormy  Syrtes  fly. 

And  view  the  fVosen  Hyperboribiv  Uad. 
Colchians.— ^nd  Dacians,  kobwing  to  destroy 

By  semblant  foar>  the  eager  Marsian  band 
And  far  Geioni  know  me;  fierce  in  war, 

TM  Iberian  views  me,  and  who  drinks  the  Rhone. 
Be  from  my  empty  fuo^al^  dirges  far. 

Banish  base  grief  and  the  complaining  groan  : 
Restrain  your  clamour,  be  the  faniiral  car 

And  needless  trophies  hence.  Fame  shall  protect  her 
own. 


fiPlTAPtt, 

ON  MART,  THE  WIFE  OF  WILLIAM  HAYWARD,  ESQ. 

BY  MISS  MITFORD. 


Here,  stranger !  Hay war-d  lies. — As/k  you  hfer  Wbrih  ? 
Go  count  the  sirhs  which  from  her  death  had  bitth  ! 
Seek  of  her  husband,  of  her  children  seek. 
Why  changes  as  they  pass  each  healthful  cheek  ? 
Seek  of  the  poor,  why  still  upon  her  grave 
They  pay  the  kindly  tears  her  pity  gave? 
And  faltering  they  will  say, — In  age,  in  yoath. 
Her  life  was  usefulness,  her  speech  was  truth; 
Her  heart  to  all  that  breathed  expanded  wide ; 
Her  faith  to  Heaven  ascended ; — and  she  died. 
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THE  DYING  LOVER. 


BY  DR.  RUSSELL. 


I. 


Comb,  all  ye  shepherds,  come  around. 

My  hapless  state  survey ; 
Ye  woods,  ye  hills,  my  grief  resowHl, 

And  echo  back  the  moumfiri  lay. 

Myra,  the  softest  sweetest  &ir» 

That  ever  grac'd  the  plains. 
No  longer  now  regards  my  car(|. 

No  longer  listens  to  my  strains; 

in. 

Id  vain  on  ev'ry  muse  I  call 

Fit  numbers  to  inspire ; 
My  verse,  alas !  is  useless  all. 

Or  serves  but  to  increase  my  fire. 

IV. 

In  vain  my  eyes,  with  weeping  drown*d. 

The  soul-felt  anguish  tell ; 
No  pity  in  thait  breast  is  fou^d. 

Where  pity  always  lovM  to  dweU. 

Then  shepherds,  haste !  my  last,  la^t  bed. 

My  bridal  bed  prepare; 
Hide,  hide,  thou  earth  my  wretched  head, 

▲ad  free  me  from  this  black  despair. 
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▼1. 


I  come,  ye  worms,  my  flesh  to  give ; 

Feast,  feast,  insatiate  crew  ; 
Sure  Myra  will  at  least  believe. 

That  her  scornM  swaia  to  death  was  true. 

VII. 

Yet,  oh  ye  powers !  who  plac'd  on  high. 

Our  inmost  wishes  see. 
Bless  the  dear  maid,  for  whom  I  die ! 

And  may  she  never  love  like  me ! 


THE  LILY. 


Should  the  rude  wind  too  roughly  blow. 
Then  would  yon  gem  of  living  snow 

Droop  o'er  its  parent  bed ! 
And  tho'  the  mildest  breeze  should  play. 
Nor  evening's  dew,  nor  morning's  ray. 

Could  raise  its  weeping  head  f 

Ah !  thus  by  dark  suspicion's  breath. 
The  rose  of  love  was  cnilled  to  death. 

Never  to  blossom  more ! 
In  vain  did  hope  contend  with  fears. 
Nor  sweetest  smiles,  nor  softest  tears. 

Could  e'er  that  rose  restore. 


WHISTON  BRUlrOW. 
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ODE 

TO  THE  RUINS  OF   PALMYRA. 

WRITTEIC  in  THB  TICIMITT.'    119U 
BT  BTLBS  IBWIN,  ESQ. 


Illustrious  scene !  tho'  Egypt  ponr 
Her  marbles,  and  the  Partan  shore. 

To  swell  thy  antient  pride ; 
Still  ow'st  thou  to  the  lyre  of  taste. 
And  scalptnre's  charms,  that,  o'er  the  waste, 

Hiy  throne  shall  time  deride  ! 

How  prized  thy  roofs,  with  ivy  strown ! 
Thy  broken  arches!  columns,  prone! 

Thy  coins,  removM  from  day ! 
These  bear  Zenobia's  godlike  face. 
And,  where  his  genius  rul'd,  we  trace 

The  critic's  yerdant  bay ! 

Pir'd  at  Longinus'  lettered  fame, 
Th'  enthusiast  feels  the  Attic  flame 

Which  lights  this  classic  pile : 
To'  snatch  one  relic  of  his  art, 
Nor,  without  beauty's  smile,  depart. 

He  brayes  Arabian  guile ! 
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For  lo !  amid  the  cypress  grove. 
Where  stood  a  temple  rear'd  to  Love, 

A  tented  town  appears  I 
And,  where  those  useless  ducts  couvey'd 
The  stream,  to  feed  the  cool  cascade, 

A  line  of  hostile  spears ! 

Yet,  flcite  renowa'd  1  from  those,  wh9  scisic 
Thy  glory,  tho'  with  pennons  weak. 

The  lurking  pest  vrith-hokl : 
With  mercy  linge  the  Arab's  creed. 
That  pilgrims  on  may  wake  the  reed. 

Whence  Wood  thy  wonders  told ! 


LINES, 

LEFT  ON  THB  BROKEN  HARPSICHOilP  QV  A 
DECEASED  SISTER    1769. 

BY  BYLE8  IRWIN,  ESO* 


IVht  sleep  the  sovndfl  which  struck  my  iistenui^ear. 
When  angels  lean'd,  in  Fancy's  eye,  to  hear 
A  new  Cecilia  touch  thy  trembling  strings. 
And  warble  praises  of  the  King  of  kings  ? 

Alas !  no  more  shall  music  wake  thy  frame. 
Cold  are  those  hands  that  gave  thy  music  fame  I 
Mute  is  that  voice,  which  charmed  the  enraptured  throngs 
And  match'd  thy  harmony  with  sacred  song! 

Nor  thou,  neglected  instrument!  repine,** 
No  other  touch  could  make  thy  noMss  divine : 
Emblem  of  her,  whose  loss  the  Ni^e  deplore. 
The  Muse  shall  claim  thee,  biit  no  JMuse  ^estpie  j 
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PARAPHRASTIC  HYMN. 


riii 


Rom.  ch.  tu.  t.  19.    *'  The  g^od  tbat  I  UMild^  I  do  noi|  bat  Um 
evil  which  I  would  not,  that  I  do." 

Video  meliortt,  proboque 
Deteiion  M^iiorv-^JHu 


i*^a*M*Mk 


I. 

How  earaestly  I  would  be  free. 
Would  free  mv  fettered  aonl 

From  bondage  oi  perverse  desire^ 
And  paMion's  nercecontroul  \ 

II. 

I  know  my  dn^" ;  and  resolrc 
To  walk  in  Wisdom^t  way; 

But  cannot,  cannot  persevere. 
Nor  Wisdom'0  will  obey. 

121. 

That  I  shall  never  trespass  more, 
.    With  MJemn  vow  I  swear : 
But  suiMettly  temptation  lurei^ 
And  whekas  me  moamate, 

IV. 

O  who  will  save  me  from  myself! 

And  rein  my  restless  will! 
Bestrain  vile  appetite !  and  bid 

My  ftowftrd  thongfitB  be  stiM  i 
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T. 

Hear  me,  O  Heaven !  for  thou  hast  power 

To  quell  my  wild  desires; 
O  quench,  for  thy  Messiah's  sake. 

My  soul's  unhallow'd  fires! 

VI. 

Restore  me  to  thy  love  1  and  let 

Thy  wisdom  rule  my  heart ! 
Thy  Spirit  can  to  me,  tho'  weak. 

Resisting  power  impart. 

GLASGUENSIS: 


IMPROMPTU 

V 

OH  EB4DI1IG 

DR.  CLARE'S  TRAVELS  TO  THE  HOLT  LAND. 

BY  T.  PABK,  ESQ. 


iVell  may  our  eyes  suffuse  with  sacred  dew. 
Well  may  our  souls  with  veneration  thrill, 

Cana,  the  mount,  and  Calvary  to  view. 
The  plain  of  Esdraelon  and  Sion's  hill ! 

Yet  is  it  not  near  Salem  to  have  trod. 
Or  of  her  temples  to  display  the  chart. 

Can  draw  the  Christian  nearer  to  his  God ; 
That  "  holy  land''  mast  be-— a  pious  heart ! 
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THE  STRID. 

WRITTEN  AT  BOLTON  ABBEY,  NOV.  18, 181t. 

BT  I.  GRANT,  BSQ.  * 


''  Im  the  deep  lolitiide  of  the  woods  betwixt  Bolton  'and  BMdea, 
**  three  miles  up  the  river  from  the  abbey,  the  Wharf  saddenly 
**  ooDtract*  itself  to  a  rocliy  channel,  little  more  than  four  feet 
**  wide,  and  pours  through  the  tremendous  fissure  with  a  rapidity 
**  proportioned  to  its  confinement  This  place  was  formerly,  as  it 
*'  is  yet  called,  the  Strid,  from  a  feat  often  exercised  by  persons 
**  with  more  agility  than  prudence,  who  stride  from  brink  to  brink, 
**  regardless  of  the  destruction  which  awaits  a  faltering  step. 

"  The  priory  at  Embsay,  four  miles  east  of  Bolton,  was  founded 
«« by  William  de  Meschines  and  Cecilia  his  wife,  in  the  year  1121, 
"  nud  continued  there  about  thirty-three  years,  when  it  is  said  by 
"  tradition  to  have  been  translated  to  Bolton,  on  the  followiog 
**  account. 

'*  The  founders  were  now  dead,  and  had  left  a  daughter  AdelizBy 
**  who  adopted  her  mother's  name,  Romille;  and  was  married  to 
"  William  Fitz  Doncao,  nephew  to  David  king  of  Scotland.  They 
**  bad  issue  a  son,  commonly  called  the  Boy  of  Egremond,  (one  of 
"  his  grandfather's  Baronies,  where  he  was  probably  bom)  who^ 
**  surviving  an  elder  brother,  became  the  last  hope  of  the  family. 

"  This  youth  having  one  day,  in  coursing,  inconsiderately  at* 
"  tempted  to  bound,  with  a  greyhound  in  his  leash,  and  fastened 
**  to  his  thigh,  over  the  chasm;  the  animal  hung  back,  and  drew 
"  his  unfortunate  master  into  the  torrent  His  afflicted  parents, 
**  oo  this  occasion,  removed  the  seat  of  the  priory  to  Bolton,  the 
"  nearest  eligible  spot  to  the  place  where  the  accident  happened." 


JP AST  are  gay  Smnmer's  smiles:  the  wreaths  of  May 
Ha?e  hSea,  Wharf,  along  thy  sylvan  shore : 

No  more  the  wild-rose  blossoms  on  the  spray; 
Sad  looks  the  leafless  elm,  and  hawthorn  hoar. 

*  Author  of  the  Ekgy  written  at  KiriLitall  Abbey.    P.  R.  vol. 
vii«  p.  39. 
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Yet  touched  by  Winter's  horizontal  beam. 
Frequent,  the  oak  embrowned,  and  ruddier  beech. 

Spread  their  faint  glows,  reflected,  on  the  stream. 
Their  solemn  maxim,  lingering  btit  to  teach : 

To  whisper  yoDth^r^^Jiow  beautifiil  the  brow 

Whose  faded  looks  heaven's  peaceful  smiles  illime  ; 

To  counsel  age, — that  but  a  passing  •'  Now,'* 
It  boasts  its  grace,  and  drops  into  the  tomb. 

Kot  such  thy  fi^e,  Bomille !  an  early  blast 
DestroyM  thy  varual  hopes ;  thy  Suium^er's  pride : 

Soon,  hapless  youth,  thy  days  of  promise  passed  ; 
Swift,  as  along  these  bickering  waters  glide. 

Where  sable  rocks  frown  o'er  tho  etraitonod  flood. 

That,  'twixjt  their  ledges,  forced  of  yore  its  way, 
Wrapt  as  I  mxite,  f  ecoife  my  freeeing  blood ; 
Here,  here  than  «uiik%t ;  the  insattala  Corrent'tf  prey. 

Fearless  of  danger,  ardent  in  the  chase, 

I  mark  thee  nimbly  speeding  down  the  hill ; 

Mark  the  keen  eye;  the  flush  that  li^hu  thy  face; 
Matk  the  gay,  galiant,  degMH  Romiile. 

And  now,  thy  greyhound  leariiing  to  thy  side, 
I  hear  thee  breathe ; — thou  pausest  where  I  stand: 

Collect'st  thy  force  to  span  the  impetuous  tide  ; 
The  tide — by  thee  which  never  shall  be  spaoaed. 

I  see  the  huntsman's  cap,  the  huntsman's  soear ; 

The  gaitres  to  the  midleg  dashed  with  dew : 
The  doubtful  whimpering  of  thy  hound  I  hear; 

Afraid  to  leap, — y^  anxious  to  pursue. 
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And  lot  thov.ilar'st  the  bald,  the  dftsftdfal  bound ; 

And  back  art  dragged,  and  plungest  in  the  wave: 
While  yainly  struggling,  the  reluctant  hound 

Sinks,^ — fatal  clog — to  share  that  watery  grave. 

Sty !  powers  unseen,  that  love  to  linger  near ; 

Oft  rose  the  youth  ere  death  had  sealed  his  eyes  ? 
Oft  called  for  aid,  though  none  were  nigh  to  hear ; 

While  echo  mocked  bin  witb  responsive  cries. 

Awful  transitioii! — Now— brisk,  joyous,  bold : 
Now — reft  of  life's  wurm  pulse ;  its  feeblest  breath ! 

jSee !  son  of  man ! — thy  pictured  state  behold  ! 
A  step ; — and  but  a  step,  'twixt  thee  and  death*. 

How  grieved  the  parents,  when  the  pale  cold  corse 
Was  borne  with  dripping  locks,  with  ghastly  mien  ; 

The  mother's  anguish  like  the  flood-stream's  force. 
The  sterner  sire's,— ^the  spring  that  mines  unseen  ! 

Bat  these  have  passed  away :  that  sire  is  gone: 
Closed  is  that  mother's  span ; — and  told  her  tale : 

Yet  through  the  chasm  thy  waters,  Wharf,  roll  oa : 
And  yet  shall  roli*^when  this  right  hand  shall  fail. 

Snatched  from  the  wrecks  of  time,  should  this  rude  verK 

Gain  but  a  local  and  a  lowly  fame  ; 
If  some  lone  wanderer  should  its  tale  rehearse, 

'Mid  the  wild  landscape,  still  and  still  the  same : 

Thou,  who  shalt  stand  on  this  dark  flood  to  gaze. 
Let  truth,  let  virtue  moralize  the  theme  I 

O  think,  that  in  a  few  brief  years,  months,  di^s. 
Thou  too  shalt  pass  the  irremeable  streaai« 

*  Tid.  1  Ssm.  XX.  3. 
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THE  MINSTREL: 

A  POEM. 

IN  FIVE  BOOKS. 

THE  FIRST  TWO   BOOKS  ST  DR.   BEATTIE;   THE  TRIlEE  LAST 

BY  THE  REV.  R.  POLWHELE. 


ANALYSIS  OF  THE  POEM. 
I. — First  and  Second  Books, 

JLhe  progress  of  genius  in  boyism  and  in  youth;  as, 
through  the  medium  of  the  senses,  the  fancy  is  influ- 
enced by  universal  nature,  as  the. memory  is  stored 
with  knowledge,  and  as  the  judgment  is  improved  by 
education — Its  wilder  energies.  i 

IL—Third  Book. 
Genius, — as  the  fancy  and  the   passions   of  youth 
are  influenced   by  external  objects,    particularly  by 
female  beauty-^usuming  a  more  decided  form  in  music, 
painting,  and  poetry. 

-111.— Fourth  and  Fifth  Books. 

The  sister  arts  thus  called  into  action ; — their  operation 
in  the  enterprising  spirit  of  the  lover  and  the  warriour ; 
and  their  effect  (both  in  public  and  private  life)  viz;  to 
the  Minstrel,  the  acquisition  of  riches,  power,  and 
beauty;  and  to  his  country,  through  his  instrumen- 
tality, emancipation  from  tyranny,  and  restoration  to 
liberty  and  peace. 

NOTE. 

The  second  ftanza  in  Beattie*8  first  book  should  be  re-written. 
To  ftccommodftte  the  sentiment  to  the  conduct  of  Edirin  irhen 
brought  into  action,  we  should  say,  **  Bat  the  fire  of  genius  wilt 
often  break  through  all  tbe  obstructions  of  fortune,  where  there  it 
scope  to  expatiate  through  universal  nature.*' 
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THE  MINSTREL. 

BOOK  THE  THIRD. 


Qenius  [u  the  fioicy  and  the  pasnont-are  influenced  by  external 
objects,  particulariy  by  female  beauty,]  atsuminif  a  mort  de«. 
cided  form  in  music,  painting,  and  poetry. 


Y  fcs,  it  is  meet  to  pour  afresh  the  tear*. 
Which  mouros,  in  pale  regret,  the  parted  friend  1 

Him,  who  to  all  the  choral  sisters  dear 
Would  to  my  earliest  notes  assistance  lend. 
And  breathing  inspiration,  kindly  bend 

O'er  each  weak  effort,  as  I  tun'd  the  rhyme  ! 
E'en  now,  I  own  that  influence,  and  ascend 

To  heights  where  Edwin's  genius  towers  sublime : 

He  nurs'd  the  boy's  first  bloom,  the  stripling's  yigoroos 
prime. 

*  It  may  not,  perhaps,  be  improper  for  the  editor  to  insert  here 
the  closing  stanza  of  Dr.  Beattie's  second  hook,  in  order  that  the 
eoonection  of  the  second  and  third  books  may  be  immediately  per* 
oeiTcd. 

Alt  thou,  my  Gregory,  for  ever  fled ! 

And  am  I  left  to  unavailing  woe ! 
When  fortune's  storms  assail  this  weary  head, 

Where  cares  long  stnee  have  shed  untimely  snow, 

Ah,  now  for  comfort  whither  shall  I  go! 
No  more  thy  soothing  voice  my  anguish  cheers : 

Thy  placid  eyes  with  smiles  no  longer  glow. 
My  ho|MBS  to  cherish,  and  allay  my  fears ! 
1%  meet  that  I  should  mourn :  flow  forth  afresh  my  tears. 

VOL.  YIII.  s 


&> 


II. 

The  eye  that  kin<lled^  as  the  sod  is  cold  ! 

The  sod  shall  wake  ia  hlessoms  I  l^ut  no  more 
Unclosed,  shall  that  illuminM  eye  behold 

My  Minstrel  on  the8ky-ttng*d  Inountain  hoar. 

The  nipssy  cairne,  the  cHff»  the  sorgiMg  shore^ 
Aa  candour  would  assigki  the  poet\^  meed  ; 

Or  now,  (where  lorn  amidst  the  Yarrow's  roar. 
One  impulse,  one  alone,  doth  £dwtn  heed) 
Shall  cordial  love  look  up,  and  listen  to  my  reed  ! 

III. 

Yet  can  I  fancy,  so  betiign  and  arch. 

That  smile,  my  friend,  efFus'd  upon  thy  face^ 

Where  Edwin,  midst  his  desultory  march. 

Would  pause,  then  run,  and  slackening  then  his  pace. 
From  sorrow  snatch  the  muse's  pensive  grace ; 

And  from  hid  moody  melancholy  start. 

And  clasp  some  lovely  form  with  fond  embrace. 

As  if  for  ever  from  that  form  to  part. 

And  rue  the  vision  vain,  and  sigh  forth  all  the  heart. 

IV. 

Sad  esdle  from  his  hills,  no  more  the  crook. 
The  nightly  pen,  the  pipe,  the  tinkling  bell. 

Shall  Edwin  hail ;  nor  hurry  from  the  brook 

(That  his  pinebridge  o'erthrew  with  instant  swcU) 
His  reckless  flock ;  nor  whistling  o'er  the  fell. 

Bid  honest  Tray  a  bleating  lamb  chase  back; 
Nor,  tho'  his  progress  arifted  snows  repel. 

And,  at  each  step  tne  frozen  current  crack. 

Pursue  the  vagrant  kid«  and  trace  its  fiidiog  trade. 
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Sad  exile  from  his  htUf,  where  life  begftD, 
With  his  paternal  harp  had  Edwib  fled ! 

By  fetidal  ▼engeaoGe  was  dispersed  his  clan. 
Where  his  M  lafrd  by  Glenvon's  dagger  bled  I 
His  honoured  parents  grey  had  long  been  dead» 

And  matted  were  their  grates  with  moss  and  fern ! 
And  1o !  poor  Edwin  hitt  would  earn  his  bread 

To  his  harp  trusting  *  » ■> !  hard,  alas!  to  earn» 

If  to  endure  the  scoff  must  lieeTen4K>m  genius  leara* 

yi- 

Lone  wanderer  t  ill  from  dan  to  clan  he  rov'd ; 

The  Jieathsroord  cottage^  and  the  lofty  dome 
Rang  to  the  madrigals  his  fibers  lovM  i 

When,  once  would  the  broad  blaze  of  heartbai  illqme/ 

Amidst  iugh  cheer,  each  hospitable  room  1 
And  still  sweet  hope  to  faery-land  would  waft 

His  spirit  far  from  spleen's  cold  gathering  gloopi ; 
And  love  capricious  on  the  peasant  IsMigh'd, 
As  now  he  sobbed  in  grief,  now  hugg'd  the  g^^fk  shaft. 

vu. 

11.    In  unison  with  Edwiir'fl  penaire  bi!easl« 

The  sounds  of  popnlatioa  died,  away. 
On  the  pale  wood  as  twilight  dropped  her  vest. 

And,  as  to  sileilce  breathM  the  whispering  sprty^ 

And  all  the  riVs  that  sluntibePd  through  the  day* 
Each  g«rgling  rill  distinctaryet^  drew  near, 

'Twas  where  the  north  star  shone  with  purest  ray* 
Their  lapse  through  shades  unseen  he  seeny'd  to  hear. 
With  some  new  sentuBent,  to  hope  and  fancy  dear. 

b2 
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Vlll. 

Ah !  never  neirer  did  he  hear  before. 

The  purling  cadence  of  a  stream  so  sweet. 
Nor  ever  (but  still  sighed  for  something  more)     » 

So  soft  a  sound  in  gentle  zephyr  meet ! 

Yet  was  the  simple  music  incomplete ! 
Still  did  he  listen  to  the  brooks,  the  trees, 

Saunterine  along,  their  murmurs  fond  to  greet : 
And  in  each  liquid  fall,  in  every  breeze. 
Some  sympathy  perceived,  to  mar  the  loiterer's  ease. 

IX. 

Nor  wonder,  that  the  enthusiast  listened  still. 
Where  from  the  bosom  of  an  unknown  wood. 

One  evening,  sweeter  than  the  pebbly  rill. 
Or  down  smooth  rocks  the  last-receding  flood. 
Tones  he  had  heard,  which  in  delicious  mood 

Expired.     Ah !  not  so  sweet  the  zephyr  dies ! 
Then,  as  bereft  of  motion  had  he  stood  ! 

Then,  as  dissolved  by  heavenly  symphonies. 

Had  he  effus'd  his  spirit  in  one  soft  waste  of  sighs ! 

X. 

And  now,  he  slopM  his  solitary  way. 

To  seek  where  sole  on  earth  could  pleasure  flow : 
The  bird  of  eve  prelusive  trilPd  her  lay,  - 

Where  with  faint  blush  he  saw  the  buck-briar  blow  : 

And,  fading  from  a  cloud  with  finer  glow, 
Wav'd  o'er  the  west  a  crimson  radiance  clear  :^-  . 

And,  hark !  (yet,  yet,  he  fear'd,  it  was  not  so !) 
The  same  celestial  music  met  his  ear. 
And  ceas'd,  4s  if  escap'd  from  a  far  distant  sphere. 
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To  where  wild  Yarrow  winds  its  shadowy  stream* 
As  on  he  pressed,  in  rapt  attention  mute. 

Oft  from  the  current  through  the  leaves  a  gleam 
Would,  twinkling,  tremulous,  his  strained  eye  salute: 
And  each  unquivering  aspin  seem'd  to  suit 

The  silent  temperof  his  soul  so  well. 
Who  but  a  seraph,  who  could  execute 

Such  melodies  ?    Again,  so  sweet  a  swell ! 

Sweeter  than  sounds  from  lute,  or  harp^  or  horn,  or  shell. 

ZII. 

Yet  was  he  sure,  it  was  some  charming  maid 
Mingling  her  voice  with  each  harmonious  wire. 

And  panted  to  explore  the  sacred  shade 
That  bowerM  tne  fairest  of  the  immortal  choir  I 
The  Minstrel  seem'd  to  mount  on  flames  of  fire ! 

And  nowy  amidst  the  foliage,  rose  more  bright. 
The  star  which  sooths  the  loveHs  fond  desire. 

When  one  rich  tone,  as  if  to  meet  that  light. 

Was  breath'd  through  the  hush'd  air,  and  all  was  lost 
in  night. 

Thriird  by  soch  sweetness  at  the  watery  brink. 

He  stole  (and  homeward  with  the  treasure  hied) 
From  his  dear  lutanist  a  dulcet  link ; 

Nor  to  his  harp  till  many  a  touch  applied 

Its  mimic  modulations  deftly  tried. 
Did  he  a  moment  rest.    That  star  again 

Beam'd  forth.    Again  he  stood  by  Yarrow's  side. 
Heard  with  new  joy  the  same  symphonions  strain. 
And  tanM  the  according  strings,  responsive  all  in  vain* 
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itlV. 

£?e  fbllot^M  eve.    "  Alas !  (he  cried)  t  hail 

The  secret  maid ;  bat  where  her  wonted  nbte  ? 
I  rove^  unheeded,  all  through  Yarrow's  dale ! 

Yet,  hark !  the  springtide  numbers  round  tne  float ! 
Ah !  happier  far  the  leathered  lover's  lot ! 
**  Hark !  from  the  hazel  copse,  the  Whitening  thorn. 

Each  gladsome  warbler  pours  his  little  throat  f 
"  Nor  does  he  court  a  dumb  cold  mate  fbrlorn  ! 
I  only  utter  plaints,  repelled  by  silent  scorn. 

XV. 
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''  Yet,  midst  the  light  leaves  of  ybn  purple  bitch, 
''  I  see  that  finch  her  pert  pursuer  fly ; 

*'  NoWj  flirtish,  on  a  trembling  osier  perch, 
**  Now  hop  away,  or  petulant  or  shy, 
"  As  if  she  were  averse  from  vernal  joy ! 

"  But  soon  shall  she  relent  and  hail  him  olest ! 
*'  Soon,  though  she  flutter,  a  coquet  so  coy, 

"  Steal  the  soft  moss  to  weave  her  genial  nest, 

'*  And  twitter  love  for  love,  and  pant  to  be  carest !' 


JEVl. 

He  ceas'd,  and  struck  his  harp.    Spentaneous  strains 
Along  the  chords  instinct  with  amorooi  6re 

Express'd  the  lover'ftfcans^  the  lover's  paina; 
And  in  tile  chasten'd  dalliance  of  desire 
As  the  tones  sweli'd,  lo  languish  and  expire. 

He  deem'd  the  effect  for  mortal  hand  too  much ; 
Bnl  when  across  tbe  wave  some  answering  wirft 

He  caught,  the  vavM^ment  of  sound  wa§  •vch. 

His  arms  he  raisM  Md  clasped,  entranc'd  at  every  ttioA. 
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**  Ah  !  'kit  but  echo  tporting  with  a  grief 
**  He  cannot  feel^  in  sooth^ — ^he  cannot  core ! 

''  Thas  the  world's  hollow  friendship  bringH  relief, 
'*  Specious  in  sighs  of  sympathy,  to  lure 
*'  The  hearty  then  bid  it  keener  pangs  endure/' 

Sach  was  his  sombron^  thought. — Again,  a  treasure 
Of  sooads,  to  lap  the  soul  m  bliss,  s6  pure 

Came  wafted  on,  that  each  delicious  measure 

Seem'd  fraught  with  fadeless  loTe,  and  eyer-blooming 
pleasure. 

XVIii. 

On  his  mind  imag'd  that  enchanting  feir. 
Delirious  transports  o'er  his  senses  poor'd  : 

And,  as  he  mov'd  all  lightness,  everv  air. 
And  every  cadence,  every  tone,  he  stor'd 
Rich  in  his  bosom !  Oh !  it  was  a  hoard 

Of  heavenly  sweetness ! — But  her  form,  array*d 
In  high  perfection's  blaze  he  scarce  ador'd. 

Ere  diffident  and  timid  he  surveyed 
(That  form  fast  glide  away,  a  poor  illusive  shade. 

XIX. 

Twas  now,  as  mid  a  shower  of  roses,  blush'd 

Young  May.    Thro'  air  the  spirit  of  freshness  flew ; 
Red  with  the  rays  of  morn  the  crags  were  flushed. 

And  the  ffreeo  mead  impearPd  with  balmier  dew ! 

There»  Edwin's  wonted  path,  of  paler  hue. 
Was  cross'd  at  distance  by  a  rool-wreath'd  stile* 

And  «delong  up  a  moiiotain  led  the  view  \ 
Till  it  sank,  darlsBome,  in  a  deep  defile. 
Thither  the  Minstrel  look'd  with  more  eHMBOur'd  smile. 
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And  *'  Come '/'  he  cri^d,  and  seisM  his  ftitbful  harp — 
''  To  thee,  fall  oft,  escapM  from  care  and  woe, 
And  dullness  and  censorious  envy  ^harp, 
*'  To  thee,  my  life,  my  soul's  best  hopes  I  owe ! 
"  To  thee,  perchance,  of  all  heaven's  gifts  below 

"  The  fairest  boon  !  O  come,  then,  seek  with  me, 
"  Sweet  harp  !    that  witching  wood«nymph  1 — Let 
us  go, 

**  Where  flowed  but  yester  eve  such  minstrelsy 

'*  As  never  charmM  before,  or  Yarrow,  Tweed,  or  Dee.*' 

XXI. 

He  said ;  nor  linger'd  where  a  sofUgreen  larch 
His  old  road  chequer'd,  but  the  glade  retrac'd. 

And,  eastward,  to  the  horizon,  some  pale  arch 
Bridging  the  stream,  in  fancy's  eye  embrac'd. 
As  the  tall  mountain  firs  he  brush'd  in  haste; 

Till  now  thro'  parted  mist^,  with  lines  of  light 
Here  sparkling,  there  by  shadow  half  o'ercast. 

The  river  openM  to  his  eager  sight. 

And,  thro'  the  long  fir-grove,  a  speck  of  glimmering 
white. 

XXII. 

There,  as  he  nearer  drew,  he  saw  that  speck 
Into  a  bridge  expand,  all  hoar  with  rime. 

And  slowly  on  the  scene  its  arches  break. 

Or  clotb'd,  or  tinctured  by  the  touch  of  time : 
And,  ere  a  shelving  rock  he  strove  to  climb. 

The  bridge,  from  a  low  marish  far  outstretch'd, 
Appeard  as  if  self-pois'd  in  air  sublime. 

Towering  where  human  efforts  had  not  reach'd, 

But  skfe  the  shagg'd  goat  leap'd,  the  nestling  owlet 
screech'd. 
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XXlll^ 


That  rock  now  scal'd,  the  parapet  he  grasp'd^ 

Which  in  the  sapphire  heaven  thus  seemed  to  hang ; 

And  straight,  from  the  loose  crannied  stone  (that^clasp'd 
With  ivy,  trembled  to  his  footsteps)  sprang: 
The  slender  archwork  where  he  bounded  rang. 

Then,  as  he  cross'd  the  bridge,  he  view'd  the  flash 
Of  waves  where  lichens  to  the  granite  clang. 

And  the  high  flood  the  mouldering  fabric  wash. 

Sprinkle  the  briar  rose-buds,  and  bathe  the  mountain- 
ash. 


XXIY. 


Fast  by  the  river-margin  fringM  with  gorse 

And  heathery  bloom,  bis  way  he  downward  took. 

Deep  frowned  the  glenwood  o'er  his  westering  course. 
Nor  aught,  as  he  sent  on  an  anxious  kx>k. 
Discern^  he,  but  a  thorny  tangled  nook 

That  clos'd  his  narrow  path.    The  fearful  doe 
Scar'd  at  his  quick  approach,  the  branches  shook. 

He  paused. — Its  wishes  yet  can  love  forego  ? 

Above  were  dusky  shades,  and  sabler  waves  below. 


Thro'  trees  and  coppice,  an  umbrageous  screen 

He  broke ;  when  as  uncurtained  struck  the  sight 
A  wide  and  level  area,  soft  and  green  : 

The  foliage  danc'd  around  in  airy  height; 

And  intermingling  shrubs  their  blossoms  bright 
Thro'  all  the  sweep  in  gay  luxuriance  spread  ; 

While,  such  as  fairv  steps  might  well  invite. 
Rich  in  its  gilded  roofing  overhead, 
A  bower  amidst  the  cirque  a  store  of  fragrance  shed. 
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^  XXVI. 

Fluttered  from  fond  emotion^  Edwin  trod 

The  tarf.    At  ^very  pressure,  as  he  crossM 
Its  mossy  verdure,  sank  the  velvet  sod : 
The  bower-roof  blazM,  as  all  with  gold  embossed. 
"  How  dear*'  (he  said  and  sigh'd]  ''one  glance  may 
"cost 
"  This  heart*' — and  trembling  look'd.   With  scarce  the 
power 
To  breathe,  to  all  the  world*  was  Edwin  lost ! 
Thro*  the  cool  trellis  twinM  with  many  a  flower 
Had  Edwin  "  trembling  look'd  1"  Who,  who  inspires 
the  bower  ? 

xxvii. 

'Twas  noon.     Ito  rays  from  the  red  pillar's  plinth 

Shot  down,  as  to  salute  a  lovely  fair ; 
And,  as  half  bending  o'er  a  hyacinth 

She  stood,  a  sunbeam  penciTd  her  dark  hair : 

A  lute  beside  seem'd  more  than  half  her  care. 
As  to  that  lute  tlie  virgin  look'd  askance  ! 

And  there  was  somewhat  pensive  in  her  air ! 
Alas!  poor  boy !  no  wonder  in  a  trance 
So  rapt! — from  such  an  air— from  such  a  conscious 
glance ! 

XXVIII. 

Each  shadowy  eyelash^  all  the  soften'd  fire. 

The  sparkling  of  her  fine  blue  eyes  reliev'd ; 
And  the  light  gauze  seem'd  kindling  to  desire. 

As  flosh'd  with  wishful  sighs  her  bosom  heav'd ! 

Her  cheek  as  with  the  rose's  tint  deceiy'd 
The  sight,  where  playful  wav'd  a  truant  curl! 

Ah !  well,  poor  Edwin !  of  thy  sense  bereav'd. 
As  iips  unclosing  show'd  their  orient  pearl. 
And  melting  languors  touch'd  the  dear  enchanting  girl. 
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Closer  he  shraiik^  whore  blgomt  on  every  spray 

A  living  texture,  yeiPd  bim  safe  from  view; 
Yet  fear'd  the  floretsj  opening  to  betray 

Theeaatnour'd  thief.    As  to  her  form  he  grew ! 

When,  with  a  sadden  impulse,  ever  true 
To  Nature's  careless  graces,  lo,  he  seizM 

At  once  her  air — her  attitude*— and  drew 
The  angelic  maid ;  now  copyingj  as  be  sae'd  ; 
Now  biding  o'er  hit  lines,  and  at  himself  amaz'd. 

xxx^ 

Divine  the  product  of  pictorial  art, 

WakM  by  young  love  when  genius  prompts  our  aim: 
Then  lives  m  each  expression  all  the  heart  | 

Each  stroke  is  radiance,  and  each  colour*  flame ! 

How  glow'd,  how  thrill'd  with  transport  Edwin's 
frame. 
When,  as  a  wizard  work,  he  saw  portray 'd 

His  charmer's  form,  her  mien,  her  look  the  same  I 
The  impassion'd  picture  he  once  more  survey'd. 
Then  thro'  the  trellis  dropped,  and  plunged  amidst  the 
glade. 


To  his  fresh  spirits  tvery  breeae  was  balm» 
As  by  the  river«maiige  he  homeward  hiedy 

And  stopp'd,  and  with  a  joy  subdued  more  cairn 
Again  the  touches  of  his  peacil  tried. 
And  in  each  trace  his  former  $olf  oatvied  I 

Then  mighi  yoy  mark,  bj  &  rock'achasmy  screen, 
Tlosh'd  with  a  gk)w  of  iadepeodent  pride 

His  open  brow ;  now  briUiant,  now  serene, 

e3F«i;of  haflol  dark ;  his  step,  hi«  mad^  mien. 
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XXZIT. 

Slow,  stealing  on  his  footworn  path,  reposed 

The  evening  shadow.     Midst  the  trees,  in  dews 
Had  all  their  breathing  cops  the  florets  closed. 

And  shot  from  every  eye  their  tenderest  hues. 

Heedless  of  harp,  his  way  the  boy  pursues : 
Nor  aught  to  his  old  friend  attention  brings. 

Till  the  sun,  darting  to  the  Minstrel  muse. 
On  its  rich  frame  a  gilding  glory  flines ; 
And  paler  radiance  faints  along  the  slumbering  strings.  . 

XXXllI. 

Sunk  in  the  faded  west  the  crimson  blaze ; 

Thro'  duskier  red  how  soft  the  evening-«tar ! 
Oft,  at  his  pathway,  thro'  the  steaming  haze, 

Limp'd  unalarm'd,  from  her  close  copse,  the  hare; 

Till  now,  as  gleam'd  the  rifted  rock  afar. 
The  Minstrel,  winding  round  the  wild  wood  steep. 

From  the  still  river  caught  a  shadowy  glare ; 
And,  the  moon  hung  above  the  bridge's  sweep. 
The  silent  waters  seem'd  all  hush'd  m  silver  sleep. 

xxxiy. 

But  halos  soon  around  the  lunar  disk 

The  story  of  the  changing  ether  told  : 
And,  now  and  then,  dry  bents  would  Eurus  whidc 

From  some  forsaken  nest ;  and,  blue  and  cold. 

As  he  repassed  the  bridge,  the  river  roH'd, 
And  wbistlinff  eddies  swept  the  whitened  wave! 

The  night-bird  shriek'd:  and,  in  each  hoary  fold« 
Tho'  all  again  were  quiet  as  the  grave. 
Its  misletoe  the  oak  would  with  deep  sobbings  heave. 
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Yet^  as  be  sought  his  cot^  the  sob,  tbe  scream 

Was  sweet,  and  mild  as  Flora's  breath » the  flaw 
Down  the  vale  riffline.     Bright  his  morning  dream  ; 

Soft  every  twitter  from  the  roofing-straw ; 

Nor  e'er  in  swallow,  rounds  so  brisk  he  saw  : 
Nor  ever  did  he  hail  such  blooms,  tho'  vain 

May's  early  tints,  the  winds  still  drear  and  raw ! 
Nor  ever  did  such  pleasing  light  distain, 
Tho'  sick  the  dawning  day,  his  casement's  rubied  pane. 

zxxvi. 

Alert,  (as  by  the  winds  the  watery  rack 

Rapid  across  the  sky  by  fits  was  driv'n) 
Edwin  renew'd  his  now  familiar  track : 

The  sun's  white  tresses  stream'd  from  opening  heaven; 

As  at  his  feet  the  mountain-fir  was  riv'n 
Crashing,  and  Yarrow  choak'd  with  foliage,  foam'd : 

Twas  then,  the  spirit  of  the  storm  was  giv'n 
To  fire  his  mantling  genius,  as  he  roam'd 
Where  now  the  wood  wav'd  bright,  and  now  convolving 
gioom'd. 

XXXVII. 

Broke  on  his  sight  the  blissful  bower.     A  form 

As  heaven-descended  the  soft  verdure  brush'd. 
The  thin  hail  rattling  thro'  a  transient  storm: 

But,  as  she  ran,  she  beckon'd  and  she  blush'd ! 

In  tremors  pale,  and  now  from  rapture  flush'd 
He  stood.    Against  such  charms  was  Edwin  proof?   . 

And  now  into  the  bower  he  would  have  rush'd 
With  his  sweet  harmonist^  one  common  roof. 
To   Bhare«f— Enchanting  thought! — he   ho?er'd— yel 
aloof! 
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XXXVIII. 

Sudden,  as  thus  he  HhiverM  in  suspense, 
A  palfrey  was  led  round  her  arbouNsbade  : 

And,  hurrying  from  a  timid  conscious  ^ense. 
Vaulted  upon  its  back  the  beauteous  maid*  ^ 
Y^t,  looking,  of  observance  half  afraid. 

Her  head,  one  precious  moment,  back  she  bent ; 
And,  in  one  smile,  one  vivid  blush  betray'd 

What  more  than  menials  could  conjecture,  meant. 

Pleasure  chastis'd  by  fear,  and  hope  and  soft  consent. 

XXXIX. 

"  Ah  !  stay  (he  cries)  ye  dear  iUuaioiit  stay. 
Too  prompt,  alas !  to  flatter  and  to  iail ! 
SparkliBg  and  melting  in  the  fervid  ray, 
I  see,  along  the  cowslips  of  the  dale 
Yon  crystal  drops,  that  erst  were  boh*  of  haitf, 

"  How  sweet  their  incense,  and  how  rich  their  glo)^ ! 
I  see  where  fmwn'd  the  welkin  dark  and  pa{e, 

^  Painting  its  cloud,  the  vermeil  hills  below, 

"  With  various  colours  gay,  yon  faery-featurM  bow. 

XL. 

''  Alas !  we  note  them,  but  they  fleet  tile  while ! 
''  So  transient  female  favour  ofl  we  rue  ! 
Cold  icy  pride  relenting  to  a  smile. 
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"  And  blushes  scalterM  like  the  rainbow's  hue. 
But,  (my  fond  heart  perhaps  may  tell  me  true) 

Thro'  fluid  ice  behold  the  breathing  fl<>wer ! 

''  And,  the  sweet  vernal  promise  to  renew, 
**  The  rainbow  glitters  in  the  dunny  shower, 
"  Fair  harbingers  to  hope,  of  many  a  golden  hour!'' 
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He  said  ;  a»d  where  tlie  damsel  diMp^ar'dj 

Dash'^  thro'  the  shades.    Say,  whence  such  daring 
came? 

Presumptuous  )>oy !— Jd  Oscar's  castle  rear'd. 
That  earl's  bright  heiress  waken'd  Edwin's  flame  t 
But,  are  not  the  earth's  treasures  the  high  claim 

Of  ffenius  prompted  to  chivalric  deeds? 
Shall  not  the  Muse  direct  the  adventurer's  aim» 

Tho'  pleas'd  awhile  with  rills  and  pastoral  reeda^ 

Where  "  tissued   dames  rain   smiles/'   or  fierce   the 
battle  bleeds. 

XLIl. 

Fast  by  the  castle-turrets,  he  awaits 

The  veil  of  night.     Erelong  across  the  moat 

The  bridge  drawn  up,  and  clos'd  the  iron  gates. 
The  ancient  clock  swings  round  its  sullen  note: 
The  gloomy  watchman,  to  his  task  devote. 

The  ramparts  stalks  ;  while  now  thro'  bower  and  faali 
To  many  a  passing  light  the  shadows  float. 

Where  tapers  flash  from  wall  to  distant  wall. 

And  from  the  illuminM  panes  long  trails  of  splendour 
fall. 

3tLlIf.. 

Where  in  the  topmost  turret,  broad  and  deep, 
A  window  gleam'd,  thro'  shafls  of  dusky  stone. 

Fronting  the  casement  frowned  a  craggy  steep : 
Its  cavern'd  sides^  its  pinnacle,  o'ergrown 
With  shrubs  and  mosses,  oft  bade  echo  moan  ! 

Stole  to  the  moat  between  its  gushing  brook. 

There  Edwin  heaved  enamour'd  sighs ;  when  shone 

From  the  dim  panes  that  drew  his  eager  look 

A  sudden  light.    His  frame  with  hope's  quick  tremor 
shook. 
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ZLIT. 

Strait  as  he  gaz'd,  along  the  chamber  passM 
A  female  form,  and  to  the  night^s  soft  breeze 

The  casement  opM  :  Hwas  Marian's  self!  how  fast 
His  heart-pulse !  time  so  precious  how  to  seise 
III  knows  the  mind  inar'd  to  slothful  ease  ; 

III  knows  the  indifference  of  the  vulgar  breast ! 
In  seasons  of  emergence,  such  as  these, 

Tis  for  high  genius  only,  to  arrest 

Palms  of  immortal  worth,  in  one  bright  moment  blest. 

XLV. 

"  Far  from  my  own  sweet  home'' — (his  harp  begun) 
'*  Far  from  my  old  hereditary  fields 

''  I  wander !  Ah !  no  more  the  vernal  sun 
'*  For  me  the  young-leav'd  oak  in  glory  gilds ! 
**  Or  wintry  hour  its  inspiration  yields, 

"  Where  brightened  the  green  ash  as  chill  winds  blew' 
''  Farewell  the  heart  that  cherishes — that  shields 
The  boy  from  threatening  scowls  and  smiles  untrue-—' 
Friends  of  my  childish  years,  dear  native  woods  adieu! 


XLVI. 
it 


Alas!  no  longer  love  and  duty  dress 
"  Where  lies  a  parent,  the  neglected  grave! 
''  There,  where  the  spot  no  sighs  of  friendship  bless, 
'^ Shall  pale  reeds  tremble,  rustling  thistles  wave ! 

Yet,  shall  his  dust  repose,  where  sleep  the  brave ! 
And,  haply,  from  his  hovering  spirit,  still. 
Some  cheering  succour  may  the  minstrel  crave ; 
''  And  fancy  with  her  former  visions  fill 
Where'er  I  shape  my  path,  or  grove,  or  dale,  or  hilL 
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ZLVIf. 


v< 
u 


How  maiiy  a  time^  (he  said,  bis  eye  to  heaven 
Uprais'd  in  tears)  for  all  the  Mase  inspires^ 
The  sigh  of  gratitude  my  heart  hath  giv  n ; 
Nor  with  this  harp  transmitted  frommy  sires 
Slighted,  degenerate,  their  poetic  fires, 
''  Tho' I  inherit  not  their  nobler  powers! 

"  Yet,  tho'  with  bolder  hand  tney  swept  the  wires^ 
"  Mine  is  the  skill  where  dark  affliction  lours, 
"  By  modulations  sweet  to  soothe  the  salien  hoars. 

2U.TIIT. 

**  When  first,  assiduous  by  my  fathei^s  side 
"  A  Minstrel-boVy  I  bore  my  little  scrip ; 

**  'Twas  then,  at  Christmas-Eve,  or  Hallau-tide, 
''  Midst  merry  wassailers  was  I  wont  to  trip 
"  My  blithesome  round,  and  not  averse  to  sip, 

''  Whilst  ripe  years  revel'd  in  the  copious  draught, 
"  The  sparkling  juice  imbued  my  rosy  lip  ! 

"  To  me,  unconscious  of  revenue  or  cv^ft, 

"  Then  from  the  vacant  heart  ue  social  circles  laughM. 


XLIX. 


HTwas  then  upon  the  soul  of  innocence 
A  father's  melodies  the  impression  made ! 

E'en  now  their  echoes  placid  joy  dispense, 

''  As  if  once  more  my  aged  parent  play'd  ! 

'**  But  there  was  one  sweet  air  shall  never  fade 
"  Dear  to  my  pensive  spirit!— -There  was  one 

"  As  incense  wafted  from  a  woodbine  shade ! 
"  Yet  vibrates  on  my  ear  the  dulcet  tone !— - 
*'  Would  I  could  say,  perhaps^  yet  vibrates — that  alone! 

VOL.  VIII.  F 


J 


1. 

"  But  from  that  monent  I  wis  9I)  the  biird, 

"  Tho'  Acarce  twelve  yeans  bad  o'er  vm  wingVi  their 
"  fligfit ! 
*'  I  look*4  on  nature  wHh  a  food  regard ; 

''  And  every  fcene  was  hath'4  in  lovely  Ught ! 

*'  New  was  each  niaraiurjr*-*reoent  (^v^rv  sight, 
''  Wild  as  I  flttog  my  rapul  glances  rou«a ! 

'*  SparUed  theliviag  sttisams,  as  crystal  brigbti 
''  Wav'4  the  feir  tiees  witb  flowers  anabroaiai  cvawn'd ! 

And  all  was  clear  blae  sky,  and  all  was  faery  ground. 


<€ 


LI. 

'*  Whilst  others  with  cold  apathy  the  blooms 

"  Of  spring  perceiv'd-^the  first  fhesh  breath  inhai'd; 
**  I  met  soft  roses  thror*  the  breaking  glooms. 


"And 
"Or 


id  with  glad  heart  on  every  sweet  regalM  ! 
;  if  the  summer  fruitage  blaz'd,  or  sai?d 


"  The  thunder  in  careering  horrors  red  ^ 

*'  If  odorous  zephyr  sigh'd,  or  Auster  wail'd  ; 
"  Delighted  still,  I  rov'd  where  fancv  led, 
''  Where  grandeur's  awful  forms,  its  flame  where  beatity 
"fed. 

LII. 

"  Whilst  others  heeded  not  the  linnef  s  loves, 
"  'Twas  mine,  thro'  all  the  warbling  woodland  maze, 

"  To  trace  the  growing  passion  of  the  groves ; 
"  Or,  thro*  some  holK>w  of  a  glen,  to  gaze, 
"  Where  the  dire  eagle,  prompt  her  prey  to  aeize, 

"  Unsheath'd  her  claws,  and  plied  her  bloody  be^lr, 
"  Then  view  her  mount  into  the  solar  blaze. 
And,  north  away,  on  rapid  pinion  breatk. 
Where  her  vast  eyrie  hung  across  Benarvon's  peak. 
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LIU. 

"  But  what  are  yem^l  smiles,  or  lightping  storms^ 

"  The  warbler's  loves,  the  impetuous  eagle's  wings? 
"  Are  there  not  fairer  features,  finer  forms. 

To  strike  the  thriTling  heart's  harmonious  strings  ? 
Voluptuous  fire  whexe  fengiale  beauty  flings 
**  To  touch  with  traji«ie0);  glow  die  vulgar  breast^ 
''  Twas  mine,  as  circled  by  some  wizard's  rings, 
"  To  flutter,  haply  for  a  moment  blest. 
And  gaze,  and  tremble  still,  and  find,  alas !  no  rest ! 


€t 


"  Yet,  tho'  I  glane'd  a  more  impassion'd  look, 

*'  And  breathed,  too  tender,  more  (enamoured  sighs^ 
"  Where  the  light  yirgin  tossed  her  careless  croo)c^ 

^  With  fore  and  joy  and  frolic  in  iier  .eyes ; 

'*  Yet  could  no  sylvan  maid  with  sweet  surprise 
"  Allure  me  by  a  charm  before  unseen : 

''  The  simple  air  was  oft  a  poor  disguise ; 
'*  Nor  was  there  meekness  in  the  modest  mien  ! 
"  No  sympathy  of  sod  inspired  the  village  green. 

LT. 

"  And  say^  no  hoaqm  by  ^ome  secret  jbop^ 
"  To  this  poor  heart  att^b'd,  dpth  h^v^  i^tiH^  ^ 

**  No  nyoral  music  to  my  soul  resjpoji^d  j 

''  But  am  J  dooip*d  in  lonesojiske  sha4e^  ^to  piiae, 

"  No  whisperings  bjcej^l^'d^  no  s\ghs  to  9,n^w.f^  W^QC? 

"  O !  I  have  heard — not  seraphs — «Q|Otl;^  to  s^y-^ 
"  Heaven's  harmonies  qoxxM  warble  j»v>re  4ivi^  V 

Sudden  hjls  wild  iiotes  swe^etl^  died  a^v^y 

Up9^  tjtie  itr^jQpiJhlijQg.stripgs ;  and .ceas'.d  Jbu^  ^^esicjk  lay. 

END  OF  BOOK  THB  THIRD. 
F2 
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BOOK  THE  FOURTH, 


The  SUier-ArU  thus  called  into  action— their  operation  in  the 
enterprising  spirit  of  the  Lover  and  the  Warrior. 


I. 
trr% 
±  WAS  on  a  day^  when  many  a  lord  and  knight 

Were  bidden  to  EavI  Oscar's  sumptuous  hall : 
FiamM  the  broad  banners  on  the  turret's  height. 

And  now  rode  forth  the  hoary  Seneschall 

Where  deep-maned  steeds  tramp'd  round  the  bul- 
wark'd  wall : 
Stooping  to  silver  stirrups  squires  drew  nigh ; 

And  grey  dames«  honouring  the  proud  festival; 
And  lovely  ladies  dazzled  every  eye ; 
And  all  in  antique  state  the  armorial  pageantry  ! 


II. 


The  sounds  how  various  thro'  the  crowded  court ; 

From  shaking  portals,  heavy  doors  Ihat  swung ; 
The  rattling  of  horse-hoofs,  the  neigh,  the  snort ; 

Mingling  in  harsh  discordance  many  a  tongue, 

And  dearning  echoes  as  the  castle  rung. 
And  1o !  as  rich  across  the  rush -strewn  floor 

Pictorial  shapes  the  illumination  flung. 
The  steel-clad  chieftains  thro'  each  loftv  door. 
In  long  procession  marchM,  with  ''  damsels  a  bright 
"  store." 
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III.    . 

High  o'er  the  splendoars  of  the  statelv  feast 
The  gallery  threw  its  fav»pcojectea  shade ; 

And  many  a  Minstrel  the  carousal  grae'd. 
Where  the  sweet  flagelet  its  ootps  essay'd. 
Or  the  deep  sackbut  martial  music  made« 

The  fife«  the  clarinet,  the  mellower  bom ! 
And  who,  as  from  his  harp  imploiiog  aid. 

That  pensiye  lad,  his  green  vest  pale  and  worn  ? 

Cana  poor 'peasant  boy,  or  hall,  or  bower,  adorn  ? 

IV. 

Toglnt  the  haughty  Oscar's  ravenous  ears. 
The  choir,  their  legends  rising  to  a  roar 

Obstreperous,  chaanted«-4nng  the  suppliant's  tears ; 
Fame's  rapid  clarion,  that  from  shore  to  shore 
The  names  of  kings  and  bloody  conqueror's  bore ; 

Pale  vassals  palsied  by  a  despot's  nod ; 
And  each  traditionary  tale  of  yore 

That  told,  how  crouching  to  his  iron  rod. 

Faint  multitudes  fell  down,  and  bless'd  him  as  their 
GodI 

V. 

Far  other  strains  as  now  the  silent  band» 

As  now  the  listening  chiefs,  to  him  alone 
Look'd  wondering,  foAow'd  Edwin's  master-hand-* 

Far  other  lessons  mute  attention  won ! 

O'er  sanguine  fends  sent  down  from  sire  to  son. 
O'er  mad  ambition's  strides  the  I^nstrel  mourn'd ! 

To  free-born  man  and  freedom's  rights  foregone 
His  flowing  fancy  now  the  story  turnM, 
Whue' pages,  squires,  and  serfr^  with  heaven's' own 
fervour  burn'dl 
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Alas!  it  watne.htl^llhistorid  foi^i 

To  con«cidiis  bdsoiiMi  tr»vMeA  ererf  chord : 

Perhaps,  somefwaaddrer  m  tbeieMtre  thtong 
Had  seeo  with;  cht U  dismay  the  hifian  aword 
Reek  in  the  ]ffe-ble«d  6f  tkein  lawtfuL  Jord  f    - 

And  lo !  amidst  tbc^  ehieft  a  stntnger-guciBt* 
As  sadden  by  the  fiend  of  coAsoieBce:gor'd> 

Let  drop  ihe  ghbkt  to  hit  Km  jaat  pieit. 

And  grtno'd  a  heartless  ^oiiie^  and  haiw'd  hia  befaaet 
crest, 

VTIi 

"  Yet  shall  At  tyraM  rtre/'  (hnf  tifi^e  gtka-^ 

His  fear-stftfck  features  well  tho  Miti^fei  ktlew-^ 
A  cow4td  h0»ft  aovr  ftbrinking  ^very  Yttoh) 
"  Yet  dIfsU  that  i^ta)  hotar  thb  tyttmt  ru^i 
WMn  btffii  the  her«dtta(ry  laird  h«  siei^i 
And  dyed  in  kindred  \Amd  Mi  giiHl]^  drtk  \ 

Some  rightful  heir  sfe»a)l  H^i  t«  tt^tldoitl  fera^i 
And  show,  if  linked  ^ith  ttekth^ty  Miirdtfr  Ittfrfry 
''^  ih^  Mk)fli  must  roifi  siip  the  asrirrper^s  baa#lew  #o^k  K' 

viit. 

A  deeper  still,  aind  yet  a  deefier  dfaaght. 
In  the  full  oap  aaflash'd  the  liquid  g^Id, 

The  Jtra>g6r4»rd>  to  qtiertth  bis  fe^UaM  ouaifM ! 
His  eye  the  boat  witb  fadt^naffon  rm'dl 
Nor  oivly  did  the  in^palfeiit  Earl  behoid 

His  gueai  by  toraa  enrag'dy  br  tunts  diamay'd.^-^ 
To  been  suspicion  MaHan  s  t^amara  told 

Some  ominous  tile^     His  browa  til  gatbwirtg  shad^ 

Now  dark,  b#<c#if^l'd  id  aoortiy  and  aow  htf  grasped  hii 
blade. 
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"  For  him,  embalming  his  dtititnely  bier, 

"  (Edwin  still  Mng;  no  sighs  shall  marit  distress  ^ 
"  His  memory  loatfa^  by  all,  no  tender  tear 

*'  Soft  in  the  eye  of  virgin  beauty,  bless ! 

."  Nor,  as  in  lire,  affectfon's  fond  caress 
"  Did  ever  melt  that  unrelenting  lord, 

"  So,  lone  in  death,  as  midst  a  wilderness, 
"  His  unshriev'd  spirit  shall  haunt  the  spot  abbor/r^dj 
"  Where  moulders  his  dank  tomb  with  to^dsand  vipers 
•*  stored. 

X. 

"  But,  where  the  simple  bosom  dwns  no  stain,. 

**  Shall  not  the  chaste,  the  ingenuous  virtues  find. 
*'  A  sympathising  spirit^  Not  in  vain, 

"  &all  not  that  bosom  seek  its  kindred  miod  ?  > 

"  Yes !  and  congeuiai  soals,  to  meet  their  kind, 
''  Tho'  borOi  where  gothic  piles  superbly  rise, 

"  Not  seldom  hath  impartial  heaven  inclined  : 
''  And  soon,  these  aspirations  taught  to  prise^ 
''  Some  Biarian  may  impart  ber  monl  narmooics  i'* 

XI. 

11. — Hfift  blush  that  moment  met  her  lather's  glance, 
(It  was  a  flower,  in  sooth,  whose  bkMxn  was  briel) 

Hieh  Oscar  starting  poised  the  uplifted  lance«^ 
With  shrieks  she  fell.     Astonished,  every  chief 
Arose,  to  give  the  fainted  maid  relief — 

When  from  her  bosom  dropped  (of  power  to  chase. 
There  folded^  the  sick  pangs  of  lovelorn  grief) 

Two  peocif  d  forms,  with  all  the  vi^id  Irare 

Of  Marian's  beauteous  shape,  of  Edwin's  maaly  grace. 
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zir. 
III. — ScAtcB  had  the  morning  ting'd  the  aaffSroD  east,  ^ 

When  Oscar  summoned,  all  with  fury  gaunt. 
His  prisoner,  dire  disturber  of  the  feast^ 

And  cried :  "  Thou  reptile  fly  !  poor  worm  avaunt ! 

"  Haste  from  these  walls,  and  seek  thy  wildwood 
"  haunt, 
**  Nor  here  again  thy  peasant  dreams  advance ! 

''  Thy  freedom  on  such  terms  alone  I  grant ! 
*'  Go !  and  in  other  groves  indulge  thy  trance ! 
"  Thy  patrimonial  harp,  thy  proud  inheritance !" 

XIII. 

''  Yes !"  (Edwin  cries)  **  this  harp  is  worth  a  throne ! 

*'  Poor  are  thy  castles  to  one  Minstrel  lay ! 
**  Yes!  there  are  claims  that  grandeur  dares  not  own  ! 

"  For  1  have  claims  (his  fuU  heart  seem'd  to  .say). 

*'  That,  where  the  warrior's  plumage  fades  away," 
"  And  conquest  her  vain  ensigns  hath  unfurl'd, 

"  Shall  to  the  soul  aspire,  the  bosom  sway, 
''And  from  their  bloodstained  heights  where  despots 

-hurrd 
*'  Roll  in  dishonest  dost,  shall  rouse  a  vassal  world !'' 

Z1V. 

"  Go  then,  my  boy  V* — the  mocking  Oscar  spoke — 

**  Go,  with  a  power  to  thee  reveaPd  alone, 
**  In  safiering  clanships  break  the  ignoble  yoke ! 

"  Besore,  enchantment  lives  in  every  tone ! 

"  And,  with  a  sorcery  to  thy  sires  unknown, 
"  Thy  strains  shall  kindle  slaves  to  arms,  to  arms ! 

**  Go  then;  and  pictured  beauty  be  thine  own  ! 
"  Go,  waken  thro^  a  groaning  land  alarms ! 

''The  original  thy  meed— no  less  than  Marian's 
"charms!" 

I&NP  OF  THE  FOURTH  BOOK. 
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BOOK  THE  FIFTH. 


Hie  Bfifect  of  the  Sister  ArU  (as  thus  engaged  in  the  Spirit  of 
Enterprise) — ^To  the  Minstrel,  the  acquisition  of  riches,  poweft 
and  beauty,  and  to  his  country,  emancipation  from  tyranny,  and 
the  restoration  of  liberty  and  peace. 


I. 

Jb  AiNT  on  the  lark's  wet  wing,  some  orient  beams 
Play'd,  as  she  warbling  rose.    His  cottage  gloom 

The  Minstrel,  haunted  by  romantic  dreams. 
Had  fled,  ere  yet  a  lone  ray  could  illume 
The  lattice,  or  steal  o'er  the  garden  bloom : 

And  now,  as  the  sun  stain'd  the  mountain  top, 
Sndden,  he  spied  along  the  yellow  broom 

Pacing,  a  slow  and  melancholy  group  ; 

Some  dubious  where  to  tread,  some  seem'd  devoid  of 
hope. 

If. 

They  were  of  Edwin's  clan — weight  down  with  age. 

A  great  grandsire,  his  thin  hair  silver-grey ; 
And  Others,  haply  from  experience  sage. 

And  sturdy  lads,  half  serious,  and  half  gay ; 

And  rose-lip'd  maidens,  who  to  roundelay 
Had  danc'd,  on  village-green,  at  villag^wake; 

And  wedded  females,  who  with  vain  essay. 
Well  as  they  knew  the  Minstrel,  strove  to  speak. 
And  forc'd  a  smile,  yet  look'd,  as  if  their  hearts  would 
break. 
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III. 


Your  way>  (he  cries)  ah !  whrtfaer  do  ye  bend, 
"  Ye,  whom  my  ditties  rude  so  oft  have  charm'd, 

"  Weaving  the  joyous dftnoey  your  festal  friend  ? 
"  Whom  rural  pastimes  e*en  to  transport  warm'd, 
^  By  not  a  glimpse  of  coming  ills  alarm'd  !'* 

And  then  he  swept  the  strings,  prelusive  o'et; 
At  once  a  thousand  dear  ideas  swarm'd 

In  every  breast :  each  panted  to  explore 

Again  the  willowy  fldod,  the  mountain  and  the  moor. 

iv. 

The  long'transmitted  field  he  lov'd  to  till. 
The  trout-stream^s  maze,  the  buglers  morning  cheer. 

The  secret  woodpath,  and  the  murmuring  mill. 
And  sylvan  axe  erst  echoing  on  the  ear. 
Sprang  to  each  mind.     One  lookM  from  cowl  severe 

On  £dwin,  more  intent.    A  cherub  child,  .   .' 
(From  other  eyes  whilst  eushM  the  ready  tear) 

On  his  dejected  father  archly  smil'd. 

And  bark'd  a  sportive  dog,  as  if  from  prescience  wild. 

Where  liy'd  a  veteran  ^varder,  to  hts  laird 
Once  warm  in  service,  they  sloped  back  their  path — 

He,  who  his  poor  fallen  master's  trust  had  shar'd 
Thro'  a  long  lapse  of  time ;  whose  ancient  faith 
Would  have  call'd  lightnings  from  their  cloud,  to 
scath 

His  brows,  ere  he  had  seen  that  master  slain ! 
Far  in  the  horiaon  where  a  fir-girt  rath 

49eein'd  a  dark  spot  beyond  the  misty  plain, 

That  veteran  warder  liv'd^-there  sped  the  motley  train. 
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With  cordifti  welcome  did  ike  wai4er  gi^eet 

The  approaching  troop.     His  fa90y#  da j 
Had  figur  d  sach  a  troopA->-'twa$  w^  dceetty 

But  9  clear  visioa  of  ibe  seco»d  ^gtit ! 

Now  was  he  almoit.  frantic  horn  delight ! 
Flew  open  hi«  doors  thiokiset  with  masBy  nails^ 

E'en  to  the  secret  armoury ;  where  in  fight  . 
Prov'd  ages  backj  frowned  htfkas^  and  dirfcs>  aAd  mails. 
Broad-swords,  and  many  » targe^  cmlKMs'd  Wrt&l  bloody 
scales, 

▼II. 

The  old  men,  wagging  each  his  hoary  beard^ 

On  deeds  of  otn^r  days  with  pleasure  hung : 
« Frothed  in  full  cups  the.  mantling  ale  they  rearM ; 

And  smooth  in  eloquence  grew  every  tongue. 

It  was  a  brisk  incitement  to  the  young ! 
On  Edwin,  as  such  deeds  he  ponder'd  o^r. 

Full  oft  the  mohk  a  look  mysterious  flung ; 
And  Edwin  was  assur'd,  yet  noore  and  more. 
That  he  had  somewhere  seen  that  reverend  face  before. 

VIII. 

WhisperM  at  length  the  monk  inEdwinr's  ear: 

'*  Go,  Minstrel-boy,  go  teach  oiir  troops  td  feel 
''  Their  native  w6rlh ;  afld  as  high  i^traitis  they  heat*, 

''  Bury  in  tyntat-bteiist^  the  avetigitig  st^^l ! 

*'Tby  tsftk  to  vindlettte  thy  country's  weal, 
''  And  show,  tfl  blesftittg  others,  maM  ]h  blest ! 

"  And,  If  thiNi  cottie  v ietori6u9,  to  teveal 
"  A  truth  be  mifl«,  fbrd'  all  f by  life  ^uppr i^st ! 
**  Heave»  on  thine  owtt  deseH^  Mill  fiidi  thy  fbnutte 
•^  ft*.'* 


76 

IX. 

The  chill  hl6od  warmM  afresh  his  Teins— *his  band 

As  Arden  suided  to  the  border  ground^ 
And  straight  bis  standard  reared.    At  his  command 

The  bugle  blast  fill'd  vales  and  hills.     Around 

FlockM  the  glad  tenantry.    And  he>  who  wound 
His  lonesome  way  turn'd  back  thro'  bowery  glen ; 

And  he  who  cfimb'd  the  cragstone  at  the  sound 
Was  stay'd ;  and  he  who  slowly  trod  the  fen 
Sprang  forth^  and  he  whose  charge  was  clos'd  in  wattled 
pen. 

X. 

Now  brisk  in  march  behold  the  clan^  where  seem'd 
As  stretchM  into  the>skies>  a  weary  heath  ; 

And  now  descending,  where  a  dingle  gleamed. 
Now  vanishing,  as  low  grounds  dark  beneath 
Into  dells  deepened,  like  the  gloom  of  death ; 

Now  winding  thro'  a  mountain^  shaggy  shade ; 
When  drawn  aloft  from  many  a  hostile  sheath. 

In  dire  defiance  flashM  the  unsated  blade. 

And  leap'd  from  hollow  rocks  the  rebel  ambuscade. 

XI. 

'Twas  from  a  bushy  covert  far  retired. 

And  ivy-curtain  d  was  one  cavern  there ; 
Where  Edwin,  by  the  hermit's  lore  inspir'd, 

(The  same  sweet  spot)  first  heard  the  world  had  care. 

And  Arden,  of  the  dangerous  haunt  aware, 
Had  arm'd  his  men  with  cuirass,  shield  and  lance^ 

And  bade  them  for  the  sudden  fight  prepare. 
And  looking  round  with  heedful  steps  advance: 
Full  soon  his  caution  proved,  no  words  of  fear  or  chance; 
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.XII. 

Huck'd  by  the  rebel  broad-swoirds  were  the  helm 
And  mail  and  targe :  and  heavy  were  the  blows 

Of  Arden  from  old  oak  aad  screeDing  elm. 
And  from  above  the  cavern ;  whence  the  foes 
In  ambush  panted  with  their  spears  to  enclose 

The  clan.     What  writhing  bodies  filled  the  cave 
In  death !  In  Edwin  wild  the  emotion  rose. 

To  see  the  hermit's  placid  fnt>t,  a  grave ; 

And  red  with  homan  gore  the  brook's  once  amber  wave ! 

XIII. 

e 

On  to  the  abbey  with  forc'd  march>  they  swe^t 

Their  whirlwind  course !  and,  where  they  spied  afar 
The  insulting  banners,  some  in  anguish  wept 

At  a  son's  durance;  others  seem'd  in  air 

To  see  a  murder'd  parent's  spectre  glare ; 
And  some,  as  stooping  his  dark  pinions,  pass'd 

The  raven,  caught  the  croak  of  wan  despair  ; 
And  others,  from  the  abbey  trumpets  blast, 
(But  such  were  beardless  boys)  shrank  backward  all 
aghast. 

XIV. 

Now  hangs  upon  a  moment  virtue's  cause — 
In  full  view  the  terrific  abbey  walls! 

The  clanmen  halt— a  still  and  awful  pauses- 
Each  breast  the  memory  of  dire  deeds  appals ! 
O  Edwin,  sing !  O,  sing,  "  the  tyrant  foils !" 

Seize,  seize  thy  harp  ;  or  Ettrick  never  more 
Shall  call  baick  honour  to  her  ancient  halls ! 

Ah,  why  so  sprinkled  with  fraternal  gore. 

If  idly  the  war-note  thy  feltering  troop  restore  ? 
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He  sung.    And  ^'  what  is  lif«/'  (was  M/AminU  straia) 

"  Woat^  wiUioiiC  fpceiioin,  man's  prerogative  4 
*'  Ah !  happier  ihey,  than  alaTes  that  drag  the  oiiaik), 

^'  They,  for  whose  dying  worth  the  T^iawt  grieve! 

*'  Great  at  the  cavern  did  y4>itr  coMrades  give 
"  Their  spirits  to  their  country !  ehall  we  shriark 

"  From  rebel  bkdes ;  each  4;orRe  oaburied  leave 
*'  To  mangling  eagles;  e'en  on  glory's  brink 
"  Shudder,  andtdown  the  golf  of  Uaek  oMivion  siak^ 

xvu 


"  Forbid  it,  heaven  ! — I  see  the  despot  graap 

"  Deep  in  some  cell,  his  .dirk,  from  te^;:oir  pale  1 
*'  I  see  him  in  death's  agony  now  gasp  ! 

"  His  minions  flee ;  go«  go^  the  dome  assail ! 

*'  Already,  freedom's  generous  sops  prevail,! 
"  Each  bears,  exulting,  his  rich  trophies  home ! 

"Ye^!  to  hjs  own  dear  hearth  I — There,  pkfiv^  the 
''  tale 
''  Shall  with  new  lustre  light  the  .bridal  Uooiff* 
"  And  children  lisp  your  deeds  for  ages  yctjt  to  come !" 

XVH. 

The  last  tones  (|wveriiig«  with  one  «boat,  to  .tend 
The  mountai(i9>  tliey  rosh'd  onward  !  to  ihis  blade 

Each  trusting,  d<eem'd  his  blade  his  only  friend. 
Each  flung  aside  his  corselet,  nor  owo'd  aid 
In  targe  or  heUn ;  each  ftiiog  ^side  his  plaid  $ 

And  sought  the  doystrftl  gloom,  to  Arden  known 
Whence  an  anch'd  passage  to  iheabA>ey  led : 

The  subterranean  icoad  of  dripping  atone 

Had  hoards  for  quuAy  a  year,  Ihe  loir  galas  only  npoan. 
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XYIM. 

Amidst  the  heart  of  the  pra^A  abbey,  rang 
The  vaults,  as  rose  the  io^aders  to  the  jSay ; 

Nor  one,  thro'  all  the  dome,  his  cros&-bow  stran^^ 
Nor  one  alone  the  ramparts  made  the  essay 
To  meet  his  toe,  by  cofdne^  or  dismay 

Held  back! — The  laird  had,  \rith  a  desperate fev. 
High  on  the  spiral  staircase  barr'd  the  way. 

And  there  some  foremost  clao-men  wildly  slew ; 

Till  now  he  fell,  o'erpowerM  with  all  his  das^rd  crew* 

XIX. 

FfMa  GienvoD  aeaiee  was  the  jgrey  abbey  w^ei^b^d. 
Ere,  to  the  dead  dexrotirtg  /sacred  sighs^ 

The  Minatrei  to  the  cave  in  carnage  dreach'4 
(It  might  be  deem'd  the  cave  of  deatinies) 
Repaired.   There  pac'd,  to  thrUI  b'm  ^ith  SAKpriae  I 

The  moidc— a  whke-atoFd  hermit ! — "  Lo^,  the  ^ga 

"  Of  despots  u  o'erpassM  I"  (ithe  hermil;  Cfju»e) 

**  Behold  the  grasp  of  ostirpatioo  v^ ! 

**  And  thine,  from  high  descent,  these  towerSf  this  wide 
**  demesne. 

XX. 


Brother  Co  him,  whom  haughty  G^envoB  slew. 
Like  me,  diy  father  from  the  'world  retired ! 

**  His  provd  alliance  veiling  from  the  view 
"  In  deep  disgust.    By  loRier  prospects  lir'd, 
"  To  rank  or  wealth  hts  wishes  had  aspir'd 

**  In  vain,  whilst  others  the  demesne  possess'd  ! 
*'  In  sooth,  he  left  thee  all  himself  desir'd ; 
Nor  with  ambitious  hope  would  fill  thy  breast. 
Nor  in  thy  liaeal  harp  misdeem'd  thfie  doably  bleat. 
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"  But  erst,  disguisM  by  monkish  cowl  and  garb# 
"  I  ivonder  not,  my  son!'*  (the  hermit  cried) 
*'  Thou  knew'st  me  not.    Here  sheltered,  every  barb 
''  Of  the  world's  arrows  had  I  long  defied ! 
Sure>  thou  remember'st  thy  sequestered  guide ! 
*'  See,  then,  that  sage.    Heaven  sent  me  from  my  cell 
To  bid  thee  lay  in  dust  the  murderer's  pride. 
The  secret  story  of  thy  birth  to  tell. 
And  teach  thy  genius  flights  beyond  the  glimmering 
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"  dell. 

XXII. 

Forced  from  this  grotto,  where  mine  age  repos'd. 
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And,  my  poor  *  stag !  where  gentlest  of  thy  race 
Living  I  had  sustain'd  thee,  dying  clos'd 
"  Thme  eyes, — I  fled  before  the  despot's  fece ; 

And  join'd  the  clanmen,  doubtful  where  to  trace 
My  path.    The  counsels  of  the  All- wise,  how  deep ! 

Tho'  blood,  alas !  pollute  this  quiet  place. 
Here,  those  who  fell,  shall  sleep,  untroubled  sleep ; 
Here  patriots  heave  the  sigh,  and  village  maidens 
"  weep!" 

XXIII. 

In  wild  amaze,  and  gratitude  more  sweet 

Was  Edwin  lost    He  gaz'd,  and  eaz'd  again ; 
And  his  first  guide,  his  cuardian  still,  to  greet, 

Hasten'd  with  bounding  heart.    The  grot,  with  paia 

To  see  discolour'd  hy  the  hostile  stain 
So  hallow'd  a  retreat,  he  wander'd  o'er ! 

'*  But  it  was  heaven's  high  will !  and  nought  in  vain 
*'  Had  Providence  decreed  1  'twas  his  to  explore 
"  Yet  various  scenes — ^'twas  his,  to  wonder  and  adore !" 


«  4ee  BMtlie's  MSoftrel,  Book  n.  Stanza  25. 
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XZIV. 

II.    Amidst  the  ideas  which,  like  orb  in  orb. 

Fast  in  his  miod  revolving,  seem'd  to  rolJ, 
All  other  thoughts  could  Marian  still  absorb. 

The  first  dear  image  that  iuspir'd  his  soul ! 

Twas  necromantic  love,  at  whose  controul 
The  passions  flame,  or  darken  into  gloom; 

^Twas  mighty  love,  his  heart  possessing  whole. 
Bade  genius  lance  forth  Hghtninffs,  to  illume 
Ambition's  orient  track,  and  gikfits  towering  plume ! 


By  cuinss  all  unarmed,  or  shield  or  helm, 
Unaided  by  obsequious  squire  or  horse, 

Edwin,  the  grandeur  of  whose  soul  to  o'erwhelm^ 
To  check  whose  firm  resolve,  no  power  had  force. 
To  meet  his  Marian  bent  his  instant  course; 

And  to  his  wish  indolffent  (so  it  seemed) 
In  the  fair  bower  of  all  his  sighs  the  source, 

Haird  her,  more  kind  than  iancv's  self  bad  dream'd ; 

And  one  sweetmeJting  glance  a  thousand  fears  redeemed. 

XXVI.    / 

Then  mantled  o'er  her  face  a  brighter  glow ; 

Rich  through  her  hair's  luxuriance  blush'd  a  braid 
Ofyoung  wood-flowers ;  her  drapery,  as  of  snow^ 

Flung  o'er  her  form  a  light  aerial  shade ; 

Whilst  in  her  lovely  eyes  the  expression  plav'd 
Waken'd  by  some  new.  wish,  how  sweetly  wildf ! 

And  in  quick  throbs  her  bosom  fast  betray'd 
A  passion,  ill  to  reason  reconcil'd — 
The  flame  of  infant  love,  that  all  her  soul  beguii'd. 

VOL.  VIII.  6 
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xxvii. 

"  O  beaaMus  (air-one !''  (faltered  Edwia'atongue — 
It  was  t^e  fint  access  of  fond  desire. 

That  still  approaching,  in  suspeDse  still  hung-*-) 
"  O,  Marian !  if  the  victor's  palm  inspire 
"  Through  sympathetic  ranks  the  heroic  fire, 

*'  She,  who  inflam  d  the  victor,  hath  done  more ! 
And  siure,  e*en  earls  niay  kiss  the  minstrel^wire. 
Whilst  echoing  whence  the  despot  reeks  in  jgort, 
Ring  its  triun^ant  sounds,  and  peal  from  shore  to 
shore  !'* 

xxvin. 

With  thrilling  clasp  now  met  their  mutnal  hands! 

Their  breathless  joy,  how  mixt  with  donbts  and  fears ! 
The  tumnlt  whicfh  love  only  understands ; 

Lnjcurions  sighs,  and  more  delicious  tears ! 

Bat  the  scared  look  that  apprehension  wears, 
111  suits  the  dalliance  of  dissolving  love ! 

As  the  air  darkened  round  with  oristling  spears. 
Behold  a  hand  encircled  all  the  alcove. 
And  seized  the  nnweeting  pair,  and  bote  them  up  the 
grove. 

XXIX. 

Not  with  those  netionsmidst  the  vulgar  hreA, 
That  scutcheon'd  pomp  consign  to  scornful  mirth. 

Was  Edwin  to  the  hall  of  Oscar  led ! 
Yet,  conscious  of  that  high  commanding  wortli^ 
That  as  the  palace  warms  the  hamlet-hearth. 

He  clairaM  the  guerdon  of  achievements  bold : 
And  sternly  did  he  hide  his  generous  birth. 

Nor  deem'd,  that  lineage  could  descent  uphold. 

Or  blazon  fair  exploits  by  virtue's  hand  enrolPd. 
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What''  (critd  the  tyrant)  shall  rewflprd  thy.iked 

Of  glory  ?     Upatart !  murderer !  ha^te,  begooja ! 
The  turret  in  yon  gateway  be  thy  meed> 
"  And  for  the  bridal  £igh>  the  imprison'd  moan ! 
**  Bear,  be^r  him  hence !  nor  let  hia  plaints  alone 
O'er  ▼aniahM  hopes  or  brokeayisioos  brood ! 
*'  Bear  Manan,  too!    That  tower  she  deems.her  own 
Shall  bid  her  languish  all  in  amorous  mood. 
Sigh  o'er|ier  penciPd  forms,  and  hug  her  solitude  V* 
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And  is  it  thus  man  tramples  upon  man } 
Shall  tyranny  break  down,  or  fraud  betray 

That  spirit  which  far  beyond  life's  little  span 

Soars  w)iere  high  genius  points  the  empyreal  way  •' 
Shall  treachery  mar  its  course,  or  blot  its  ray  ? 

No !  can  aught  human  quench  the  heavenly  flame  ? 
No  { tbp*  immur'd  where  faints  unheard  the  lay. 

Young  £dwin  in  disdain  suppressed  the  claim 

(X  lordly  birth,  and  grasp'd  the  Minstrel's  nobler  name. 


XXXII. 


i^.    ^T  that  ethereal  spirit  could  ought  sustain 
Unwaverinfi;,  when,  sweet  sufferer  for  his  sake. 

He  pictur*^  ifarian,  torn  by  every  p^in. 
And  imaged  her  through  niffht^^s  drear  elopm, awake, 
A^A  piling  still  at  every  pal^  day-t^rieakr 

Fall  pft  was  Edwin  temptea,^  iHisclo^e 
lii^i^irth^  at  fier  idea  on\y  weak : 

Bot  y ^Mh'e  4ay  declined,  tt^je  morning  rose. 

And  just  coula  they  perceive  no  period  to  their  woes. 
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One  morii^  had  Edwin  from  his  prisoning  grate 
Mns'd  on  the  Btill  grey  light  that«  gleam  on  glearo^ 

ToachM  the  green  bills ;  and  soften'd  was  his  rate. 
As  fancy  wandered  o'er  the  ▼apour's  stream 
Thaty  tinctur'd  by  the  horizontal  beam, 

Fill'd  all  the  distant  vale,  one  glowing  surge ! 
Twas  like  the  portrait  of  some  faery  dream ! 

When  a  wild  burst  of  sound  bade  echo  urge 

It's  echo,  lingering  yet  along  the  forest'Terge. 


XXXIV. 


Oft  through  the  openings  of  the  steepy  wood 

Ere  at  his  heels  their  norns  the  huntsmen  wound. 
The  stag  peepM  forth  and  quak'd,  then  listening  stood 

As  if  he  lov'd  the  music  of  the  hound  ! 

And  then  each  murmur,  sinking  all  around. 
Died  fast  away,  then  rose  in  one  full  swell— 

The  whole  troop  tramping  over  nearer  ground. 
While,  down  the  impending  craggs  they  reachM  the  dell. 
Where  fronting  the  proud  dome  the  Tillage  shadow  fell. 


Now  shouts  redoubled ;  all  in  wide  array 

Steeds  smoked ;  hounds  struggled  through  the  brook 
below! 
The  stag  tum'd  round  infuriate ;  and  at  bay 

To  many  a  beagle  dealt  a  deadly  blow. 

And,  at  his  throat  as  hung  the  deep-mouth'd  foe. 
Sprang  desperate  throush  the  gateway  atone  dash ! 

Down  fell  the  prong'd  portcullis !    Then,  I  trow, 
A  hem«plumM  horseman  midst  the  horrid  crash 
Was  torn  asunder,  quick  as  forked  lightnings  flash. 
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XXXVI. 


INvas  Oscar!  if  a  thought  of  dire  revenge 

Ere  bnuh'd^  (His  thus  the  shadow  fleets  away) 
The  Minstrels  mind ;  how  glorioas  was  the  change ! 

As  in  pale  death  his  foeman  gasping  lay !    / 

It  was  a  sight  of  pity  and  dismay  t 
But,  O !  what  feelings  tortur'd  Edwin's  heart ! 

He  would  have  run  with  kindness  to  repay 
Each  wrong ;  to  bind  each  wound ;  to  heal  each  smart ! 
His  irons  smote  his  soul !  each  ebter'd  like  a  dart. 

XXXVII. 

Dread  was  the  pause  of  silence;  dread  the  dii». 

Of  dissonant  doors  and  bars,  and  dread  the  shriek^ 
The  hideous  laugh,  and  murmurs  far  within ! 

Hark,  other  bolts!  hark  !  nearer  hinges  creak ! 

Behold  the  castle  heiress  I  all  too  weak 
Her  utterance: — lo !  she  swoons  in  Edwin's  arms ! 

Pale  the  rose  quivers  on  her  lip — her  cheek ! 
But,  as  new  life  awakes,  how  wild  the  alarms 
Throb  in  her  flushing  breast,  and  light  up  all  her  charms ! 

XXXVIII. 

The  various  feelings  of  the  trembline  pair 

Who,  who  could  picture  ?  Speechless,  long  they  cast 

Unutterable  looks ; — when  the  shriird  air 
Some  messenger  announced,  approaching  fast : 
The  banner'dherald  to  the  drawbridge  pass'd^ 

And  there  aloud  claimM  Edwiii's  liberty; 
His  lineage,  and  his  rightful  heirship  traced. 

And  now  to  all  the  crowding  tenantry 

Spoke,  with  imperious  voice,  hb  lordly  high  degree. 
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Conscious  her  gkiftemsthis'. — She  thouffht  and  sfghM^' 

His  damb  reserVe  had  prorM  a  twofold  bane : 
Then,  like  a  blaare  of  lights  hm  mysHe  fyride 

She  saw  unveiPd,  and  own'd  its  generoeis  strain ; 

And  joy'd,  that  manlled  e^«n  in  throngs  pT<rfan«, 
Tho'  for  a  while  obscured,  batVinial  biooo ; 

Yet,  (not  of  her  ancestral  hotfours  vain) 
ViewM  genius,  first  of  every  earthly  good,  • 
Rise  paramounio'er  birth,  in  Us  (iwn  hft#dihood  {> 

XL. 

And  Edwin  !  where,  where  lurks  the  peasant  lad  ? 

Clans,  earldoms,  wealth,  and  beautv,  all  thine  own ! 
Born  the  low  peasant  of  the  iincultur'a  shade, 

"  Thy  proud  inheritance^' — thy  harp  alone ! 

But,  from  the  cot  evolying  to  the  throne. 
As,  nature,  men,  and  manners  meet  thy  views. 

Shall  not  the  sister-arts  in  loftier  tone 
Through  life,  delight  and  dignity  difiiise ; 
And,  feeling  well  their  worthy  the  million  bless  thy  Muse? 


MADRIGAL. 

FBOM  THE  FRENCH  OF  COCQUARD. 


X  FEEL  when  I  see  you  a  joy  past  expre^^ing ; 

When  no  longer  1  see  you,  in  anguish  I  Ml ! 
Ah,  to  see  you  for  ever  would  mine  were  the  blessing; 

Or  would  that  I  never  bad  seen  you  at  all ! 


R.  A.  b. 


89 


STANZAS     • 

ON  A  FAYOURITB  PLANTATION  IN  THE  GROUNDS  OF 
C.  W.  ESQ.    ADDRESSED  TO  MISS  W. 

BT  DB.  BU8SBLL* 


I. 

f  OLLT,  or  Fancy^  what  they  will. 
Let  fools  yoar  sweet  plabtatioD  call; 

No  matter  if  the  sound  be  ill. 
Since  what  we  see  is  beauteous  alL 

II. 

The  Cyprian  shades,  as  bards  have  sung. 
Were  sacred  to  the  Queen  of  Love ; 

There,  on  the  myrtles,  Cupid  hung 
His  bow,  there  sat  the  fav'rite  dove. 

III. 

But  she,  who  makes  these  trees  kpr  care. 
The  Nymph  that  haunts  this  lovely  shade, 

Tho'  as  the  Cyprian  goddess  fiur. 
Is  chaster  than  the  Delian  Maid. 

IV. 

To  friendship  sacred  be  this  place ; 

Keep,  wlntoti  Cupid,  far  aWay ; 
These  walks  shall  Dora^s  presence  grace. 

While  I  to  friendship  tune  my  lay. 
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STANZAS 

WRIITEX  IN  A  SEAT  INT  THE  SAME  PIJkNTATIOlT. 

BT  THE  SAME. 


I. 

LloRA,  one  day,  no  matter  when. 
While  sitting  on  this  seat,  was  saying, 

''  rJI  liye  a  maid ;  I  hate  these  men. 
Their  sex  is  ever  our's  betraying. 

II. 
"  Grant  me,  ye  powers,  hot  this  request. 

In  my  retreat  from  fops  and  folly. 
Let  me  with  one  fair  friend  be  blest ! 

One  female  friend  will  bless  your  Dolly.' 

111. 
Young  Cupid,  from  a  neighbouring  tree. 

Heard  the  grave  Nymph  her  thoughts  expressing, 
"  And  is  it  so,  sa^e  miss?''  said  he, 

"  Then  why  this  care  displayed  in  dressing  ? 

IT. 

"  Why,  but  some  coxcomb's  heart  (o  win. 

This  gadding  to  all  public  places  ? 
Why;»  but  to  t&e  some  racer  in. 

This  coaching  still  to  all  the  races  ? 

*  • 

**  Why,  when  a  beau  appears  in  view. 
Those  dimpling  smiles,  that  bosom  pantiil|[? 

Why,  in  each  cheek,  that  change  of  hue  ? 
Why,*— -but  VM  quickly  stop  your  canting. 
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TI. 


''  ril  show  the  world  how  they're  abus'd. 
Such  era?e  gay  bagjages  bdieyiDg; 

Know  tnen,  by  me,  you  stand  accos'd 
Both  of  pursuing  man,  and. thieving. 

VII. 

"  Nay,  never  hope  your  tricks  to  hide, 
(Come,  hold  your  head  up,  hold  it  higher) 

You  stole,  I  saw  you,  from  my  side 
This  dart,  and  threw  it  at  yon  'squire.''. 

▼III. 

The  Nymph,  enraged,  at  Cupid's  charge, 
(But  Cupid  ne'er  was  whipt  for  lying) 

Disdain'd  to  answer  him  at  large. 
Thus  only  with  just  pride  replying : 

IX. 

"  Were  man,  young  sir,  what  I  pursue. 
Need  I  thy  dart  to  pierce  his  liver  ? 

My  pencil,  boy,  which  Homer  drew. 
Is  of  more  force  than  half  thy  quiver. 


» 


EPIGRAM 

Oir  TRB 

AEPRE8ENTATI0N  OF  TIMOUR  THE  TARTAR.    181S. 

BY  B.  B.  BBOWNB,  M.  D. 

JLat  the  Hot^ftiknimi  no  longer  be  reckoned  a  fable. 
Now  all  our  great  actors  are  brought  from  the  stable ! 
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A  NIGHT  PIECE. 

wfCnttai  fif  AtfTOMir,  1811. 

BY  JAME8  HOGG^  THB  ETTRICK  SHEPHERD. 


How  lonely  ii  this  wildered  scene. 
When  silence^  from  .her  vault  so  blue. 

Steals  soft  o'er  Te? lot's  mov^ntains  ffreen. 
To  sleep  embalmed  in  midnight  dew  I 

All  hail  ye  hills,  whose  towering  height. 
Like  shadows  scoop  the  yielding;  sky ! 

And  thou,  mysterious  guest  of  nignt  1 
Dread  traveller  of  immensity ! 

Stranger  of  heaven^  I  bid  tke^  hail  I 
Shred  from  the  pall  of  gloiy  riven, 

Thatflaihest  in  celestial  gale; 
Broad  pennon  of  the  king  of  Heaven ! 

Art  thou  the  flag  of  woe  and  death 
From  angel's  ensign-staff  unfurPd  ? 

Art  thou  the  standard  pf  his  wrath. 
Waved  o'er  a  sordid  sinful  world  ? 

No,  from  thy  pure,  pellucid  beam. 
That  erst  o'er  plains  of  Bethlehem  shone, 

No  latent  evil  we  can  deem ; ' 
Fair  herald  of  th'  eternal  throma  ! 
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Whatever  porteuds  thy  front  of  fire« 

J^Jkd  streaming  locks  so  lovely  pale ; 
Or  peace  to  man/  or  judgmeliits  ik^. 

Stranger  of  heaven  I  bid  thee  hail ! 

•f 

Where  faastthoQ  romied  tbestlhoiisaiid  years  ? 

Why  sought  those  polar  paths  again  ? 
From  wilderness  of  growing  spheres. 

To  fling  thy  vesture  o'ar  the  wain  ? 

And  when  thon  clisih'al  the  BMlky  way. 

And  vanishestfrom  human  view, 
A  thousand  worlds  shall  hail  thy  ray. 

Through  wilds  of  yon  empyraal  blue«^ 

Oh,  on  thy  rapid  prow  to  ^ide  ! 

To  sail  the  boundless  skies  with  thee ! 
And  plough  the  twinkHoj;  stars  aside. 

Like  foam-bells  on  a  tranqtiil  sea  I 

To  brush  the  em\MH  fnm  ih6  stiB  j[ 

The  icicles  from  off  the  pole  ; 
Then  far  to  other  systems  run^  > 

Where  other  m^oos  apid  planets  roll ! 

* 

Stranger  of  heaven!  O  let  thine  eye 
Smile  on  a  wild  enthusiast's  dreaiii ! 

Eccentric  as  thy  Course  on  high. 
And  airy  as  thine  ambieiit  b^aih. 

And  long,  long,  may  Iky  silver  rajr 
Our  northern  vauH  at  eve  adorn  ^ 

Then,  wheeling  to  tbif  east  away. 
Sweep  the  gray  portals  of  the  morn ! 
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TO  A  FRIEND, 


WHO  ASKED  THB  AUTHOR  IF  HB  WAS  NOT  TIRED  OF 
WRITING  ON  LOVE  AND  BEAUTT. 

BY  MR.  J.  M.  LACEY. 
Author  of  **  The  Farm  Howe"  Bfc, 


XiRED  of  Lofe  I — Of  Beauty  tired ! 

Art  thou  a  maii^  who  thus  can  ask  it  ? 
Bid  misers  say«  with  hoarding  fir'd. 

Whether  they  hate  each  hidden  casket. 

Go  ask  the  bird,  who,  hi^h  in  air. 
Sings,  as  he  soars  sabhme  to  hea? 'o. 

Whether  he  would  not  rather  share 
A  gilded  cage  by  mortal  gtv'n. 

Go  ask  the  toiling  slave,  if  he 
Does  not  prefer  his  horrid,  doom 

To  home,  and  joy,  and  liberty ; 
To  scenes  where  peaceful  pleasures  bloom ! 

"  No !''  they  would  answer. — ^I  say,  no. 
To  all  thy  question's  hated  boldness ; 

Long  may  I  own  Love's  gentle  glow, 
Unmingled  with  thy  nati? e  coldness. 

For,  oh !  its  thrill  is  worth,  to  me. 
The  whole  of  wisdom's  treasured  stories* 

Though  bound  by  love,  Pd  not  be  free 
For  all  the  world's  united  glories  I 
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To  love,  and  to  be  lovM  affaiD ; 

To  know,  that,  though  Uie  world  may  frowq, 
(he  gentle  heart  will  aooth  thy  paio^ 

Is  dearer  than  a  monarch's  crown ! 

And,  oh !  how  dear  the  whispered  thought. 

The  duket  answer  softly  spoken. 
The  timid  sigh,  with  feeling  fraught. 

The  melting  kiss,  love's  truest  token ! 

To  me,  how  beauty's  charms  can  tire. 
Is  mystVy  most  supremely  strange ; — 

Charms  which  a  Stoic  might  admire. 
And  for  philosophy  exchange ! 

The  bright-blue  eye's  celestial  gleam ; 

Such  charmful  lustre  is  there  in  it. 
To  me  an  orb  of  light  would  seem. 

And  sooth  me  for  each  anguish'd  minute. 

The  brow  where  never  wrinkle  came. 

Where  undivided  peace  reposes ; 
The  cheek  illum'd  by  Virtue's  flame. 

And  beaming  with  her  brightest  roses. 

The  lip,  whose  murmurs  ask  protection. 
Or  whence  sweet  melodies  are  stealing ; 

The  breast, — soft  throne  of  fond  affection— 
Where  throbs,  inhum'd,  the  heart  of  feeling : 

The  angel  arm,  and  fingers  fair. 
When  o'er  the  maze  of  music  straying. 

Striking  each  chord  divinely  rare. 
As  gay  or  pensive  themes  are  playing : 

All,  all  are  dear !— and  whilst  I  live. 
Still  may  they  warm  this  breast  of  mine ; 

IJfe  without  love  no  charm  can  give. 
For  wanting  that  man  must  repine ! 
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Then  ask  me  not  to  teU>  agaln^ 

If  I  am  tirM  of  love  and  beauty  t 
I  worship  both^  nor  want,  nor  pain. 

Could  tempt  me  from  so  dear  a  duty* 

Nor  think  I  coldly  sing  of  lave 

When  I  hare  nerer  felt  its  thrilling : 

It  has  been  mine  its  joys  to  prove. 
To  feel  its  griels  my  bosom  filling : 

And  I  have  owti*d  bright  beauty's  pow'r. 
Have  markM  her  bfue-eye's  brilliant  beaming, 

Have  shar'd  her  sad,  her  happy  hour. 
And  pressed  the  lip  with  nectar  teeming ! 

And  can  I  then  forget  the  blisses  . 

That  love  and  beauty  gave  me  ever  j 
The  smiles,  the  tears,  the  frowns,  the  kisses?— 

Never,  my  chilling  friend,  oh,  never  ! 


IMPiROMPTU 

Oy  TPP  MABHIAPIE  op, MISS  F.  T.O  MR.  PAlN^ 


as 


What  idle  schemes  food  nymphs  pursue^ 
When  they  submit  to  Hymen's  chain  ! 

Here's  F— —  for  instance,  what's  her  view. 
Whose  pleasure,  all  must  flow  from  Pain? 

DR.  RUSSELL. 
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TO  A  RICH  RIVAL. 

FROM  THE   FRENCH  OF  MARECHAL. 


i*Mk 


Keep  thy  gold,  prond  riral ;  keep 
Hoarded  up  the  dazi^ing  heap; 
Thine  eye^  on  that  dear  idol  feast. 
Idol  worthy  of  the  priest  I 
€fo!  and  exist  but  for  thyseffi 
Go!  yegetate  amidst  thy  pelf! 
Thou  wei]  canst  play  that  sordid  part ; 
But  know,  to  love  requires  a  hearth 

Thou,  because  blind  Fortune  pours 
Profusely  at  thy  feet  her  stores. 
Fondly  beltev'st,  with  erring  thought. 
My  Delia's  graces  may  be  bought. 
Cease  thus  to  let  thy  wishes  fly 
Beyond  thy  power  to  gratify  f 
I  envy  not  thy  boundless  treasures, 
liVhv  enyiest  ihou  my  tender  pleasures  ? 

Tuou  art  but  rich !  to  Delia's  eyes 
This  alone  will  not  suffice : 
lo  the  swain  she  calls  her  lorer 
Other  charms  she  must  discover. 
With  only  riches  to  thy  share 
Thou  strir'st  in  vain  to  please  the  fair : 
Then  keep,  proud  rival !  keep  thy  gold* 
What  hop'st  thou  ?  Love  is  never  sold ! 

R.  A.  DAVEim)RT, 
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TO  LORD  REDESDALE. 

DT  MART  BUSSBLL  MITFOBD. 


XVBDB8DALB !  for  those,  whose  faint  and  grateful  cry 
Is  checked  by  sobi^  or  smothered  by  a  sigh ; 
For  those^  whose  eyes  whene'er  they  hear  thy  name 
Flash  through  their  tears  hope's  long  forgotten  flame ; 
For  those^  condemned  uncounted  years  to  tell 
By  minute  groans  within  their  prison  cell ; 
For  those  I  thank  thee.    O  presumptuous  task  ! 
What  other  thanks  than  theirs  does  Redesdale  ask ! 
How  weak  the  fame  the  lowly  songstress  rears. 
To  the  unspoken  praise  that  floats  in  tears ! 
What  incense  halt  so  sweet  as  that  which  driven 
By  grateful  captives'  sighs  ascends  to  heaven ! 
One  only  to  thy  soul  more  dear  can  be — 
The  shout  when  these  sad  captives  shall  be  free : 
Then  while  thine  ear  shall  weaker  praise  resign ; 
Then  thy  slad  heart  will  cry,  this  deed  was  mine. 

Long  did  we  hurl  accusine^  Freedom's  brand 
O'er  iron  despots  in  a  slavish  land ; 
Long  did  the  brave  denounce,  the  gentle  feel 
The  febled  horrors  of  the  dresid  Bastille. 
And  shall  we  now,  whose  pare  and  equal  laws 
Force  from  an  envying  world  unbought  applause. 
Shall  we,  in  freedom  rich»  in  man,  in  mind. 
Mind,  freedom,  man,  in  hopeless  durance  bind. 
And  doom  the  guiltless  sufferer  to  sustain 
Worse  ills  than  lurked  within  the  Gallic  chain! 
Worse !  For  the  monarch's  victim  only  felt 
The  pangs  that  in  his  single  bosom  dwelt; 
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He  kneWf  that  safe,  secare,  thoogh  far  away^ 
All  whom  he  ioVM  remained;  to  weep/ to  pray. 
To  fear,  but  still  to  hope  !  and  oft  the  thought 
I  only  suffer,  sweet  consolement  brought ; 
Till  his  heart  melting  juk  love's  generous  glow 
Found  a  degree  of  bliss  in  unshared  woe. 

But  he,  the  captive  of  some  petty  debt. 
Whose  tears  an  aged  wife's  cold  bosom  wet ; 
Who  hangs  upon  his  lovely  daughter's  arm, 
Watching  each  languid  smile,  each  withering  charm; 
While  fondness  mourns  the  rose  that  fades  so  fast; 
And  reason  wishes  that  soft  bloom  were  past ; 
What  thought  can  comfort  him !  his  wife  in  vain 
Seeks  to  assuage  his  grief  and  ease  his  pain. 
Sinking  with  ntmine,  still* with  hope  she  cheers; 
UnmarkM  her  words — her  voice  alone  he  hears. 
Whose  hollow  topes  miike  mockery  of  joy : 
Sees  but  the  eyes  that  hope  itself  destroy ; 
The  sunken  cheeks ;  the  forced  and  ghastly  smile ; 
And  the  cold  hand  that  can -no  longer  toil. 
He  turns,  in  flaxen  curls.and  eyes  of  blue. 
And  rosy  lips  a  direr  ill  to  view« 
Then  thro'  bis  brain  while  sad  forebodings  rcrfl,  • 
Remembered  joys  come  thronging  o'er  his  soul ; 
For  the  red  lofly  walls,  that  bar  M  light,    - 
His  white-washed  cot  appears  in  sunshine  bright ; 
Tall  trees  rise  proudly  in  the  western  beam,  •' 
And  gurgles  down  the  hill  the  sparklingstream ;       < 
Beneath  the  vine-wreath'd  porch  his  wife'>serenO' 
Smiles  at  the  May-day  sports- upon  the  green,  ' 

And  she  who  leads  the  dance  in  beau^  mild. 
So  young,  so  fair^  so  gay,<-7it  is  his  child  i-^   • 

▼OL.   VIII.  R 
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» 

If  e^er  tnnoceace  ctn  kaow  deapfiir« 

Tia  from  f  acb  trance  to  start  and  find  tham  thera ! 

Mitford  (I  will  not  yteid  the  honest  hme 
Thy  Tirtaes  oast  on  my  paternal  name !) 
Mitford^  heo¥«n  speed  thy  eflbrfcs!   well  employed 
E^en  though  thy  generous  aim  should  be  destroyed  $ 
Even  should'st  thou  fail  the  prison  gates  to  ope^ 
Thou  giv'st  the  captive  much>  in  giving  hope. 
O  hope  most  deeply  shared  !  soon  may  the  ^ind 
Play  round  his  brow  in  freshness  unconfined  ! 
Free  as  the  wave,  or  as  the  roving  cloud. 
May  he  too  wander,  of  his  being  proud^ 
Tasting  the  sweets  of  his  youpe  iiberty, 
Bemembering  all  his  woes,  and  blessing  thee ! 


IMPROMPTU, 

ON  HBARINQ  MRS.  PIGOT  SING  TO  HEH  HARP,  1819. 

BT  BVLBS  IWtfW,  BSQ. 


Xrb  FoMi,.  that  toharmM  the  wotld  so  longs, 
Nor  motion  ask'd*  nor  eye»  nor  aoagl 
But  now — the  sciftlplar'd  spell  unbmind ! 
Pour  fovlh  the  miracks  of  sound : 
Now,  from  her  lips  persuasion  trills^ 
And  each  hannonions  finger  kills : 
The  Grteian  wonder  i  caU'd  to  lifi% 
To  waken  rivalry  and  strife-^ 
Each  ear  should  desrecate  the  strain. 
And  wish  the  niarble  cold  again  ! 


9d 


ODi:  TO  A  FRIEND, 


BY  THE  RIGHT  HON.  W.  H.  BURGH*  LORD  CHIEF  BAROII  OF 
THE  EXCHEQUER  OF  IRELAND. 


fTHY  yes,  this  busy  scene,  my  friend. 
Were  curs'd  without  its  destiaM  end. 

Which  reason  ought  to  give ; 
From  wisdom  -we  should  learn  at  last 
To  taste  the  fraite  of  bbour  past. 

And  for  ourselves  to  live.  ' 


For  riqhef  wh^;?  or  who  ipp  p9(w«r 
Would  trifle  with  his  latest. hoar. 

And  toil  till  life's  ei^tr^m^i  . 
Nor  mark,  to  pwion  stil)  ^i  jj^^ya 
Tlie  little  evening  of  his  day 

With  one  indulgent  gle^mf 

The  laurel  who  would  cultfrate. 

When  flames  the  summer^  scorching  heat. 

Or  wintry  storms  invado-*- 
If  some  fond  hope  he  did  aot  breathe. 
Calmly  at  length  to  rest  benealki 

Its  honourable  ahade } 

h2 


100 


SLANZAS  TO  MISS  H.  B.  1778. 

BT  EYLES  IRWIN,  ESQ. 


JLiONG  on  a  sea  of  trouble  tost, 

I  hop'd  the  port  to  gain  ; 
Where  woes  are  in  oblivion  lost. 

Where  truth  and  quiet  reign. 

But,  not  the  fraud  Arabia  yields. 
Where  lurks  oppression's  sting: 

Thebais'  desolated  fields, 

Where  fails  the  limpid  spring: 

Nor  famished  wastes,  nor  stormy  seas. 
Nor  shocks,  the  globe  that  part. 

United,  rob  the  mind  of  ease. 
Like  Love's  infected  dart  1 

Ah,  hapless  youth !  the  thought  how  vain ! 

How  iatal  to  thy  rest ! 
That  groves  were  still  devoid  of  pain^ 

That  shepherds  still  were  blest ! 

Tho*  thro'  each  land,  by  pilgrim  trod. 
Thy  heart  has  still  been  free. 

Thee  waited  here.  Lore's  chastening  rod- 
Here  bend  thy  stubborn  knee ! 

Tis  not  the  form  Circassi a  boasts. 

Thy  tender  homage  claims ; 
The  feature  of  the  Grecian  coasts— 

Tis  charms,  that  lack  of  names! 
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Whate'er  the  aninated  heart 

Thro'  timid  looks  conve^'s ; 
More  potent  than  the  painter's  art^ 

Or  poet's  magic  lays : 

Whate'er  of  liberal,  polish'd,  meek. 

The  female  race  supply ; 
Flush  in  Honoria's  blooming  cheek. 

Or  languish  in  her  eye ! 

Shun  then,  fond  swain  !  the  danger  shun! 

While  yet  thy  fears  have  breath ; 
To  lineer  here's  to  be  undone — 

To  fly,  is  worse  than  death ! 

Instruct  me  then,  some  gracious  power ! 

Her  pity  to  implore ; 
Be  this  a  favourable  hour. 

Or  beat  this  heart  no  more! 


EPIGRAM 

FROM  THE  GREEK. 


If  a  kiss  so  offend  you,  dear  maid. 
And  to  punish  the  insult  you  burn. 

Let  affront  with  affront  be  repaid. 
And  kiss  me  ten  times  in  return. 
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THE  DESOLATION  OF  WAR. 

BY  MR.  JAMfcS  IKYING. 


X  WAS  dreadful  all*-*the  ocene  around 
The  wearied  eye  could  never  bound. 
The  listening  ear  scarce  heard  a  sOund, 
Save  when  reechoed  back  the  ground 
The  pealing  voice  Of  War. 

The  inorning  sun  had  seen  the  plain 
Adorned  with  Aututhh^s  waving  grain  $ 
At  evening  when  he  looked  ^ain. 
Through  sulphurous  cloods,  of  crimson  staih, 
'Twas  ruin,  wide  and  far. 

The  smiling  cots  no  more  appeared. 
Or  dimly  seen,  where  darkly  reared 
Their  mouldering  walls,  whose  falling  heard 
By  watching  swains,  told  them  interred 
Was  every  hope— their  home. 

The  balmy  breeze  at  morning's  dawn. 
Had  wafted  sweets  from  every  lawn. 
Till  War,  at  evening,  bade  it  fan 
The  burning  homes  of  houseless  man. 
On  burning  wings  to  roam. 

The  swain,  who  scarce  an  hour  a^o 
Trod  o'er  his  fields  nor  feAred  a  roe. 
Now  skulked  his  native  woods  below. 
And  looked  from  evevy  bndi  a  blow. 
And  waited  as  for  death. 
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Or,  if  from  hU  retreat  he  dared. 
His  flaming  home  before  him  glared. 
The  groans  of  dying  friends  he  heard. 
Or  saw,  perhaps,  the  blade  prepared 
To  cut  a  parent's  breath. 

Bat  now,  the  notse  of  war  was  o'er. 
Or,  scarcely  heard  its  distant  roar. 
And  flames  that  sweeped  the  vale  before. 
Were  sunk,  and  pained  the  eye  nio  more. 
Nor  groan  awaked  the  gloom* 

'Twas  drearest  horror's  deepest  shade. 
In  all  its  darkest  forms  arrayed. 
Where  Natnre  seemed  in  min  laid 
Upon  the  pile  that  War  had  made. 
In  silence  like  the  tomb. 


EPIGRAM 

FROM  THE  GRSEK» 


M.O  paint  the  form  is  easy,  but  the  mind 
Is  hard  :  in  thee  this  rule  reversed  we  find; 
For  visible  throughout  the  hideous  whole 
Nature  has  stamp'd  thy  crookedneis  of  sonl; 
But  that  foul  form,  whef e  no  two  parts  ag^ee. 
Who  can  delineate,  while  he  loatoea  taset? 

t+. 
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SONG. 


Sweet  is  the  balmy  breath  of  Spring, 
When  butterflies  are  on  the  wing ; 
When  songsters  warble  in  the  trees. 
And  health  is  wafted  on  the  breeze  f 
Sweet  are  the  flowers  that  ope  at  morn^ 
The  violet  sweet  beneath  the  thorn ; 
Sweet  is  the  music  of  the  grove. 
But  sweeter  far  the  maid  I  love ! 

The  rose  that  blushes  on  her  cheek. 
The  lily  white  that  paifitt  her  neck. 
Outvie  the  flowers  that  Flora  yields. 
To  grace  in  vernal  pride  the  fields; 
The  perfume  of  her  honied  breath. 
Is  sweeter  than  the  scented  heath ; 
Than  spicy  aromatic  grove. 
Far  sweeter  is  the  maid  I  love ! 

No  (empedts  in  her  bosom  rave. 
Calm  as  the  stilly  sleeping  wave ; 
As  sof^  and  gentle  as  the  gale. 
That  bids  the  vernal  blossoms  hail ; 
The  roseate  hues  that  Summer  grace. 
Are  nought  compared  to  Laura's  face  ; 
Ye  blushing  flowers !  ye  vainly  strove. 
For  sweeter  far^s  the  maid  I  love ! 

B.  CARLTLE. 
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TO-MORROW. 

» 

FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  THE  CHEVALIER  PARMT. 


JXLe  with  caresses  still  you  cheat ; 
Promises  you  still  repeat; 
And  Ze|>hyr  wafts,  in  wanton  play. 
Your  faithless  promises  away ! 
"  To-morrow/*  every  day  you  cry : 
I  haste  ere  dawn  illumes  the  sky ; 
I  haste,  bat  find  my  hopes  betrayed. 
For,  flying  constant  to  your  aid. 
Bashful  Fear,  provoking  sprite ! 
Puts  the  sportive  loves  to  night. 
Yet,  when  deluded  I  complain, 
"*  To-morrow^'  you  ^claim  again. 
Laura!  thank. indulgent  heaven. 
Who  so  long  the  power  has  given. 
In  your  face  and  form  each  day 
Some  new-born  beauty  to  display. 
Yet  hope  not  that  such  matchless  srace 
Will  always  deck  your  form  and  lace; 
For,  onward  as  he  speeds,  your  bloom 
Time  will  touch  with  withering  plume. 
Then,  O !  of  coy  delay  beware ! 

Quickly  grant  the  promis'd  blessing : 
To-morrow  you  may  be  less  fair. 

And  I,  perhaps,  not  quite  so  pressing. 

R.  A.  OATENFORT. 
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VERSES, 


Addressed  to  the  ^hutUeu  of  ChUrlevilU,  on  her  TnstUuticn 
for  Educating  the  Children  of  the  Poor  at  TlUlamore, 
Kin^s  OMUyy  Ireland. 


BT  THB  ItBT.  MBMItT  BOYD. 


XRACiNG  theBan^1  romantid  side, 

I  Hsteti'd  to  itis  solemn  song. 
As  down  the  vale,  in  winding  pride^ 

Profound  and  smooth  it  swept  along. 

But  oh !  how  chang'd  its  solemn  song 
When  heard  from  Coward's  *  lofty  broWj 

Borne  on  the  varying  breeze  alongi 
Now  swelling  soft^  now  sinking  low» 

Is  there  a  magic  in  the  bree&e  ? 

Or  do  the  winged  iEoHan  train 
Aloft  the  watery  descant  aeise. 

And  blend  it  with  an  heav'nly  strain  f 

Bat  Fancy  hears  a  sweeter  strain. 
O'er  many  a  vale  and  mountain  hoar. 

Where,  nursM  for  heav'n,  an  infknt  train 
Their  anthems  tone  on  Clodio'sf  shore. 

There,  like  the  genial  power  that  brings 
The  stagnant  waters  from  their  cell. 

And  bids  the  gentle  aephyr's  wings 
Ware,  as  they  warble  down  the  dell, 

*  An  bill  near  the  river  Ban. 
f  Qodio,  a  river  near  Tullamors. 
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Aspamcalk;  the  Uudibering  mind 
By  meagre  -wsxA,  in  durance  deep^ 

And  Sloth's  narcotic  hand  confined^ 
To.  breiik  its  dire  and  dendfy  sleep. 

O  long  may  Clodio'j  sacred  stream 

Before  that  West  asykim  glide» 
And  more  than  mortals  bail  the  beam 

That  more  than  light  ^nd  life  snpplied* 

Hark !  to  ahother  strain  afar ! 

In  boundless  space  it  runs  around : 
Hark !  how  it  roils  from  star  to  star. 

And  heaven's  wide  dome  returns  the  sound. 

There  still  young  deni^ns  of  heaven^ 
From  eairth  ascending  as  they  sing^ 

Like  soaring  larks  in  Summer  even, 
A  welcome  aid  of  music  bring. 

Still  wafted  oh  the  noiseless  tide 

Of  time,  they  come  and  seek  their  seat; 

Still  as  each  freight  of  soul's  supplied 
New  voices  to  that  ptean  sweet. 

When  Time  was  bom  the  strain  begun. 
And  love  and  mercy  was  the  theme ; 

And  it  shall  last,  when  yonder  sun 
No  more  shall  guide  his  fiery  team. 

And  still  the  chorus  shall  increase 
By  levied  songsters  from  below ; 

Till  heaven  shall  view  its  fall  degrees. 
And  time  and  tide  idiall  cease  to  flow. 
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When  time  and  tide  shall  cease  to  flow« 
And  ^earthly  hopes  are  lost  in  fume, 

Aspasia,  for  such  deeds  below^ 

Above  unfading  wreaths  shall  bloom. 

And  when  the  human  conflict's  o'er. 
And  when  the  battle's  lost  and  won. 

When  Death  his  victims  shall  restore. 
And  Zion's  beams  eclipse  the  sun ; 

Then,  in  the  record  of  the  skies. 
Such  acts  of  charity  shall  live; 

The  good  shall  see,  with  wond'ring  eyeS, 
Their  sacred  toils  the  world  survive. 

Blest  and  blessing  wind  along. 

Gentle  Clodio !  to  the  sea : 
Pure  emblem  of  the  ransom'd  throng 

That  seek  thy  shores,  eternity. 


ON  DEATH. 

TO  A  LADT. 

BT   DR.    KUSSELL. 


With  equal  speed  the  king  of  fears 
Hies  to  the  court  or  lowly  cot ; 

Nor  mov'd  by  prayers,  nor  won  by  tear«« 
To  all  he  deals  the  destin'd  lot. 

Short,  short  my  fair,  our  earthly  stay ! 

Then  print  this  counsel  in  thy  breast  ;- 
To  virtue  give  the  present  day. 

To  heaven's  disposal  leave  the  rest. 
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OH 

RECOVERING  FROM  SICKNESS. 

TO  — — 


BY   MR.   Db    CAREY.. 

vj  !  it  is  sweet  to  leave  behind 

The  couch  of  sickness  and  of  sorrow. 

From  sunny  walks  and  vemal  wind 
The  joys  of  life  and  health  to  borrow. 

But  it  is  sweeter,  dearer  hr. 

If  she,  the  lov'd  one,  shares  thy  pleasure : 
Come'  day,  or  come  the  lovers'  star. 

Rich  is  thy  favoured  bosom's  treasure. 

Yet  clouds  may  hover  round  thy  path. 
And  dash  thy  bliss  with  deepest  anguish— 

Thou  may'st  be  doomed  in  Fortune's  wrath 
In  silent  agony  to  languish. 

Or  forc'd,  alas,  from  her  I  love,  ^ 

Far  distant  ride  the  stormy  billow — 

Ah !  better,  better  still,  to  prove 
The  tossing  on  Death's  thorny  pillow. 

Soft  is  the  lover's  lasting  sleep 
By  heavenly  voices  call'd  away ; 

For  him  shall  peerless  beauty  weep. 
And  primrose  wreaths  bedeck  bis  clay* 


no 

Bat  long  and  dreary  is  the  night 

To  him  who  weeps  o'er  Fate's  beffuiling; 

Sweetly  may  dawn  the  morning  light. 
But  when  will  come  his  day  of  smiling  ? 

0  when  I  waador  far  fromthee^ 
Joyless  'mid  Fortune's  stormy  weather. 

Sweet  lady !  wilt  thou  think  of  me. 
And  all  the  walks  we've  had  together? 

1  may  be  sadly  tempest  driven. 

And  thou  may'st  mourn  a  widow'd  heart ; 
But  we  shall  meet,  nry  iov«,  iv  heaven. 
No  more  to  weep,  no  more  to  part. 


^•p- 


LINES, 


ON  HEARING  MISS  A  W.  SING  KVB'S  HYMN,  OUT 

OF  MItTON. 


BT  IVB  fCBY,  S,  B. 

I    > 


OUCH  were  the  notes  that  once  in  £den  rung 
When  Eve  her  great  Creator's  praises  sung ; 
She  sung  like  you,  with  such  a  grace  and  air. 
That  listening  angels  lean'd  from  heaven  to  he^r : 
All,  all  she  charmed,  or  angel,  man,  and  beast. 
But  raised  foul  envy  in  the  tempter's  breast ; 
This  made  him  every  stratagem  employ. 
To  spoil  her  harmony  and  blast  her  joy ; 
But  had  she  shewn  yonr  steadiness  or  mind. 
Eve  still  had  charmed,  and  free  had  been  mankind. 


in 


THE 

MAID  OF  THE  WOODPINE  VALE. 


■st-irt- 


CoMB  listen,  dear  ladies,  Pll  tell  you  a  tale« 
And  the  dear  girl  that  taught  me,  she  told  me  twas 
true. 
Of  a  sweet  little  maiden  who  lived  in  a  yale 
Where  the  wild  flowera  blossomed,  and  woodbines 
grew. 

This  maiden  was  poor,  but  tho'  lowly  her  lot. 
No  vision  of  care  ever  clouded  her  breast; 

For  how  could  unhappiness  come  to  a  cot 
Where  Innocence  dwelt,  and  Content  was  a  guest. 

But  tho'  cares  of  her  own  never  caused  her  to  weep. 
Yet  a  tale  of  affliction  could  teach  her  tPgr^eye*  ,, 

And  the  sigh  on  her  lip,  and  the  tear  on  ^er  cheek) 
Were  for  sorrows  she  pitied,  but  could  not  relieve. 

When  a  sweet  little  boy  to  her  cottage  there  came. 
And  with  tales  of  soft  sorrow  her  bosom  beguiled  | 

He  told  of  his  griefs,  but  he  told  not  his  name. 
So  simple  the  maiden,  so  artful  the  child. 

He  said,  that  the  world  he  had  fled  was  unkind. 

(And  the  tears  on  his  cheek  were  like  dew  on  the  rose) 
But  in  this  blessed  cottage,  he  said,  I  could  find 

A  home  for  my  sorrows,  and  balm  for  my  woes. 
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And  she,  simple  maiden,  the  infant  helieved. 
His  tears  and  his  pleadings  had  melted  her  breast ; 

And  into  the  cottage  the  stranger  received. 

Where  Innocence  dwelt,  and  Content  was  a  guest* 

And  need  I  to  tell  yon  this  stranger  was  Love, 
Ah  !  why  did  her  door  to  the  traitor  unck>se ; 

But  how  could  she  dream  so  ungrateful  he'd  prove. 
As  to  torture  the  heart  that  had  pitied  his  woes? 

But  never  the  rose  on  her  cheek  blossomM  more ! 

And  visions  of  sorrow  soon  clouded  her  breast. 
For  the  moment,  to  Love  she  had  open'd  the  door. 

Content  had  for  ever  forsaken  its  nest ! 

WHISTON  BUSTOW. 


TO  A  FRIEND. 


Soft  pass  thy  hours  with  life's  best  blessings  fraught. 
The  sweets  of  friendship  and  the  powers  of  thoueht. 
Health,  peace,  contentment,  mark  each  closing  day. 
All  calmly  bright,  and  innocently  gay ! 
Far  distant  be  the  hour  ordainM  by  &fee 
Which  bears  thy  virtoes  to  a  nobler  state ; 
Avert  irom  me  kind  heaven !  the  task  to  mourn. 
To  bend  in  sorrow  o'er  thy  sacred  urn ! 
Translate  me  earliest  to  some  kindred  sky. 
And  bid  the  friend  I  love  forbear  to  sigh. 

MBoaanom.  glarinda. 
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MARCH  4, 1813. 


AIarch  !  how  mild  thy  genial  hours, 
Sofl  azure  skies,  and  gilded  showers^ 
The  blaze  of  lights,  the  deepening  shade. 
Tints  that  flush  the  cloud  and  fade; 
Now  the  young  wheat's. transient  gli^am. 
Where  sunhts^  chasing  shadowi^  stream  ^ 
Now,  in  quick  effulgence  seen. 
On  vonder  slope  itssparkiing green ; 
And,  sprinkled  o'er  the  mossy,  mould,  . 
Crocuses,  like  drops  of  gold  i 
And  the  lent-lily's  p^ler  yellow 
Where  flowers  the  asp  and  water-willow; 
And  the  polyanthus,  fair 
.  Its  hues,  as  bath'd  in  summer  air; 
And  the  white  violets,  that  just  peep. 
And,  sheltered  by  the  rosemary,  sleep; 
Bursting  lilacs,  and  beneath 
Current-bttds,  that.freshJy  breathe  ^ 

The  first  spring*scent,  light  gooseberry  leaves 
With  which  the  obtrusive  ivy  weaves 
Its  verdure  dark  (this  day,  tho'  late 
Cut  off,  to  meet  a  cruel  fate) 
The  cherry,  tooj  that  purpling  glows. 
And,  full  of  leaf,  the  hedge-row  rose ; 
On  this  south-wall,  the  peach-bloom  pale. 
Where  huddles  many  a  clustering  snail; 
And,  round  the  trunk  of  yon  hoar  tree. 
Here  and  there,  a  humming  bee 

VOL.  VIII.  I 


That  wanders  to  the  sanny  nook. 
Or  seeks,  hard  by,  the  glittering  i)rook ; 
The  blackbird's  trill,  and  every  lay 
That  warbling  wild  loye,  dies  away; 
And  on  each  ash  and  elm's  grey  crest. 
Cawing  rooks,  that  frame  the  nest  , 
Anew,  or  with  parental  care 
Their  cradles  worn  by  time  repair ; 
And  lambs  that  o'er  the  meadow,  brisk 
Tug  at  the  teat,  and  run  and  frisk;  ' '  '    ' 
These,  this  moment;  meet  my  eyes,'   *  '' 
Or  my  charmed  ear  surprise- 
Sounds  that  melt,  and  sights  that  seeih'  * 
To  wave  o'er  winter  like  a  dream. 

Yet,  ere  in  recent  brightness  bom. 
The  moon  shall  fill  each  silver  horn. 
Clear  as  now  we  hail  its  rays 
Where  evening's  crimson  vest  decays ; 
Yet  shall  thy  storm,  impetuous  March  ! 
In  blackness  shroud  the  ethereal  arch. 
Sweep  those  dewy  meads  serene. 
And  rifle  all  this  garden-scene; 
Yet,  if  shoot  the  vermeil  peach, 
Tawny-leav'd  we  mark  the  beech  ! 
Yet,  but  y ester-morn,  was  driven 
Veiling  the  refulgent  heaven. 
What  numerous  starlings  down  the  waste 
As  when  howPd  the  embattled  blast ! 

Then,  shall  we  not,  my  Phchc!  seize 
Fleeting  pleasures,  such  as  these  ? 
Scar'd  by  winds  and  rushing  rain. 
Will  Spring  visit  ns  again  ? 
Are  we  sure,  when  floods  subside. 
This  amber  stream  shall  dimpling  glide. 


And  again  lo  softly  steal 
Thro'  floral  tafts,  to  yonder  dale  ? 
May  not,  where  icebolts  cease  to  beat. 
The  yo^ng^  ^oo/i^  droop  i  n  smnqpier-^  eat ; 
Scantier  ci^ep  the^langdid  rilli    ' '  '  ' 
And  the  Tocal  bowers  be  still? 
Then,  let  us  ravis'b,  ere  it  fly. 
Bliss  so  AigitiTe,  sp.coy ; 
Muse  on  each  colour's  opening  glow. 
Trace  the  blossoms  lea.lhey  blow ; 
Listen  to  the  choral  grove. 
And  drink  the  soul  of  life  and  love ; 
And,  every  breathing  zephyr  greet. 
Mingling  talk  with  kisses  sweet ! 
SMlwe.not,  my  Phebe!  seize 
ffee^g  pleasures,  sach  as  these  ? 

'  BBV.  R.  POLWflELS. 


IMPROMPTU, 

ON  MISS  O'REILLT'S  PICTURE,  179r. 
BY  BYLE8  IKWIM,  ESQ. 


vVflBif,  on  the  breast  of  Antront,  was  seen  * 
The  pictured  face  of  Herod's  matchless  queen,        ' 
Her  jealous  rival  snatched  the  peAfciPs  pride. 
And,  with  her  fears,  coosignM  it  to  the  tfde'*^.! 

But  when  with  skill,  less  happy,  were  pbrtray'd 
The  brighter  charms  of  Antille's  blooming  maid. 
Each  nymph  a  compact  fropn  her  swain  would  take. 
To  keep  the  copy,  bat  the  fife  forsake! 

*  Tba  anecdote  of  Cleopatra's  jealousy  of  Maritmiie,  is  tD  be 
ftnad  in  Plutarch. 
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ODE  TO  GENIUS, 

BY  MAKY  BU86EUL  MITFOBP. 

Spoken  {y  Mr.  Quim  «f  the  Smr^  /lufiittfioM,  1819. 


'.< 


9pibit!  that  nor  in  air,  nor  aea,  nor  earthy 

Oor  grosser  mortal  sight  hath  known ; 
Whose  heavenly  natare  speaks  a  heavenly  birth^ 

The  world  thy  kingdom^  man's  firm  mind  thy  throne; 
Genius !  thou  emblem  of  Diyioity ! 

If  aught,  save  the  Eternal-one, 
Conld  claim  the  bended  knee. 

To  thee  should  earthly  homage  bow  alone. 
And  worship  his  high  attribute  in  thee ! 

Thou  only  pure  unchangeable. 
Amidst  a  world  of  change ; 

Whose  never-dying  principle. 
Through  affes  and  through  clunes  can  range. 

Like  moften  gold  unmixed  remain. 

And  undebased  unite  again ; 
Ductile  to  all  that  virtuous  is  and  good, 
,  Nor  ever  with  the  wicked  blending  :— 

Genius!  at  thy  mysterious  altars  bending, 

A  thousand  toneues  thy  power  proclaim, 

A  thouiand  baras  exalt  thy  fame, 

A  thousand  Lyres  re-echo  to  thy  name. 


mm^^^^^m^^imm^mmam 
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Bat  none  hath  raised  th*  impenetrable  hood : 

Shrouded  by  "  exeew  of  l^ght^'^i 

More  than  by  Cimmerian  night. 
Still  hath  thy  power  been  felt,  but  never  undenrtood! 

Unsearchable  thy  source ;  and  vain 
It  were  to  seek  the  hidden  chain, 
Th'  electric  impulse,  sudden,  brightj 
That  flashes  forth  thy  radiant  light. 
We  hear  the  clasb^.we  see  the  blase. 
Bat  He  alone,  who  formed  the  maae 

Of  Man's  wild  trackless  mind  i    . 
He  only  knows  the  magic  sweet. 
Which  bids  the.  maddening  pulses  beat. 
And  spreads  unseen  its  vit^  neat. 

Like  sun-beams  on  the  blind. 
Enough  fpr  us  in.  every  race. 

Which  time  and  war  and  vice  have  spared, 
Th'  unconquerable  flame  to  trace ; 

The  sacred  ashes  guard. 

HI. 

Nursed  in  Beauty's  native  clime. 

Where  love  lay  hid  in  myrtle  bowers; 
Whence  sprang  old  Homer^s  lav  sublime; 

Whence  Sophoql^and  Pindar's.powers? 

Whence  but  from  thee  I  Oh  ne'er  again. 

So  bright,  so  godlike  shalt  thou  reign. 

As  when  the  bards  of  Greece  arose. 

Victorious  o'er  thy  deadly  foe% 
And  vanquished  space  and  time. 

Yes  proudly  eminent  they  stand. 

The  glory  of  their  fallen  land  I 


Vain  was  in  scalphired  domes  thy  trust : 

Vainly  thou  breathM'st  in  every  bust; 

Thy  gorgeous  temples  sink  to  dust ! 

Of  Pnidias  mangled  heaps  remain  ^ 

Of  Xeuxis  but  a  name ;  ^  ' 

Whilst  slumbering  nations  wake  at  Homer's  strain. 

And  dazzled  ybtaries  veil  at  Pindar's  fiame. 

Thy  mortal  body  fades  away ; 

Thy  soul  immortal  springs  to  deathless  day ! 

Alas^  how  changed  thy  classic  scene; 

Still  Athens  breathes  her  air  serene ; 

Still  fragrance  down  her  vallies  floats ; 

Still  echo  there  in  softened  notes 
Sweet  songs  of  love  from  maidens  fair ; 

But  vanished  now  is  Greece's  spell ; 

Her  cities  of  the  spoiler  tell ; 

Degenerate  and  unmourned  she  fell. 
When  weeping  Genius  fled  before  Despair. 

IV. 

Where  didst  thou  fly  ?  Imperial  Rome, 

With  thee  awhile  the  Spirit  staid ; 
And  vassal  nations  owned  thy  doom. 

And  the  world  trembled  and  obeyed. 

Then  Virgil's  song  and-Tully's  speech. 

Seemed  half  the  Grecian  strength  to  reach ; 
Till  luxury  and  vice  with  victory  came. 

And  Genius  fled  away  ! — 

Where  heavenly  Spirit  did'st  thou  stray 

Thro'  that  long  night  in  which  no  genial  ray 
Flashed  thy  undying  flame  ? 

Say,  did'st  thou  seek  in  rosy  bowers. 
The  lovely  maids  of  Cachmire's  vale. 

Re-echoing  through  the  moonlight  hottrSj 
The  warblings  of  the  nightingale  ? 


Or  didst  thon  wake  in  IceHind's  storms. 

The  magic  notes  of  Odin's  sheM^ 
And  mid  Valha]la*s  shadowy  forms. 

Sing  those  who  touquered^  those  who  fell  ? 
Or  did'st  thou  in  a  world  unknown. 
Pour  the  wild  Indian's  warlike  tone. 
Where  courage,  seeking  but  to  die. 
Climbs  undesigned  thenleights  of  Poesy? 


Still  lingering  in  thy  lovely  Italy, 

When  Europe  from  her  trance  awoke, 

Thytneteor  fire  in  Dante's  vision  broke. 
And  in  Orlando's  tale  of  witchery. 

Then  was  it  quencbe^  :-«-and  then  was  heard. 

In  northern  climes  thy  sifted  word. 

Scarce  on  the  flov^ery  plains  of  France, 

Ethereal  Genias»^  didjst  thou  glance ; 

Scarce  from  the  mitred  prelate  roll. 

One  peal  of  eloquence  to  shake* the  soul; 

While  England^  happy  England,  was;  thy  home ! 

O  never  moret  to  roam ! 

Shakspeaire  and  Spenser  claimed  thee  all ; 

And  he  who  sane  of  Eden's  fall. 

Sightless  hitotself  to  give  to  others  sight ; 

And,  the  long  train  of  bards  in  heaven-bom  radiance 
brighL 

O  Genius  of  the  liquid  lay ! 

How  sweetly  in  her  evil  day. 

O'er  Albion's  hills  thy  visions  play. 
And  breathe  thy  spirit  ever ; 

Here  fix  thy  dwelling-place  and  say, 
"  England,  I  leave  thee  never." 
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▼I. 

O  vain  and  idle  prayer !  To  give 

Unbounded  spirit  bounds  to  live ! 

Where  liv'st  thou  not?  Let  pedants  tell» 

That  only  shut  in  Learning's  cell. 

Or  in  the  Minstrel's  lighter  spells 
Thy  magic  shines  confest ; 

Still  let  them  pour  their  narrow  strife ; 

Thou  liv'st  wherever  man  has  life  ! 

Wherever  love  can  warm  the  breast^ 

Where'er  the  hero's  glories  rest ; 

Where'er  the  peasant's  mountain  nest. 
Is  snatched  from  tyranny.' 

Yes!  from  Arabia's  burning  zone. 

To  where  from  giant  natnreV  gorgeous  throne. 

The  northern  Indian  views  lake,  river,  tree. 

Majestic  aS  the  sky^  bright  panoply. 

And  calls  them  all  his  own. 
The  earth  his  vassal,  man,  man  only  free! 

Yes,  even  there,  or  on  the  I^pland  rock. 

Which  seems  the  sonndiqg  sarffe  to  mock. 

The  fisheri  whose  unceiaing^  toil. 

From  ocean  plucks  his  scanty  spoil. 

And,  like  the  eagle  in  his  ^yrie  shares,   *     ■ 

With  one  dear  mate  his  joys,  his  griefs,  his  caves; 

Yes  even  with  him;  blest  (Genius,  may'st  thou  dwell. 

And  though  the  graad'  ideas  thai  swell   • 

His  bursting  spirit,  scarce  his  tongue  caii  tell. 

Yet  not  extinct,  tho'  smothered  is  thy  Aame, 

And  brighter  the  wild  flash  that  none  may  claim. 

And  dearer  is  its  powery 

To  cheer  the  toilsome  hour,   •    '      ' 
Than  the  forced  sickly  bla2e  that  lends  wit's  flickeriDg 
fame. 
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Gentiu !  presvmptaotu  reason  may  not  dare 

Thy  boonds  to  scan ; 

But  where  is  love,  and  liberty,  and  man« 
Genjas,  thoa  wilt  be  there ! 


IMPROMPTU 

Wimpif  W  IBB 

UtlSH  MELODIES  OF  MT  DAUGHTER,  8. 1. 1809. 

BY  XTLES  IKWIM,  ESQ. 


1  Ho'  o'er  the  wild  notes  of  thy  natiTe  isle« 
The  noYel  ^race  of  Stbyenson  be  thrown ; 

As  beauty  points  her  arrowii  with  a  smile. 
And  Vbnus  ow'd  her  witchcraft  to  a  sone : 

Tho'  still  the  strain  of  Carolan  must  charm« 
Your  song,  Ierne's  daugl^ters!  still  endure; 

Pure,  as  it  flows,  with  richer  colours  warm« 
"With  all  the  wit  and  elegance  of  Moore: 

Yet,  to  these  Melodies,  from  thasten'd  art, 
Sblina's  magic  harp !  shall  praise  redound-*- 

Haste,  strike  the  choras  \  and  to  th^  feelltig  heart 
The  light  of  taste  conyey,  and  soul  of  sound ! 
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REPLY  TO  A  POEM  OF  LORD  VAUX. 

"  I  LOATH  THAT  I  HAVE  LOV'D,"  &c 

BY  J.  THELWAIXj  ESO. 


X  DO  not  loath  that  I  have  lov'd, 
Tho'  years  came  stealing  on ; 

Or  that  the  sweetest  joys  I  pro¥'d> 
Ere  time  of  joy  Was  gone. 

II. 

I  do  not  loath  that  I  have  loy'd^ 

Or  that  my  loye  was  fair ; 
For  lore's  return  to  me  hath  pro?M 

The  balni  of  «Tery  cai»» 

'  •      .  in. 

• 

How  can  L  loath  the  1ot«:  I  bore 
To  innocence  and  truth? —   . 

Or  my  own  cnV^ous  agie,  deplore 
Thei)lessin^  of  my  youth  ?— 

IV. 

For  let  but  virtue,  hand  in  hand 
With  youthful  passion  go, — 

The  love  that* s  knit  with  reason's  band 
Repentance  ne'er  shall  know. 
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V. 

Then,  Stella !  tho'  the  fires  decay 

That  lit  me  taih^  atms,  ^ 
Nor  distant  fsA  the  envious  day 
/  Shall  dim  thy  mellowing  charms; 

VI. 

The*  youthful  joys  rctui-n  no  more^ 
Rememberance  shall  remain. 

And  past  deliffhts  reeonnted  o'er. 
Shall  give  delight  again. 

•  •  • 

VIK 

Let  Memory,  then,  the  record  trb6 
Of  youthful  pateion  bring. 

And  o*er  the  wintery  fa'earth,  Venew 
The  blooming  hours  of  spring. 


TO  - 


FROM  TBS  rRBNCR  OF  CVAULIBU. 

0  TELL  me  not,  with  groundless  fear. 
That,  bending  to  some  other  beauty, 

1  may  forget  you  once  were  dear. 
And  vow  to  her  my  tender  duty.       . 

No,  loveliest !  no!  for  though  the  youth. 
Who  sees  thy  charms,  may  break  for  ever 

All  former  Vows  of  plighted  truth. 
Faithless  again  shall  he  be  nfever. 

K.  A.  DAVENPORT. 
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BALLAD. 

THE  LOVER'S  COMPLAIITr.    TO  MISS  H.  B.  ITIS. 

BY  EYLES  JRW^N>  ESQ. 


xJ !  WHAT  shall  my  fe«)ii|gs  declare  ? 

O !  how  shall  I  number  my  y^oet  ? 
Since  I  caught  such  a  glance  of  the  fair. 

As  has  banisbM  all  hope  of  repose. 
At  beauty  how  oft  have  I  gaz'd. 

Of  beauty,  how  oft  have  I  sung :. 
For  beauty  waaformM  to  be.prais'di 

And  her  smiles  to  unfetter  the  tongue! 

Hither  throng,  all  ye  tender  desires ! 

Ye  Muses!  ye  Loyes !'  hither  throng ; 
HoNORiA  awakens  my  fire«» 

^is  HoMomiA  who  merits  the  song. 
But  all  my  endeavours  are  vain ; 

Twere  madness  her  praises  to  scale ; 
A  poet !  and  not  breathe  a  strain— 

A  lover  I  and  courage  to  iail  !-* 

But  what  would  avail  all  his  art. 

When  the  poet  considers  the  theme  ? 

The  lover  with  firmness  might  part. 
Whose  happiness  seems  but  a  dream ! 
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From  a  task,  that  w^uld  pose  bigot-zeal, 

Tis  sore  no  discredit  to  fly ; 
At  her  feet  too,  where  monarchs  might  koeeU 

Methinks,  'twere  a  pleasure  to  die ! 

Tis  late,  that  I  came  to  the  plaiq,  I 

Bttt  late,  I  consulted  my  ease ; 
My  youth  was  an  era  of  pain. 

And  my  quiet — the  sport  ol-the  seas ! 
But  still,  on  what  shore  I  was  thrown. 

The  rigors  whatever  of  the  clime ; 
My  liberty  sweet,  was  my.  own. 

And  I  dreaded  no  Tictor,  but  lime ! 

Alas !  that  a  nvmpb  i»f  ihe  mfie. 

More  fatsl  than  tempests  should  be ; 
Alas!  that  the  al*rd'w«  of  Love;  ' 

Should  only  be  poison'd  for  me ! 
Whene'er  on  my  rivals  I  muse. 

To  what  depths  of  despair  am  t  hurlM — 
For  how  but  to  doubt,  can  he  choose,,    . 

Whose  rivals  consist— of  a  world ! 

Then,  since  neither  titles  nor  birth. 

Nor  talents,  her  hand  can  ensure ; 
Since  kingdoms  fall  short  of  her  worth. 

For  the  purchase — a  Crcbsus  were  poor  f 
Cease,  cease,  thy  demerits  to  heed. 

Essay  her  compassion  to  move; 
Tho'  a  shepherd — thy  truth  may  succeed, 

For  the  price  of  Honoria,  is  love! 
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THE  GOBLET. 


.1.7. 


1  HEY  tell  me^  in  the  sparkling  bowl 
There  is  a  balm  for  every  care ; 

They  tell  me^  there,  the  tortured  soul 
May  find  a  refiige  from  despair^ 

Then  gaily  pass  the  goblet  rounds 
And  freely  let  the  nectar  flow ! 

If  joy  is  in  the  goblet  founds 
Oh !  who  would  nurse  the  thorn  of  woe? 

I  feel^  I  feelf  the  glowing  tide ! 

^is  circling  round  my  frozen  hearty 
Thro'  ev'ry  vein  I  feel  it  glide 

New  warmth,  new  vigour,  to  impart. 

Come  bring  the  wreath  of  rosy  twine. 
The  harp  so  long  forsaken  bring. 

And  while  my  bosom  glows  with  wine. 
My  lip  again  of  joy  shall  sing. 

Ah !  sweet,  but  long  forgotten  strain. 
And  harp  that's  lain  neelected  by. 

Since  pleasure's  cup  was  fill'd  with  pain. 
And  hope's  fair  flower  was  doom'd  to  die. 
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Yet  look  not  back,  change,  change  the  theme. 

And  talk  of  joys  for  ever  bright; 
Think  of  the  past  as  of  a  dream. 

That  vanish'd  at  the  morning's  light. 

Sweet  the  buds  our  brows  are  shading. 

Bright  ,th^  goblet  sparkling  high. 
The  rose  of  pleasure  know9  no  fading;;    ', 

The  goblet's  ruby  cannot  die.         ' 

Of  joy,  of  joy  alone,  Pll  sing ! 

Sorrows  past  remenibVriig  never ; 
While,  my  harp,  thy  silver  string 

Pleasure's  song  is  warblifig-evec*  ' 

WmSTON .  BE1S10W. 


MADRIGAL. 

FROM  TUE  FRENCH  OF  MONTREIJU.. 


W^HY  ask  so  oft,  with  fond  alarms. 

If  constant  Til  remain? 
And  o'er  mv  heart  how  lon^  thy  charms 

Will  hold  their  wonted  reign? 

No  more  these  questions  let  me  hear. 

Since  I  can  not  reply;— 
I  do  not  know,  my  Sylvia  dear. 

The  day  when  I  shall  die. 

R*JUD^yBNPOET. 
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LINES 

mUien  in  the  Middk  of  a  Night  in  February  1 807, 
during  the  whole  qf  which  Night  blew  a  tremendous 
Humcmie. 


Wrapt  in  the  dasky  gloom  of  night 
Triumphant  rides  upon  the  blast 

The  Genius  of  the  Storm; 
Trembles  *  the  wretch  with  wild  affright. 
Within  whose  breast  with  guilt  aghast 

Conflicting  horrors  swarm ! 

Ill  fated  they,  from  Albion  torn. 
Who  bound  to  some  far  distant  shore 

Are  lash'd  by  ocean's  wave ; 
I  hear  methinks  the  shriek  forlorn 
Of  him  who,  while  mad  billows  roar. 

Sinks  to  his  wafry  grave ! 

Father  of  heaveu  !  whose  outstretched  arm 
And  might  even  thundering  storms  obey. 

These  ancient  walls  f  defend ; 
While  whirlwinds  make  with  dire  alarm 
Ob  prouder  domes  their  boisterous  way. 

O'er  tbese  thy  power  extend  1 

H.  p. 

*  Shakipeare,  King  Lmr. 

f  Wicbia  whieii  the  aatbor  was  linng. 
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IRREGULAR  ODE. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  THE  EMPRESS  CATHARINE  II. 

OF  RUSSIA. 


The  boast  of  heraldry,  the  pomp  of  powV, 
Add  all  that  beaoty,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave, 

Await  alike  tb'  ioevitabJe  hour ; 
llie  paths  of  glory  lead  bat  to  the  grave. 

OKAY. 


XX ARK  to  that  paean  song,  whose  choral  lay 

Sounds  the  glad  march  of  Freedom's  smiling  trains 
With  what  sweet  cadence  does  it  die  away. 

And  now,  how  wild  and  warlike  ring ! 
List,  Russia,  to  its  notes  so  sweet 
Winding  amid  each  green  retreat, 

.That  now,  in  more  than  mortal  strain. 
From  Tenglio's  chill  and  storm-rock'd  clime  afar. 
From  the  bleak  regions  of  the  polar  star. 
To  where  Circassians  beauties  la^e 
Amid  the  Caspian's  mimic  wave. 
From  Warsaw's  ruinM  towers  and  gory  plain. 
To  Oonolasca's  ever  cheerless  reign. 
O'er  many  a  frowning^  cliff  and  hill  sublime. 
Through  many  a  cold  inhospitable  clime, 

Symphonions  float  on  echo's  viewless  wing. 

VOL.  VIII.  K 
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I  know  her  mien  ;  I  know  her  zoneleas  breast; 
•  The  wreathed  tresses  of  her  golden  hair, 

I  know  her  rainbow-tinted  gay  cymar. 
Her  blooming  crown  and  azure  vest ; 

I  know  the  laurel-wreath  that  binds  her  brow, ' 
Shadowing  with  mellow  tints  her  beamy  face : 

How  rich  the  lustra  of  its  glow ! 
How  pure  its  grace. 

LurM  from  the  mountain's  snow-clad  breast. 
The  eagle  seeks  Woikansky's  jocund  shade. 
And  hails  thy  blest  return,  aneelic  maid. 
And  claps  his  sable  wings,  and  plumes  his  ruffled  crest ; 

The  rose  that  droop'd  beneath  ambition's  ray. 
Rears  her  pale  bloom,  and  courts  th3r  genial  gale; 
The  woodbine  wild^  that  shunnM  its  garish  day. 
Opes  at  thy  blythe  approach,  and  scents  its  native  vale : 
All  nature  seems  thy  influence  mild  to  share. 
And  Virtue  leaves  her  haunts,  and  quafis  thy  balmy 
air. 

Fatl'n  is  ambition ;  and  her  tottering  fanes 

Gleam  in  the  sunshine  of  departing  day ; 
And  flattery's  voice,  and  flattery's  soothing  strains. 

Float  on  the  night's  dull  ear,  and  Inelt  away. 
Soon  as  her  drear  approach  was  known. 
Swart  Satan  lef^  his  ebon  throne; 
And,  as  in  all  her  vices  drest. 
Her  pale  and  haggard  form  he  prest. 

In  parent's  pride  elate, 
A  few  faint  rays  of  unknown  joy 
Came  flashing  from  his  piercing  eye. 

And,  for  awhile,  eclipsed  its  beams  of  deadly  hate. 
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Then,  while  th'  inferiial  regions  rang. 
Her  name  wan  Hecate  *  niMprnng, 

And  left  her  rocking  bed  of  stone ; 
And  with  a  fitful,  gloomy  start. 
In  yice^s  agonising  smart. 

Clasped  to  her  breast  the  child  she  singled  for  her  own* 

She  lives  no  more ! 
DistaioM  with  gore. 

Beneath  yon  stoae  her  paly  corse  is  laid ; 
While  each  poor  soul  that  passes  by. 
Victim  of  lawless  tyranny. 

Calk  on  her  loathed  name,  and  imprecates  her  shade. 

The  hoary  pilgrim  slow,  with  faltering  tread 
Pauses  in  yon  portentous  gloom. 
And,  as  he  lists  her  awful  doom. 
Bears  his  claspM  hands,  and  shakes  his  silver  head. 

"  Is  this  the  dust  an  empire  once  could  sway, 
**  That  once  statf'd  proudly  o'er  h\t  Bnssia's  land; 
A  queen,  who  said,  *  VtTorld,  hear  me,  and  obeyf  \* 
Who  slaughter^  millions  with  remorseless  hand  ?— 
'  How  fallen,  fallen,  from  her  high  estate} :' — 
Due  homage  paid  her  in  the  realms  of  fate  i 
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*  Milton  thus  accents  the  word  Hecate  in  the  folloirhig  marginal 
4Meh. 

"  Wherein  thoa  rid'tt  with  Hecate , 
**  And  fiiyoar  oar  close  jocondrie»'' 

Vide  Newton's  Ed.  vol.  W.  p.  lOS. 

f  **  Who  said>st  the  distant  poJes  shall  hear  mc,  and  obey.'* 


X  Dryden's  Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day, 

k2 
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''  There,  enthronM  amidst  her  peers, 

"  Relentless  fiends  aroQod  her  ivait,    . 
And,  as  they  weave  the  woof  of  fete. 
Pour  on  man's  destined  head  each  tort'ringill— 

"  Prone  to  fulfil  their  own,  to  anticipate  her  will. 

**  What  savage  rapture  glances  in  their  «ye 

"  At  each  rife-scene  of  untried  misery ! 

**  Yes,  t heir's  the  care-corrosive  smart 

"  That  vibrates  to  affliction's  heart. 

And  wakes  in  every  nerve  the  pang  of  keen. despair. 
"  Is  this  the  queen  at  whose  command, 

"  Starting  like  bloodhounds  from  the  slip, 

"  With  speed  that  would  the  winds  outstrip, 
"  Rapine  and  war  stalk'd  o'er  Podolia's  land  ? 

"  Yes,  'tis  the  same :  but,  now,  no  more 

"  Shall  stern  captivity  protect  the  door, 
"  Where  virtue*,  suff'ring  in  her  country's  cause, 

**  Her  rightful  fireedom  supplicates  in  vain ; 

''  No  more  shall  patriot  worth  complain. 

As  When,  of  erst,  in  each  long  pause. 

The  gaunt,  grim  spectre  of  insatiate  power. 

Strode  through   the  chilly  vaults,   and    hail'd  the 
murky  hour." 

**  The  knell  f  of  death,  with  stem  control, 
"  No  more  shall  harrow  up  her  soul, 

''  Nor  stun  her  tranced  ear ; 
*'  But,  shades  of  still '  uncoffin'd  dead,' 
"  Shall  dance  around  her  rocky  bed, 

"  And  riot  o'er  her  bier.** 

*  General  KcHciusko. 

f  It  18  said,  that  for  mvMf  y^ars  preceding  hecdeatb,  Catherine 
coald  ii6t  hear  any  funeral  knell,  nor  be  witneis  to  any  funeral 
proceiaioni  without  evincing  the  greatest  horror.  Wherefore,  those 
rites  had  been  lately  perfiMrmed  at  midnight 
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Yesj  ye  who  gaapM  near  Ismaers  *  tower. 

The  victims  of  unhallow'd  power; 

Or,  ye  who  by  the  Dwina's  streanif 

"  Beneath  oppression's  banner  fell, 
**  Whose  dealh-bell  was  the  widow'sgicream, . 

**  And  '  mailed  conquestV  vannting  yell, 
^'  Now,  o'^r  her  h\],  pour  triumph's  straihl 
"  And  thouf,  whose  too-forgiving  heart, 
'•  Gor'd  bv  rancour's  venom'd  dart. 

Oft  has  felt  her  harpy  fang 

Arm  with  fresh  poignancy  each  pang^ 
*'  Head,  head  the  immolated  train  : 

*'  In  night's  wan  noon,  and  murky  glare, 

"  With  an^uish'd  mien,  with  wounds  all  bare, 
''  Dance  yelling  round  her  gore  cemented  tomb; 
^  Swell,  swell  the  grave's  impervious  gloom ; 
"  Chase  her  cold  sleep  with  wildest  screams  of  woe ; 
''  Bid  the  vengeful  torments  glow; 
"  And  mark,  in  characters  of  blood,  the  vile  assassin's 
"  doom." 


V. 


EPIGRAM. 

FROM  THE  GREEK. 


X  HB  snn  to  mortals  is  thetoorce  of  light : 
Yet  should  he  dare  insult  me  with  his  rays, 
I  would  revolt  against  th'  oppressive  blaze. 

Scorn  him,  and  rather  dwell  in  endless  night. 

ETONBNSIS. 

*  The  fortroB  of  Tsmael  was  taken  by  tlie  Raktiaos,  after  a  obn- 
tinaedtiegeoftefeainoiitks;  tlie  last  anaoll  alone,  oost  tk#  lives 
•ri5,0OOm€iL  .1  .  .j„  . 

t  Peter  III.  her  husband. 
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A  PARAPHRASE 

ON  THE  FIRST  AND  SECOND  VERSES  OF  THE  Un 
CHAPTER  OF  THE  BOOK  OF  JOE 

WBirrBN  BT  DB.  mVMIU^  ON  THE  DBATH  OF  AN  ONLY  BON. 


I. 

▼THEN  now  the  destin'd  period  ran 
,  Mature  arrives  the  wisnM-for  birth, 
Lo!  the  fond  parents  hail  their  son. 
And  all  around  is  joy  and  mirth. 

II. 

Swift  fly  the  hours,  the  days,  the  years. 
And,  see  t  the  child  to  man  is  grown ; 

But  manhood  fails,  grim  death  appears. 
And  the  poor  phantom  life  is  nown. 

iti. 

Thus,  at  the  dawn  of  genial  day. 

The  gilded  flow'r  from  earth^i  soft  womb 

Comes  smilinff  forth,  in  rich  array. 
And  glads  all  nature  with  its  bloom. 

IV. 

But,  ab !  ere  eyening  shadows  rise* 
Or  setting  sun-beams  quit  the  plain^ 

The  lovely  transient  blossom  dies. 
And  shrinks  to  earth's  soft  womb  again. 
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EVENING  BELLS. 


OumiERs  now  each  silvery  star. 

Sinks  each  sound  upon  the  gale ; 
Save  the  rural  bells  afar. 

From  the  steeple  in  the  vale. 
Once  as  Ellen  wander^  there« 
Edwin  met  the  musing  fair :    - 
''  Ellen  !  sister !  whence  that  sigh  ? 
*'  Heaves  that  pensive  bosom  why  ? 

"  Does  a  gentle  passion,  pure, 
^'  Artless,  angel-holyj  move 

"  Ellen's  breast,  her  heart  allure— 
"  Sister  Ellen  !  is  it  love  t" 

Sighs,  suppressing  now  their  swell, 

Edwin  mark'd — a  tear  too  fell. 

"  Ellen !  whence  the  half-form 'd  sigh  ? 

''  And  the  tender  tear-drop  why }'' 

m 

Twas  not  love.    Too  lon^  the  maid, 

Edwin's  open«  noble  mien. 
Sickness'  hue  had  seen  o'ershade. 

Death's  approaches  silent  seen. 
Sorrow  hela  her  bosom's  sway. 
But  fond  Ellen  could  not  say: 
"  Brother!  'tis  for  thee  I  sigh ; 
*'  Dearest  brother!  wilt  thou  die  ?" 
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On  his  cheek  life's  sunset  glow 
Lingered  ere  the  spirit  fled ; 
Some  sad  months  have  pass'd,  and  now 

Ellen,  Ellen,  too,  is  dead  ! 
Traveller !  white  their  native  hells. 
And  the  tale  each  rustic  tells. 
Claim  thine  ear,  bedew  thine  eye. 
Think  each  sinking  peal  a  sigh. 


t.  K.  c. 


THE  TEAR. 


It  LEDGE  of  sorrow,  seat  of  pleasure. 
Mingling  all  that's  sweet  and  dear. 

Pity's  balm,  and  passion's  treasure. 
Gem  of  Feeling,  artless  tear. 

Speaking  silence,  dumb  confession. 
Balm  that  soothes  the  wounded  heart. 

Beauty's  shield,  and  Truth/s  profession^ 
Pledge  of  faith  when  lovers  part. 

Dew  from  heaven,  affection's  bliss. 

Mortal  joy  to  angels  dear. 
Sister  of  the  virgin  kiss. 

Gem  of  feelings  artless  tear ! 

WHISTON  BMBTOW. 
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THE  PRAISES  OF  ItALV ; 

VIRGIL'S  GEORGICS,  BOOK  II.  T£RSE  109. 

A  metrical  Exercise  on  the'  compressive  Energy  qf  thf) 
English  Language,  pcing  translated  into  H^fmej  line 
for  line. 

BY  A.  S.  THJ£fWA,LL.' 


•  «      I 


P4ot  every  ml  prodades  every  tree. 

With  osiers,  streams ;  with  aidersy  feas  agree ; 

Iq  rocky  moantatns^  stefil  ash  delight. 

In  shores,  the  myrtle;  hills  ezposMto  lights 

The  vine.    The  yew  defies  the  boreal  blight. 

The  limits  of  the  cnltur'd  world,  behold  i  • 

The  eastern  Arabs,  the  Geloni  bold 

Have  different  woods :  the  Indian  reahns,  dispense 

Dark  ebony;  Sahara,  frankincense.  . 

Why  speak  of  odorous  shrubs,  that  load  the  breese 

With  balm  ? — The  acanthus  berry  ;r  and  the  trees 

Of  Afric,  bearing  fleeces  long  and  white ; 

Or  Serians,  ck>th'd  in  fibrous  foliage,  light; 

Or  what  the  groves  of  sea^beat  IncHa  bear,— - 

Limit  of  earth !  where,  towering  liigh:in  air. 

None  o'er  the  trees  can  urge  the  arrdwy  flight : 

Tho'  skilled  the  nation  in  the  .distant  fight. 

The  Median  boughs,  yield  gums  and  bitter  juice 

From  (lealthfnl  fruits;  and  none  of  kiihdlier  use. 

When  stepdamea  fierce  the  treacharous  goblet  fill. 

Mingling  dire  herbs  with  words  of  deadlier  skill. 

From  the'  dark  veins  can  force  the  aecret  ill. 


s 


] 


} 


} 


1^8 

The  trees  themselves  most  like  the  laurel  grow« 
In  all  are  laurel,  save  that  odours  flow 
Far-differing :  not  the  winds  that  fiopcestblow 
E'er  strip  their  leaves.     With  this  the  Medes  assuage 
Their  mental  woes,  and  soothe'declining  age. 
Bat  Media,  rich  in  woods,  or  Ganges  fair. 
Or  Hermus  dark  with  gold;  may  not  compare 
With  Italy;  nor  Ind,  nor  nactrian  land, 
Nor  rich  Arabia's  incense-teeming  sand. 
No  bulls,  fire-breathing,  plough  the  happy  field 
That,  sown  with  dragon-teeth  UMy  harvests  yield 
Of  men,  with  thickening  spears  and  horrent  shield : 
But  fruitful  vineyards  pour  the  Masiic  juiee. 
Olives  and  joyful  herds  her  plains  produce. 
The  warrior  courser  ardent  beats  the  sod : 
The  mightiest  bulls,  Clitumnus,  in  thy  flood 
Lav'd,  and  thy  milk-white  fierds,  lead  the  glad  train 
Of  Roman  triumphs  to  the  sacred  fane. 
Perpetual  sprins  and  summer  crown  our  year ; 
Flocks  twice  their  young,  trees  twice  their  vintage  bear. 
No  rabid  tigers,  no  fierce  lions  rage ; 
No  aconite  deceives  the  exploring  sage ; 
Nor  scaly,  senpents,  wreath'd  in  volumes,  lay. 
With  poison  swofai,  athwart  the  traveller's  way. 
Add  too,  our  cities  fam'd,  our  towering  halls. 
Our  towns  innumenMis,  girt  with  rocl^  walls. 
Beneath  whose  antique  base,  some  torrent  river  falls 
Need  I  relate  the  lueh  or  Lower  sea? 
Our  mighty  lakes }  mee  Larius  chief,  and  thee 
Benacus,  roaring  with  the  ocean  tide? 
Our  ports ?-^the  Locrine  lake  extended  wide; 
Tbe  sea  indignant  dashing  where  the  vrave 
Of  Julius  hears  afiur  the  billows  rave, 
Alid  Tuscan  storms  Avemus'  forests  laye 


] 


iviae; 
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Metallic  Trins,  hnmy  and  silver  ore 

And  golden  mines  we  boast:  and  precious  mor^ 

Our  hardy  rack,  Sabellaas,  Marsmns, 

Volsci  dart-arm'd,  and  sly  Lignrians ; 

Oor  Decii»  Marii^  great  Camiiltis'  line, 

Onr  warlike  Scipios,  Caesar  more  divine ! 

Who  victor  now«  on  Asia's  furthest  shores. 

Drives  the  weak  Indian  from  the  Roman  towers. 

Hail,  froitinl  parent !  hail,  Saturnia,  great 

In  arts  and  men ;  thy  glories  I  relate ; 

Dare  to  nnclose  the  sacred  streams  of  song. 

And,  thro'  the  Roman  towns,  Ascraean  notes  prolong. 


TO  A  LADY. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  TRE  THIRTIETH  EPIGRAM  OF 
THE  FIFTH  BOOK  OF  MARTIAJL 

BT  DB.  RUSSELL. 


▼V B81I  a  pot  of  cold  cream  to  Eliza  yon  send, 

Yon  with  words  to  this  purpose  vour  present  commend ; 

Whoe'er  with  this  cream  slvall  her  countenance  smear. 

All  redness  and  roughness  will  strait  disappear. 

And  the  skin  to  a  wonder  be  charmingly  clear ; 

If  pimples  arise,  this  will  t^e  them  away ; 

If  the  small-pox  should  vasxk  you,  those  marks  will 

decay; 
If  wrinkled  through  age,  or  bad  dawbing  the  face  is. 
Twill  be  smooth  in  a  trice,  as  the  best  ^^enice  glass  is ; 
All  this,  and  much  more  (could  I  spare  time  to  write  it. 
Or  my  pen  go  as  fast,  as  your  lips  would  indite  it) 
Yon  «iffirm  of  your  cream  :  and  I  would  not  abuse  it« 
But  pray  tell  me  one  thing— Do  you  yourself  use  it? 


140 


DEEDS  OF  GLORY. 

BY  MR.  J.  IRVING. 


X  ELL  me  not  of  deeds  of  glory. 
Ye  who  seek  a'laurell'd  brow. 

Ye  who  seek  to  live  in  story. 
But  as  giving  mankind  woe. 

Is  the  thundering  cannon  dealing 
Death  and  ruin  all  around. 

Music  to  a  heart  of  feeling  ? 
Or  IS  joy  in  murd^r*^  sound  ? 

See  the  storm  of  battle  taking, 
Mark  each  banaer  high  and  low. 

Victory  now  her  standard  wiiving. 
In  proud  triumph  o'er  the  foe. 

Hear  the  trump  of  joy  and  gladness. 
Pealing  through  the  vaulted  air. 

Mingling  with  the  cries  of  sadness. 
And.  the  groans  of  deep  despair. 

See  an  ag^d  motber  bending 

O'er  her  dear,  her  slaughtered  son- 
Mark  the  bitter  tear  descending — 

Hear  her  agonizing  groan. 

See  a  widow  senseless  falling 
On  her  bleeding  husband^  breast ;  ' 

Hear  her  now,  in  norror,  calling 
On  the  sword  to  give  her  rest. 
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See  her  babes  in  stapor  standing. 
And,  in  Nature's  artless  tongue. 

Still  with  tears  of  her  demanding. 
Why  their  father  sleeps  so  long  ? 

See  the  maid,  in  wildest  sorrow. 
Seeking,  'mong  the  ghastly  slain. 

Him  who  promisM  that  the  morrow 
Bound  them  in  the  nuptial  chain. 

See  her  wildly  bending  o'er  him, 
Not  a  tear  her  grief  proclaim — 

Madness  only  can  deplore  hioi ; 
Madness  call  upon  his  name. 

Talk  not  then  of  deeds  of  glory. 
Ye  who  seek  a  laurell'd  brow,-^ 

Ye  who  seek  to  live  in  story. 
But  as  giving  mankind  woe. 


APOLOGETICAL  LINES 

ON  MY  HAMP8TEAD  GARDEN. 


X  HE  jessamine,  sweet-brier,  woodbine  and  rose. 

Are  all  that  the  west  of  my  garden  bestows ; 

And  all  on^the  east  that  I  bare,  or  desire, 

Are  the  woodbine  and  jessamine,  blush-rose  and  brier: 

For  variety  little  could  add  to  the  scent. 

And  the  eye  wants  no  change  where  the  heart  is  content. 

T.  PAMU 
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MORNING. 

BY  JAMES  HOGG^  THE  ETTRICK  SHEPHERD. 


W AKEN^  drowsy  slumberer !  waken ! 
Oyer  gorse,  green  broom,  and  braken, 
From  her  sieve  of  silken  blue. 
Dawning  sifts  her  silver  dew ; 
Hangs  the  emerald  on  the  willow. 
Lights  her  lamps  below  the  billow. 
Bends  the  briar  and  branchy  braken. 
Waken,  drowsy  slumberer !  waken ! 

Waken,  drowsy  slumberer  I  waken ! 
Deep  the  moon  her  draught  has  taken 
Of  the  babbling  rivulet  sheen 
Far  beyond  the  Ochils  green. 
From  her  gauzy  veil  on  high 
Trills  the  laverock's  melody  : 
Round  and  round,  from  glen  and  grove. 
Pour  a  thousand  hymns  to  love : 
Harps  the  quail  amid  the  clover ; 
O'er  the  moon-fern  whews  the  plover : 
Bat  has  hid,  and  heath-cock  crowed ; 
Courser  neighed,  and  cattle  lowed ; 
Kid  and  iamb  the  lair  forsaken. 
Waken !  drowsy  slumberer !  waken ! 

See  how  light  the  wood-fly  dances; 
Swifter  still  the  dawn  advances; 
Pretty  limner!  see  her  hue 
Painted  on  the  amber  dew ; 
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On  the  leaf  of  beech  and  willow ; 
Oq  the  lake  and  sleepy  billow — 
Rouse  tbee«  slumberer,  from  thy  pillow ! 

Human  life  is  but  a  day ! 
Gay  its  morn  I  bnt  short  as  gay ! 
Day  of  evil !  day  of  sorrow ! 
Hope,  eyen  hope,  can  point  no  morrow ! 
Steeped  in  slotn^  or  passions  boiling. 
Noon  shall  find  thee  faint  and  toiling! 
Evening  rears  her  mantle  dreary — 
Eyening  finds  thee  pale  and  weary ! 
Prospects  blasted,  aims  misguided. 
For  the  future  ill  provided ; 
Murmuring,  worn,  enfeebled,  shaking. 
Days  of  sorrow,  nights  of  waking. 
Yield  thy  soul  unto  the  giver! 
Bow  thy  head,  and  sleep  for  ever ! 
But  rise  up,  now!  to  work  betake  thee! 
Wake  thee!  drowsy  slumberer!  wake  thee! 


ON  MISS  W 's  DRAWINGS. 

BT  Da.  RUSSELL. 


13enbath  a  myrtle  Cupid  lay. 

His  eyelids  drown'd  in  sleep's  sofl  dew. 
When  Jbora,  passing  by  that  way. 

His  quiver  seiz'd,  and  strait  withdrew. 

Hence  the  fiiir  artist's  drawing  channs. 
Her  slightest  sketches  fire  our  hearts : 

The  nymph,  possesf'd  of  Cupid's  arms. 
Sports  with  our  hie,  and  araws  with  darts. 
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I       r 

THE 

20TH  ODE  OF  THE  3i>  BOOK  OF  HORACE 

TRANSLATED  INTO  THE  SAPPHIC  METRE. 

BY  A.  8.  THELWALL. 


Do  not  you  see  more  perilous  a  combat. 
Than  of  her  young  yon  lioness  to  plunder. 
Waits  ye  ?  full  soon  your  insolence  dismay'd^  will 

shun  Uie  destruction. 
Thro'  the  surrounding  populace  she  rushes. 
Fierce  to  protect  her  elegant  Nearchus : 
Loftg  is  your  conflict,  difficult  the  toil  that 

yields  him  to  either. 
He,  the  meanwhile,  your  recompense  and  umpire. 
While  ye  send  forth  your  javelins  in  combat. 
Rends  the  light  blooming  coronal,  and  smiling 

treads  on  the  palm-branch. 
Fans  his  soft  ringlets  redolent  of  perfume. 
While  the  fresh  breeze  plays  amorous  around  him^ 
Fairer  than  Nireus,  ot  the  boy  conveyed  from 

watery  Ida. 


us 


.  •     I 


LINES 

Sent  io  tfte  Honourable Mi9$  Murray*,  with  a,Bloodstone 
Broach;  as  a  Bridal  Pre$ttnt,'l^  her  Grandfather. 


JLjet  thy  fond  lover  bring,  sweet  girl. 
The  diamond  sheeny  th'  tmsalUed  pearl; 
Let  bridal  maids  from  wintry  bower 
Call  blushing  rose  and  myrtle  flower. 
And  every  nuptial  bud  tha^  blows 
Gay  flaunting  mid  green  AJbyn's  snows; 
I  send,  not  I,  one  glittering  prize. 
To  pine  outshone  by  Charlotte's  eyes;- 
I  send,  not  I,  one  flowery  wreath 
To  fade  at  Charlotte's  sweeter  breath. 
Things  of  an  hour !  their  glories  fly 
Like  tints  that  on  a  bubble  die ; 
Or  like  the  .paioiledr dust!  that:  springs . 
On  the  gbyf moth's iwaplendent  wings;.  . 
Or  like<  the  Bveningfs-.rosy  stikdk  $  ..!><. 
Or  frailteiBcBitty's  blushing  cheek* 
Far  be  from  thee  the  fragile  joy 
An  hour  cantgiye,  an  hour  destroy !' - 
And  difierent  ftr  my 'simple  toy :  v      ■•  ■ 
Fit  ofiemg.  f«r  a  hi|fhland  maid  1 
A  broach  to  clasp Ithy  silken. platid.    ' 

*  "Noir  the  lady  of  Gtntral  Ofwald. 
VOL.  VIJI.  L 


A  simple  toy !  yet  may  it  prove 
A  speil  to  shield  the  child  I  love ! 
Each  bliss  in  that  dear  breast  to  guard  f 
Each  feeling  soothe,  each  evil  ward  ! 
And  while  its  spotted  surface  shows 
Refulgent  on  thy  bosom's  snows. 
May  never  direr  pressure  pain. 
May  never  dearer  blood-drops  stain. 
Nor  care,  nor  woe,  nor  iH  betide 
The  highland  flower,  the  hero's  bride ! 


vste 


SONG. 

raOM  THB  FR9NCQ  OF  Q«IN AVIfT* 


( 


Rbign  here,  nreet  sleep !  oilsp  all  esfeml  Iby  reign ; 

Here  shed  thy  drownest  poppies  rcmnil: 
The  senses  calm ;  calm  every  care  and  pain ; 

And  wrap  each  heart  in  peace  pTofirand. 

Flow  ye  pellucid  slreama;  but-  as  ye  flow 

Let  no  rude  wave  a  d^moor  make ; 
For  nought  sare  your  cleao  waters,  marmnting  low,^^ 

The  suence  of  tkia  ^pot  may  bfeak^ 

a.  K4  IM^YBNPORT* 
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IMPROMPTU 

WHAT  IB  BK40XT}  THE^OUISTIOK. 

mSCUBBO  TO  Ll/CrimWIM.      0T  E7USS  IKWIN,  BSO.  U99. 


t 


W.  I  '  i  i>,    ,  i 
RAT  is  beauty?  Mase^!  f/^ll  U^  /,  | 

For  vour  votaries^  credit  jealqa9* 

Be  the  charm  confin^i^  ^  ^8^^»  , :  <     .  i !  * 

Artist!  brin£  it  quicK  to  light. 

By  the  pencirs  roseate  test. 

Azure  eye,  and  snowy  breast : 

By  the  chisel's  waring  Irne,   — 

Faultless  form,  and  air  divine : 

Traito,  which  aT|iDrn|oii^^|v<{igy 

In  Titian's  works,  and  Phidias'  living ! 

Bfe the spdr by ^^tfb^i^  Wof^,  vr^/i(i/:!n  /o 
Poet!  air  its  markets  AMnd.'  '' 

Thou!  or.FaiMfy  caik^n^^i^  .  yz) 

More,  than  reasoning  minds  belieire; 
Of  ambush'd  lovesifladspsiknig  graces. 
Such  as  old  Orbecb  in  Venus  traces; 
Cia^dstMMM  th« 4MaftM.'iibiii0f  I  ! '  -r^ 
Whei^tiral  geiliii;kii€aiitHil)«kiaii 
Heitw  MMes^,  i#C  nibv -xites/n :  •.  / 
There,  opaA6etoMiKch«ifpBliil^fli0B#   •  (t  •  ^ . 
And  emeraU  Tnilbi»  wboM  Mufiy^  nagp^.    1 
Unite  witbyifftue^bkiHiaDiyuseSi         )> 
Tho'  Ihei^  «Ad>«loiisr,.atta8t  her  f^n>      '  ^  ^'^ 

l2 
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Not  all  the  Muse's  art  afTords 
From  pastoral  reed,  or  lyric  chords  ; 
Responsive  to  her  «ANi<A^.^ritigl|^  I 
Or  WiLMOT,  borne  on  Fancy's  wings; 
The  tunefiil  talent  of  GlanmIRe,  '    '  ^    • 
Whose  valley,  shelters  Phoebus*  quire, 
If  tax'd,  this  beauty  to  unfold,  * 
Could,  unalloy'd,  extract  the  gold. 
Tho'  definition  flows  the  while 
From  Lucy's  step,  and  Lucy's  smile ; 
And,  from  her  lips,  in  nameless  shapes. 
The  lovely  fugitive  escapes :     ' 
Still,  setting  copies  at  defiance; 
Proves,  but  in  life,  there's  no  reliance ! 


IMPRQ^MPTU 

ON  READING  SOME  OF  MY  pJ&ARFATn£R*$  POEMS, 
1811.  BY  A  GIRJU.PJF  FOU|lT££N. 

*  • 

COMMUNICATEfD   BY  'feVLES   IRWtN,  BS^. 

■  '  »    '.'     I  '    '    • .'  I   *     M I     '   '  '   .'  « 

JImch  ANTING  Bard !  round  t^/HAiselov'd  brcfwstbe  Nine 
Their  blooming  bayaiaiid  lanrelf garlands  twine. 
Whose  melting  verse  in^rdves,'  withigracefiil  art. 
Pure,  as  it  flows,  thU  UDgofge bf  ^b«<  h«^rt  s 
Ah!  heedless.poet!  •  fear  impending  ibt^ — 

Neelect  the  Ijre^  nor  wear  the  «nvy'd  bay  $ 
Pan,  luckless  hmdl  once  pti»v'd  Avollo's  hate. 

Then  shun  the  diBngeroa»][^ath|  and  qetae  die  lay. 


149 


THE  FAIR  REAPER. 

BY  R.  ^.  GILLIES,  ESQ. 


She  scarcely  seemed  of  mortal  birth. 

Bat  like  a  visionary  form> 
That  came  to  bless  our  lowly  earth; — 

Unmindfbl  of  the  storm. 
She  stood,  and  oft  her  golden  hair 
Did  float  in  the  perturbed  air. 

Her  Toice  was  soothing  to  my  heart. 
And  could  celestial  joy  dispense ; — 

For,  still  it  sweetly  seemed  to  impart 
"  No  storms  will  injure  Innocence,'' 

As,  bending  o'er  the  golden  grain. 

She  sung  the  wildly  plaintive  strain. 

Thus,  while  to  mark  the  moonlight  pale, 

I  seek  the  crystal  streams. 
Her  beauteous  form  is  seen  to  sail 

In  Fancy's  airy  dreams. 
And  hovers  in  the  silvery  ray 
The  guardian  spirit  of  my  way ! 


im 


THE  BASIL  TREE  OF  SALERNUM, 

W^OU  90CGACIO. 

BT  SIR  BROOKE  BOOTHBT,  BART. 


Where  Menrn^s  prood  battlements  glitter  in  air» 

On  Sicily's  beautiful  coast. 
Young  Lizabette  dwelt ;  a  maiden  more  fair. 

More  modest,  no  city  could  boast. 

As  the  rose*blQS8om>  fresh  with  the  dews  of  the  night. 

So  pore  and  so  lovely  she  seem'd  ; 
Her  eyes  with  mild  lustre  enchanted  the  sight 

Where  soft  seosibiliiy  beamed* 

In  the  care  of  three  brothers  this  damsel  was  left; 

They  were  merchants,  right  wealthy  and  proud ; 
Of  a  parent's  affections  in  childhood  bereft;, 

To  their  will  with  submission  she  bow'd. 

Their  commerce  to  aid,  they  a  yonth  entertain'd. 

From  Pisa,  Lorenzo  his  name ; 
lliegood  will  of  all  hk  docility  gaia'd, 

Well-learn'd  and  of  excellent  £ime. 
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With  all  tiMlydUIbi  heaaiy,  kui  health  dao  iiapift^ 

The  ftripHnff  waft  hit  to  behold ; 
The  giSinceof  his  eye  spoke  the  warmth  of  his  hearty 

ADd  his  curls  shon^  like  rt  Aglets  of  goUl« 

In  Lizabetl^'s  breast  Lore  soon  lighted  a  flam^i 

That  death  could  extinguish  alone ; 
B^fbte  she  suspected^  thfo'  alt  her  ine  iTame^ 

[The  subtile  infection  had  gone. 

The  flush  of  her  cheeky  her  iove^hmgaishiog  cfye. 

Her  sadness,  Lorenzo  away^ 
The  quick  startiug  tear,  and  the  half^aMith^r'd  sigh^ 

Her  passion  too  plainly  betray. 

Lorenzo's  soft  bo«dai  retiirn'd  the  bright  flaunt  $ 

CXer  his  ardent,  afiectionaite  sdul. 
Their  ages,  their  beauties^  their  feelings  the  sailie^ 

The  passion  insensibly  stole. 

Does  Love  know  degrees  ?  or  of  fbrtune  tidte  heed  i 

Oh  no,  little  cares  ho  for  these. 
Nor  riches  nor  rank  do  his  votaries  need. 

All  they  ask  is  the  blessing  to  please. 

Thetr  inniicettt  lores  they  atfree  to  conceal. 
For  the  pride  of  the  brothers  they  knew ; 

To  witness  their  v&tf^,  to  the  Virgitfi  appeal. 
And  swear  on  the  cross  to  b<  true* 

Oft  in  secret  they  met  in  a  neightxmriog  bower* 

With  all  the  derotion  ef  lere. 
By  one  of  the  brothers^  ift  iH-ISlted  hour. 

They  together  Were  seen  ifi  the  grore« 


13^ 

Full«ef  regQ  and  disdain^  to  the  others  he  hies,  > 

The  pride-woanding  tale  to.ioipart. 
''  Lizfibetta  disgraces,  our  hoaour/'  he  cries, 

'^  SedacM  by  liorensso's  base  art.^' 

A  speedy  revenge  they  agree  sh$U  be  .ta'en. 
That  Lorenzo  roost  fall  they  decide.     , 

Blood,  by  treachery  -sbed^  to.  wash  off  honour's  stain  \ 
O  detestable  madness  of  pride ! 

To  effect. their  dread  purpose^  a  voyage  they  pretend. 

To  Palermo,  on  business  of  weight; 
The  faithfnl  Lorenzo  engage  as  their  friend,  .    . 

And  hide  in  caresses  their  hate.     . 

The  youth,  like  an  ionocemt  victim,  they  lead ; 

Unarmed,  unsuspecting,  be  goes, 
Arriv'd  in  a  solitude  meet  for  the  deed. 

He  is  slain  by  his  merciless  foes. 

The  murder  to  hide  the  assassins  make  haste; 

His  corse,  without  sepulture  due. 
They  inter  on  the  shore,  and,  the  sand-hill^  replaced. 

Their  way  to  Palermo  pursue. 

Nine  watchful  long  days,  nine  disconsolate  nights, 

Lizabetta  their  absence  had  mourn'd. 
O  heavens!  what  transport  her  bosom  delights 

When  she  hears  they  are  safely  return^ ! 

She  flies  like  an  arrow  to  welcome  them  home — 
"  Dear  brothers  you  have  staid  very  long;" 

No  Lorenzo  she  saw — no  Lorenzo  was  there-^ 
The  welcome  expir'd  on  her  tongue. 
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Then,  trembliog,  ai  la«t«  she  adyc^tu;^  to.tay^.    .-. " 
And  where  is  Lorenao,  your  friend  ? 
Have  you  left  him  behind  ?  op  ^ome  bwness  to  stay  ?-— 
Your  steps  he  is  wont  to  attend  V 

With  voice  sharp  and-angry,  they  frowning  reply'd, 

*'  And  what  is  Lorenzo  to  you  ?  ,     . 
*' Modest  maids,  to  their  sampler  and  prayer  book, 

^        "appJy'd,  ,  .'       . 

"  With  young  strangers  have  nothing  to  do.'^ 

Forc'd  her  sighs  to  suppress,  her  breast  inwardly  bled, 

Beny'd  in  the  day-^ime  to  weep. 
All  night  bitter  tears  o'er  her  pillow  were  shed. 

Nevermore  to  know  peaceable  sleep* 

"  Return,  O  return,  my  Lorenzo  so  dear, 

"  Return  to  this  bosom  again  ! 
**  Lorenzo !  Lorenzo !  thy  Lizabette  hear, 

*'  Ah !  l^t  her  not  call  thee  in  vain  V* 

Torn,  wounded,  disfigured,  all  ghastly  and  wan. 

On  a  sudden  before  her  he  stood. 
How  sad  was  his  visage  !*  how  faded  and  gone  ! 

And  his  l)right  hair  was  dabbl'd  in  blood*. 

"  And  could'st  thou,"  he  cried, "  ever  doubt  of  my  love  ? 
"  Or  believe  that  from  thee  I  could  stray? 
Death  only  a  passion  like  ours  can  dividfe. 
Death  only  could  keep  me  away. 


**  By  thy  barbarous  brothers  thy  lover  lies  slain; 

''  Henceforward  our  union  is  o'er. 
"  Oh  call  not  on  me !  Alas,  'tis  in  vain ! 

*'  Adieu — thou  wilt  see  me  no  more« 

*  Shokfpeare. 
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"  On  thft  fthbte,  ftt  Ib^  ttiid-hinft,  my  body  it  Hlid ; 

"  Near  the  pinistre^ii  tbat  ware  «ii  the  tight 
**■■  Of  Saiht  Magdalen's  ehapel.''--^Wheii  thl«  he  had 
said. 

He  Tanidi'd  at  once  from  her  sight. 

Ere  the  break  of  the  datvn,  %Yk€  ^wakett'd  her  "HxAA, 

H^r  secrets  and  sotte^^  who  shared. 
Told  her  all  that  the  horrible  vision  had  iMiid, 

And  to  visit  the  place  they  prepared. 

iThro'  the  city  they  passed,  sank  in  silent  repole. 

Pain  and  sorrow  alone  were  awake ; 
By  the  gate  where  the  cause-way  due  westerly  gote. 

The  road  to  the  sand-hills  they  take. 

And  soon  was  Saint  Magdalen's  chapel  in  view. 

And  the  pine-trees  that  waved  on  the  right; 
The  place  as  described  by  the  spectre  she  knew. 

And  was  ready  to  die  at  the  sight. 

t* 

The  leaves,  on  the  earth  that  were  recently  shed. 
They  remove  with  their  trembling  hands: 

And  there,  where  it  lay  in  its  dark,  narrow  bed. 
The  body  they  find  in  the  sands. 

Grim,  ghastly,  disfigur'd  he  lies  on  the  ground, 

A  model  of  beauty  before^ 
Rent  with  many  a  hideous  and  merciless  woundu 

And  his  ringlets  all  clotted  with  gore. 

Round  the  dead  mangled  carcass  her  white  arms  she 
threw. 

And  pressed  his  cold  hand  to  her  heart — 
^*  And  is  it  ibr  this  we  have  sworn  to  be  true? 

^*  Is  it  thus  we  meet  never  to  part  V* 
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'*  O  YmAj,  4Qar  tody/'  BiiiM^A  then  oikm . 

"  This  place  is  unfilled  m  youj     • 
''  T}M  already  foU  day>  I  ^tieat  yom  te  rise,   • 

''  And  depart  from  thia  horrible  Tiewk^ 

To  the  charch*yard  the  body  tkey  ti^  lo  oeHTej, 

And  place  it  in  coaaeerata  ground^ 
Bat  to  bear  it  aloag  in  vaia  they  eHaJr, 

Their  efforts  too  feeble  wtas  falifidL 

The  bead  tnm  the  tr uok  they  than  aeverM,  and  plac'd 
In  a  scarf,  where  the  eye  Bsigfatdilcerfi 

Sweet  eoiblisnis  of  lore,  which  bet  naedle  had  trac'd 
As  a  gift  for  her  loTer's  returti. 

They  buried  the  corps  aa  before  in  the  kaads» 

And  branches  and  leaves  o'er  it  laid. 
On  their  knees  to  Saint  Magdalen  liftM  their  handtf. 

For  his  soul  while  they  fervently  praycL 

Thro'  bye  ways  asd  streets  onfreciiianted,  the  heady 

Unseen,  to  her  chamber  they  bore. 
The  scarf  on  the  carpet  pale  Liaabctte  spread^ 

And  by  it  lay  down  on  the  floor. 

His  poor  lit  id  lips  sh«  a  thousand  timte  kiss'di 

As  cold  as  the  monninent  stone : 
And  the  heart  of  a  tyger  alone  tvoald  resist 

To  join  in  her  pitifnl  moan« 

To  wash  the  dark  staina  that  di^figor'd  his  face. 

No  water  was  wanting  I  ween ; 
The  fbantaiii  of  tears  that  descended  apace 

All  the  blood  waa  suffici^nti  to  deaa. 
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In  her  bed-chamber,  hcing  the  sun's  early  rays. 

Stood  a  vase  in  the  window^  recess. 
Which  'twas  Lisabette's  pleasure  in  happier  days« 

With  the  sheets  of  eaoli'season  to  dress. 

Devoutly  the  head  she  deposM  in  its  round. 
And  the  love-broider'd  stiarf  laid  upon. 

Then  corer'd  it^deepwithiveBh  sbitrrom  the  ground. 
And  a  basil-tree  planted  thereon. 

With  herflowing  tears  water'd  and  fan'd  with  her  sighs. 

The  basil-tree  floBfishing  grows ; 
And  morning  and  night «  sweet  odour  supplies. 

That  like  incense  to  Lizabette  rose. 

Her  brothers  observe  her  decline  day  by  day. 

As  a  fall'n  flower  wither  and  fade ; 
''  Yonr  beauitifal  sister  her  life  weeps  away, 

''  She  is  heart^struck,''  the  neighoourhood  said. 
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We  see  her  all  day  bendinff  over  a  vase, 
**  In  the  opposite  window  mat  stands. 
In  action  as  one  at  an  altar  that  prays. 


>rays 
pafe 


*'  And  round  it  she  wreaths  her  pale  hands/' 

When  this  they  had  heard,  they  by  stealth  in  the  night 
Prom  her  chamber  the  flower-pot  bore : 

O  God,  how  she  griev'd  at  return  of  the  light. 
The  shrine  of  her  saint  there  no  n^ore ! 

"  Restpre  me  the  rase !  bring  the  basiUree  back !" 

Was  still  her  disconsolate  cry. 
So  sorely  she  griev'd,  and  no  succour  would  take. 

That  they  judged  her  in  danger  to  die. 
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AlarmM  and  much  wondering  what  it  should  be. 
They  examined  the  vase,  where  they  found 

The  remains  of  a  head,  all  horrid  to  see. 
With  a  scarf  for  a  winding-sheet  bound. 

They  knew  it  again  by  ittifil^tets  of  gold ; 

And  seizM  with  a  sudden  dismay. 
Their  conscious  affright  to  eaclLJ>ther  they  told. 

And  fled  from  Messina  away. 

On  her  bed  lay  poor  Ljzabette,  no  more^^^ise,      ,  // 

Bianca  sat  weeping  beside ;  !w  ' 

Still  demanding  the  vase,,  the  te^rs  /{treaqii'4.^0|q|i  Jb,ar 

Till  she  sunk  on  her  pillpw and  died^ .!.(,. 

■  '  I  .  ■  ':  t  I 


'   I 


1     .  '  •  '  ( 


CANZONET. 

PftOM  TBB  ITALIAN  Ol^  THE  OCflT;  W«.S«MNpBB. 
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dwBBT  flower !  I  place  thee  on  the  tomb 

Of  her  my  soul  .lovM  best ; 
Bat  changeful  here  wiji  be  thy  bk>dm. 

As  on  her  bcavleous  breast. 
For  there,  affection's  asdent'^ow  ^ 

Thy  yivid  fanta  mAde  fly ; 
And,  ah !  on  .this  dear  dust  I  know  i .  /         *    -  > 
That,  cliilPd,  thou  soon  must  die. "  '' 

R.  A.  D. 
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Where  skill  t  tn'^et  a  friend  ?  i  pine  alone. 
And  sadly  treasure  up  my  joy  and  smart ;   ' 

For  T,  ahs,  Aave  no  beloved  one. 

Alike  in  all,  in  years,  pursuits  and  heart; 

And  lo !  the  boyish  years,  that  oft  impart 
The  strongest  cement  to  the  after  bond. 

Have  fled  away,  ■  and  yguih  wtl^-soon  depart  ;— 
Cold-hearted,  cautious  manhood  is  beyond. 
Shut  up  in  friendtriiipia,.^«)t>riied,  firm  and  fond. 

Against  newcomers.    Har¥f  the  piercing  voice 

Of  stent  and  lK>avy  time  Imbis  bid  bmi  makemy  choice. 

And  there  is  surely  one  (if  we  could  meet) 

A  little  like  the  picture  in  my  brain ; 
But  some  far  glen  is  trodden  by  his  feet. 

He  shona  the  aoise  of  vvlgpir  crowds  pfobo^. 
Then  oh !  if  any  wandering  oC  my  slram 

Should  reach  your  vaUayy  my  btlov'd  to  ke^ 
When  breathes  my  pi^,o'er  gteoonng'siqiiiafe  plain, 

In  trembling  tones  of  8orfDWy«**>kiiov  tl»t  ke^   . 

Who  sines  so  tender  on  a  dUstaatteav 
Is  thine.    Arisa,  im  search  oi  his.  relroit, ' 
Follow  the  moaaep. y«atii,.aad  weat.last  shallntiaet 
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SONG. 


Havb  vou  not  seen  the  ri|>pfing  stream 
Along  tne  moss-clad  margin  gleam  ?— - 
H|hre  yoa  not  seen  the  ij^ving  snow    • 
O'er  yon  cM  heafthy  monataiii  Mew  ^-^ 
As  pnre^  bnt  tibt  8C».col4^  the  lofe^ 
That  tty  poor  threMring  heart  dofh  mdve. 

Have  you  not  seen  the  bashful  rose 

Its  gently  o(>ening  budid  anelose^ 

A»  half  an  wilting  to  nnvetl 

Its  beauties  io  the  rnder  gale  ?->- 

As  pure«  afl!  niodesl;  is  tliQlpv^, 

That  my  |mr>  tbr^l^l^iog  kwrt  drtb  owre- 

Have  you  not  seen  vrith  amorous  coo 
Qis  downy  qm^  tb«  turde  woo^ 
Withoul  QA«  w^ndtrii^  )«iih  Iv^  ^Mnty 
Fat  («Mb  bit  ch^mifir's  side  a4ir»y  ?«-tv 
Aft  tme^  %i  tender  is  ttm  lefve* 
Thai  my  poor  throbbing  heart  doth  mo?e« 
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^Have  you  not  seen  the  lily's  stem 
Bedew'd  with  many  a  pearly  gem. 
But  droop,  when  falls  tiie  beating  rain. 
Without  a  hope  to  rise  again  ?— 
As  pure,  but  hopeless  is  the  love. 
That  my  poor  throbbing  heart  doth  move. 

tlHOOUT,  APSIL  1811.  J.  C. 


THE  EMIGRANT'S  FAREWELL. 

..     ■  .  •   .  .  .  .    .    .  • 

ARBWELL,  lovely  land*  Y'Jpejre  ii^  youth  I  ji^e«ported. 
Ere  sorrow  ai^d  c^^e  tADgbt.my  bosfoitt  Xq  ipowm : 
Adieu,  native  mouat^iiiufi fifomyou  Fm dep^rltefi* * 
And  my  beaUag  beart;whiBper4:Q0.mor«^^  return. 

O'er  my  cheeks  are  the  big  tears  of  sorrow  now  streaiA- 
>ng,  . :     •. ./  ■  •.  r..v    .-  .• 

And  Nature  resumes  .in  my  he^rt  all  he^^way  ; 
In  my  eye  every  scene  >ofmy  cbildboodri^  lieaming^ 

But  from  those  lovely. scemes.  I  ain,^r  ^(kr^^wfay* 

Thou  land  of  my  forefiithers !'  must  I  then  leaVe  thee. 
And  suffer  ambifion  to  tektipt  me  to  rMm  ?  '      ^ 

In  yon  foreign  land  will  affection  receive  me  ? 
Or  there  shall  I  find  what  I  leave— a  sweet  home  ? 

Ah !  no :  for  misfortune  my  steps  still  attending;  < 
Will  doom  my  'lorn  bosom  to  ans[uisfa  and  woe : 

Not  a  sigh,  not  a  tear,  on  my  ashes  descending ! 
Not  a  bosom  to  beat  with*  affection's  vrarm  glow ! 

mb;  j.  iavwG. 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

H^  aueried  thai  no  one  above  the  Age  of  Thxrly  coM  be 

in  Love, 


1. 

Ln  youth's  early  dawn,  can  this  gloomy  opinion 
Possess  my  sweet  friend,  that  the  heart's  so  soon  cold  ? 

Can  she  gravely  maintain,  that  Love's  mighty  dominion 
No  longer  can  sway  us,  when  thirty  is  told  ? 

II. 

Can  she  truly  believe,  that  our  life's  dearest  treasures. 
When  their  first  tide  is  ended,  no  longer  can  flow? 

What  is  this  but  to  say  that  the  Spring  has  its  pleasures. 
And  that  nought  of  delight  can  the  Summer  bestow  ? 

III. 

When  our  tbirtt  is  told,  if  the  flame  of  aflection 
^  No  longer  should  dazzle  with  meteor  rays. 
Yet,  sanction'd  by  reason,  and  prov'd  by  reflection. 
It  burns  with  as  bright,  but  with  steadier  blaze. 

IV. 

And  let  her  noi  think  that  'tis  Fancy's  suggestion 
That  bids  me  asainst  her  my  judgment  uphold ; 

I  once,  young  like  her,  might  have  laugh'd  at  the 
question. 
But  now  feel  we  can  love,  when  our  thibtv  is  tol4« 

>: 

VOL.  Vlll.  M 


«f 


im 


SONNET. 

ON  THE  LATE  DUCHESS  OF  GORDON. 

DY  SIR  BROOKE  -BOOTH^T^  BART. 


Is  liien  the  brigfal  6xpaDfif«  spirit  flowD^ 
That  wont  to  animate  the  admiring  throng } 
Does  the  fair  theme  of  many  a  poet's  song 

Exist  in  pleasing  memory  alone  ? 

GoRooH  iagone;  and  we  our  loss  bemoan ; 
Remains  there  oae^  your  ft^iic  tribes  amoftg. 
Who  can,  like  her,  the  sprightly  hour  prolong? 

Tell,  ye  gay  circles,  she  to  you  was  known ! 

Happy,  when  others  happy  she  could  make. 
And  utHie  so  well  knew  how !  none  knew  so  well 

The  sweeten  sympathies  of  life  to  wake. 
And  all  its  cares  and  sorrows  to  dispel ! 

High-^muided,  friendly>  open,  and  sincere. 

Ye  kindred  spirits,  join  the  heart-drawn  tear. 


SONNET. 


BY  THB  LATB  JOHN  LETDBN^  II.  D. 


uajw!  how  the  merry  lartc'b  loud  earok  ring^ 

While  wavering  on  the  morHing'tf  dewy  brealh 

The  spider's  silky  web  hangs  o'er  the  healb  a 

Soariogy  re  searing  high  on  quiTering  wing# 

Her  winding  notes  to  sad  reoMinbraoGe  brilig 

The  moody  nnnngs  of  youth's  earlier  day^ 

When  on  the  yellow  curiii^  moss  I  lay. 

To  hear  the  fint  wild  music  of  the  Sprtbg^ 

Which  o'er  my  ao»l  a  pleasing  sadness  tbreW  s 

Then  he»ring>  as  by  stealthy  a  feeble  sigb^ 

I  mns'd  how  m«rtal  man  so  soon  mnsl  did^ 

And  pensive  Tiew^d  the  sky  so  mildly  bhie* 

Farewell,  soft  chHdish  grieft,  thatbul  presi^ 

The  cheatiesr  sorrows  of  matahsr  ag»4 

m2 
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SONNET. 


BT  THE  SAME, 


Xn  ridges  green  the  peopled  church-yard  heaves. 
Where  musing  flow,  from  human  footsteps  far, 
I  often  pause  to  see  some  falling  star 

Twinkle  by  glimpses  through  the  shivering  leaves. 

And  there  beneath  the  languid  cypress  shade 
I  love  to  mark  a  shapeless  mossy  stone 
Of  former  days,  that  now  remains  alone. 

And  wish  my  head  at  last  may  there  be  laid  i-^ 

For  there  the  peasant's  sober  steps  shall  pass. 
When  the  slow  sabbath-bells  to  church  shall  toll. 
And  wish  a  prayer  in  silence  for  my  soul. 

While  his  rude  staff  divides  the  rustling  grass* 
Than  proud  sepulchral  pomp  to  me  more  dear 
Shall  be  the  peasant's  sigh,  the  peasant's  tear. 
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SONNET. 


BT  THE  SAME. 


Still  on  my  soul  that  awfnl  hour  shall  rise^ 
Wheu,  bounding  h6me  from  the  red-blossom'd  heath. 
Full  in  my  view  the  coq>se-like  form  of  death 

First  burst  in  horror  on  mine  infant  eyes : 

The  sheeted  bed  of  melancholy  white. 
The  death-watch,  and  the  dog's  long  dreary  howl. 
The  ghostly  terror  lest  the  parted  soul 

Should  glide  before  the  shuddering  watch  at  ni^t; 

The  sable  bier,  the  wailing  female  cry 
When  slow  the  sad  procession  mov'd  away 
I  well  remember,«--and  for  many  a  day 

I  mus'd,  and  hop'd  that  I  should  ne?er  die. 
Vain  hope !  for  death,  since  that  tremendous  honr> 
Has  been  the  canker-worm  of  pleasure's  flower. 
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SONNET. 

TO  MILFORD  HAVEN.    ON  Li^DING  AFTER  A 
SEVERE  TEMPEST,  1798. 

BT  ETLES  IRWIN^  ESQ. 


if  am'd  haven !  whose  capacious  arms  embrace 

A  dear  expanse,  to  float  Britannia's  pride ; 
Or  give  kind  refuge  to  the  wandering  race. 

Sore  Tock'd  by  Boreas'  breath,  and  Neptone's  tide ; 
Thy  banks — ^if  aught  enrichMby  Sharbpbare's  strain. 

The  neking  scene  of  Imogew^i  distress. 
Were  subject  meet  for  minstrel  rotce  profane. 

Thy  beauteous  banks  my  Totive  song  should  bless. 
Yet  may  he  hope— who,  late  escap'd  the  grave  ' 

Of  Ltcidas,  to  taste  poetic  dear ! 
For  thy  still  bosom  changed  the  stormy  wave-— 

Yet  fondly  hope  the  hour  propitious  near. 
From  Cambrians  vales  when  navies  shall  emerge. 
Fill  all  thy  winding  ports,  and  ride  the  Atlantic  wirge ! 
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SONNET. 


OH 

JLEAOIHGTSBPOBIfS  OFA€aBLOFTHUDrfiBII»  I6ia 

BY  THE  SAME. 


With  anxious  thought  the^  paxeol  eye*  hi«  ctuld. 
Whose  ripeniog  talents  sanguine  hope  outrun } 
Like  flowrets  rare,  that  wait  the  kindling  sun^ 

To  throw  their  tints  and  fragrance  o'er  the  wild. 

And  oft  of  care  that  parent  was  beguird. 
Who  mark'd  to  .&ine  h^  youthful  genius  soar. 
Fraught  with  the  timasures  of  poetiq  lore;. 

While  every  Muse  on  Fancy's  darling  smird ! 

So,  deep  sequestered  in  the  Psiasic  stream. 
Mid  coral  caves  the  pearl,  unheeded,  lies| 

Till,  given  to  day^  it  drinks  the  orient  beam« 
And  claims  the  homage  of  admiring  eyes: 

Selected  now,  to  grace  Inikisiam's  throne. 

Its  Instre,  matchless,  and  its  price,  unknown ! 
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SONNET. 

On  rtadh^  the  Poems  qfHurdis,  qfiter  a  penual  qf  Sir 
Jcikua  Rejfnoldi'9  Academic  Discourse  on  Gaine^ 
brought 

»T  T.  PAUK,  ESQ. 


XuucH  of  thy  Bemblance,  Cowpeb,  do  we  trace. 

Much  of  thy  tender  and  attractive  air. 
In  moral  Hurdis;  though  with  equal  grace 

He  thy  poetic  mantle  might  not  wear. 
Of  Gainsbbough  thus,  whose  pencil  lent  a  charm 

That  vied  with  nature  in  her  rustic  state, 
Dtfoni  preserved  a  glow :  and  Hoppner,  warm 

With  love  for  Revnolds  gave  his  tints  a  date 
Beyond  their  own  recording.— Now  th^  prey 

All,  all,  of  death ! — the  pupils  like  their  peers 
Set  in  dim  night.    And  though  but  halos  they. 

Of  orbs  that  still  may  shine  for  numerous  years  ; 
Tet  was  their  lustre  such,  it  leaves  a  sigh 
That  they  are  like  to  fade  from  thankless  memory. 
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SONNET. 

TO  THB  SWALLOWr 
BT  MR*  J.  M.  LACY. 


UAIL,  gentle  swaliow,  hail !  when  you  appear 
We  deem  itsammer  time,  and  pleas'd  we  riew 
Thy  coming  flight,  which  nature  bids  be  true ; 

^is  thisy  swift- winged  bird,  that  makes  thee  dear: 

And  long  we  loye  to  have  thy  presence  here. 
To  watch  thy  sweeping  course  above  the  wave. 
Or  see  thee  stoop  thy  plumed  wing  to  lave 

In  streams,  that,  like  the  sky  they  shew,  are  clear. 

But  when  declining  summer's  beam  grows  fiiint. 
You  wing  your  way  to  lands  unknown  to  gloom. 

Where  no  cold  blast  shall  give  thy  flight  restraint. 
Where  winter  dares  not  bring  his  bitter  doom ! 

Thus  still  you  live  in  ever  blooining  bow'rs. 

Midst  one  unchanging  roand  of  gladsome  suouner  hours ! 
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SONNET. 

To  the  late  Honourable  Alexander  Fraxer  Tytler,  Lord 
Woodhouselee,  on  hU  removal  from  the  Civil  to  the 
Criminal  Bench. 

BT  MISS  MfTFORO. 


Sweet  in  the  sound,  when  by  Valclusa's  cell. 

Where  Sorga's  murmuring  waters  softly  glide. 

The  sighing  breeze  now  sweeps  the  rock's  tali  side. 
Now  faintly  mingles  with  the  river's  swell. 
Each  mournful  sound  of  Laura  seems  to  tell. 

Of  Petrarch,  constancy's  and  learning's  pride  ! 

And  of  that  love  so  pure  yet  so  decried. 
Which  woke  to  Laura's  name  his  peerless  shell. 

Champion  of  Petrarch's  vindicated  fame. 
Most  deeply  hast  thou  felt  its  melody—  ^ 

Now  sweeter  dearer  sounds  thine  ear  shall  claim^ 
When  stainless  innocence,  from  danger  free. 

When  rescued  penitence  shall  breathe  thy  name^ 
And  pour  one  trembling  prayer  for  Woodhouselee. 
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SONNET. 

Toa  Friend,  en  his  asking  me  why  1  had  not  lately  written 

9f^  vers^^ 


Fled  is  the  Muse,  who  once,  with  magic  power. 

Her  beans  of  orient  light  vas  wont  to  throw 
O'er  the  dark  cloud  of  m^oy  a  lonely  hour ; 

An4  warm  my  »itik«9g  heart  with  rapturous  glo^« 
Fled  is  the  muse !  90  Ipager,  as  I  stray 

At  dawn  or  dusky  ^¥e  t^  woods  ai^g, 
Sh^  heavenly  partner  of  my  devious  way, 

Inspirea  th^  m\A,  entbwastip  «»og. 
No  more,  w^  mgk%  mi  silence  hold  ^beir  veigo. 
She  hovers  round  my  couch  of  cs^f  and  paiii« 

And  bids  bright  forms  from  starry  realms  appear : 
Averse,  she  flies !  my  apul  to  woe  she  leaves} 
Nor  joy,  nor  hp^,  thai  drooping  soul  receivfls; 

But  all  is  cold,  and  desolate^  aod  dmar. 
1808.  a,  A.  OAvmirMT. 
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SONNET. 

I 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  MONUMENT  OF  THE 
DEFENDERS  OF  SARAG08SA. 


BtLOY^D  and  bonour'd^  here  the  relics  rest 

Of  those  in  Saragossa's  walls  who  fell. 

What  time  the  accars'd  Napoleon  sought  to  quell 
The  flame  that  glowed  in  each  Iberian  breast. 
Death  vainly  firownM,  in  direst  horrors  drest! 

Nor  sword,  nor  circling  fires,  nor  rending  shell. 

Nor  treacherous  mine,  nor  all  that  aids  to  swell 
The  storm  of  war,  their  dauntless  souls  depressed. 
Bewail  not  thou  with  tears  the  glorious  brave : 

No !  let  thy  heart  with  patriot  thoughts  beat  high ! 
Here  kneel,  and  swear,  upon  their  haliow'd  gra?e. 

Like  them,  a  tyrant's  myriads  to  defy ; 
Like  them,  to*  spurn  the  loathsome  name  of  slave ; 

Like  them>  to  toil,  to  combat,  and  to  die. 

a.  A.  DATKKroaT. 
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SONNET. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  COLONEL  SGHILL,  1809. 


Brixt  was  thy  toane,  braye  Schill !  but  dassling  hhiit 

(Ver  that  brief  course  the  star  of  glory  shed : 
Tvnm  thine,  for  fetter'd  realms  the  sword  to  raise ; 

And  dare  a  foe  who  smote  those  realms  with  dread, 
^was  thine^  at  honour  and  at  freedom's  caU> 

To  scorn  of  danger  and  of  death  the  frown; 
Twas  thine^  awhile^  to  triumph  o'er  the  Gaul, 

And  nurse  the  dreams  of  conquest  and  renown. 
N(»  wert  thou  doom'd  those  Tisions  to  resign : 
Ere  hope  expired,  to  press  the  field  was  thine ; 

Nor  hear  the  taunt,  nor  wear  the  chain,  of  foes. 
Bless'd  was  thy  Ate !  who  would  not  rather  own 
The  few  and  glowing  hours  which  thou  hast  known. 

Than  long  and  languid  years  of  indolent  repose  ? 

R.  A.  DAVBNPOaT. 
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SONNET. 


TO  THE  Sl^mtt  Ol^  THfi  LATE  QUEEN  OF  ^tTSBIA. 


Though  never  oad  celestial  beings  feel 

The  spirit  of  dark  rereage^  yet  sure  the  glow 
Of  righteous  triamph  o'er  their  breasts  may  steal. 

When  tyrants  sink^  o'erwhelmM  by  riiame  and  woe. 
Then,  from  the  realm  where  hymning  seraphs  kneel. 

Bend,  O high-minded  qneen!  thy  glanee  below: 
Heaven  hcars^  at  length,  the  giVMtiing  world's  appeal ; 

And  dooms  the  stern  oppresMn^  overthrow. 
He  toweri  not  now,  imperial  tktdr  halPd 

By  thronging  myriads,  in  their  slayish  mood ; 
As  when  the  fire*  of  Pmssiflfs  star  were  paM, 

And  Jena's  plain  ^e  Prnssian  blood  embmed  t 
He  iie» !  he  fliM !  in  ahades  of  daifmett  velPd ; 

By  all  the  wnrth  of  eaith  and  hetTen  puMitbd. 

JiM.  181S.  B«  A.  DAVENPOBT. 
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SONNET. 


TO  V APOLBOK,  PLYING  FROM  WIUIA. 


LoNB  Fugitive !  where  are  the  throngs  that  late 

Thou  led'ft  ki  martial  pomp  ?  Well  may'st  th^ii  start! 

Fallen  are  nnnumber'd  legions  I  small  the  part 
That  Urea,  to  curse  thee  with  a  rancorous  bate. 
Close  at  thy  heels  the  Ross,  in  tictor  states 

Comes  thundering  on ;  and  terror  chills  thy  heart* 

In  every  band  thousee^  of  death  the  dartj 
And  hear'st  in  every  breen  the  voice  of  fiite. 
Proud  Lord !  tby  boasted  star  with  dimmer  ii(^t 

B^nstobun!  In  solitary  woe 
Thus  ever  may^  thou  fly,  and  wild  affnght* 

So  Persia's  king,  bis  connttem  hosts  laid  low. 
Urged  o'er  the  insulted  wave  bis  lonely  flight. 

And,  shuddering,  thought  each  sound  announc'd  tbe 
vengefbl  foe. 

R.  A.  DAVBMPORT. 
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SONNET, 

TO  NAPOLBON,  RETURNED  TO  PARIS^  DEC.  ISlff. 


Omcb  more  enthron'd  amid  thy  alares,  why  loun 
Thy  furrowM  brow  ?  Why  rolls  thy  troubled  eye. 
While  o'er  thy  cheek  in  quick  succession  fly 

Alternate  red  and  pale?  What  grief  devours 

Thy  haughty  mind,  that  thus  thy  spirit  cowers? 
Thou  mourn'st  not  that  thy  warrior*  legions  lie 
Livid  and  stiff  beneath  thejboreal  sky ; 

Nor  yet  that  dreadful  glance  thy  heart  o'erpowert. 

From  orphans,  widows,  childless  parents  cast. 
No !  flashing  on  thy  mental  sight  appear 

Visions  more  formed  a  soul  like  thine  to  blast : 
Baffled  Ambition  points  the  broken  spear ; 

And,  trampling  in  the  dust  thy  trophies  past, 
ScoKM  shows  thy  laurel  wreath  now  rent  and  sere. 

m  A.  OAVBNPOaT. 
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SONNET. 


A  MEMTfiBAANEAN  SCENE. 


Who>  od  the  shore  of  yonder  rocky  isle, 

"  Sits  desolate^  and  o'er  the  watery  vast 
"  Gazes  with  dead  and  hollpw  eye  i  No  smile 

'*  O'er  his  wan  cheek  seems  ever  to  have  past, 
**  Hope  in  bis  heart  is  withered :  keen  the  blasts 

"  The  bitter  blast  of  woe,  has  smitten  there, 
**  Even  heaven  itself  from  mercy  sure  has  cast 

"  That  sunk,  lorn  wretch,and  sternly  cried— despair.'' 
''  Yes !  heaven»abai)doDed  he^  and  plunged  in  gloom ; 
''  Yet  wail  him  not;  his  crimes  have  earn'd  his  doom: 

''  Unwept,  unmourn'd,  unpitied,  be  his  fate. 
''  He,  who  thns  lonely  sits  beside  the  surge, 
''  Was  once  of , earth  the  terror  and  the  scourge :  > 

"  Thou  see'st  Napoleon,  long  miscaird  the  Great.'' 

a,  A.  DATENPOET. 
VOL.  Tin.  N 


m 


Composed  in  a  rustic  Seat  overlooking  the  Ridtu  o/Boitan 

Pn^iy,  Y»kdite. 

TIMB>  AN  AUTUMNAL  MORNING, 


H-  /J       .  '  .      ' 

ow  hxliAX,  t,Ue  ^Wf  bow  pure  the  ftjf. 
How  wide  tpe^prospectj^  apq  ho^tair. 
And  gentfy  breathes  the  silent  morn. 
And  bfighi\y^g\ttaaa'ihe  dew-getb^  thorn ; 
Tl^e  grey  mists.  Unannag  an  ^  flooda^ 

Mid  way  e^braqi  ^91  P^affg^  )Yi?^# 
Which  risin^^  trpvfL  the  y^}^  w  J\i^  . 

W^ve  in  the  breezy,  andi  niinsle  yi^ith  the  sl^Vi 
Y^  mosfiy:,  gfey,  «i^  .rui«'«l  pites. 

Where  siiperatitipn.  9«<fp  Jj^llJ.  9Wgi;}f:^ 
Now  sparkle  io  thp  sopny  ray ;       ^ 
The  swain  no  fonger  shuns  the  walls. 
Of  pow'rftil  monks,  in  mitred  stalls, 
Nok  longer  shuna  ll^  (Ml^  with  dread, 
Svlif^f  bJ^.Pock  amid  the  harmless  dead. 


Maiestic  trees  df  TftrioM  kfliAi, 
Bow  to  tiM  stredtn,  iiiMi  isbtfrt  the  irioii^ 
Wearing  the  Kyery  of  Vlie  y€zt,  ' 

Thi  git^n,  Ihi^  y^llb#,  and  th«  seeir  t 
The  graoeful  ash,  wbo0^  chfcqivpi^'d  sba^ 
Admits  the  sdftbieaai  in* the  glade ^ 
And  iif IVerrr  birch,  whose  drooping  tifnk 
Sighs  rii  the  breete,  dtid  trembles  ifi  the  stortn: 

The  stately  elm  for  solemn  grove. 

For  noontide  li#aUr«»4*  haunt*  of  love ; 

The  aged  monarch  of  the  woods. 

Who  moTes  bis  empire  to  the  floods ; 

The  lofty  pine  of  de^^e^  hue. 

The  moolaering  abbey's  monrnfal  yew ; 

And  willows  by  the  river  side. 

Kissing  the  ripling  stream  they  bend  to  hide. 

Yon  fisher,  a«  he  onward' treatcfti 
The  pebble  8ht>i«es,  dr  daisied  tai^eds. 
Watches  the  spHftgirig  trout,  ^M  tli^ies 
His  arts  to  Wih  the  speckled  pi^e. 
All  day  he  tempts  the  scaly  brood. 
By  shallow  stream,  or  shady  wood  ^ 
Nor  deenis  hfs  jby6us  ikbo^f  dodfe,. 
While  gleaftiil  one'  ray  of  the  dep^rtiTii^  AiA. 

Oh !  for  a  magic  hand,  to  trace 
^Each  yarioos  beauty,  and  each  grace. 
With  glowing  tints  of  pow'rful  charm. 
As  PoQssin  grdttd,  a^  LoMiitie  wafiii ; 
Then  should  thfe^e'  scenes  for  ever  ^eai^ 
The  mellow'd'  ntstre  of  ttte  yeaff , 
NorTempOT  Vafle,  nt^  Ari^^ stf eainb, 
Slllf|tM'the  virion  of  my  waking  dream. 

n2 
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Scenes  of  deligbt  fbr  ever,  df  ^r,  ^  ;  ^ 

Whence  springs  .this  ^ly«  pJeasingtearj 

Whence  com.e^: the  melancholy  ppw'O 
To  chase  ,ik^  soiile  fr^om  this  bj^ight^hour  ?-r^ 
From  gratiti|d<i^.  the  t/^ar^-firops  star^  .(  / 

And  holy  reverence  of  the  hearty      ,  ,    ,  , ,  ' 
To  Himiwhose  band  outspread  the  plains^ 
Whci;^'  love,  and  joy,  and  endless  beauty  reigns, 

T.  C.  H— ^ 


THE  FIRST  TEAR. 


f. 


.Ah,  why  to  npy  too  feeling  mind 

Is  this  my  native  place  so  jd^^i^-^ 
As  if  it  )iad  some  chain  to  b^n^. 

In  lasting  links,  my  being  tiere  ? .. 

II.      ^• 

I  need  not  ask  !  'twas  this  calm  scene 

Witnessed,  ere  yet:,  a  strangler,  I 
Had  mingled  with  tumultuous  men. 

My  purest  grief,  my.punsst  joy.  '    •  ^ 

in. 

For  'twas  this  spot^  on  ray  young,  cheek  -  • 

Thi^t  saw  the  first  emotion  rise. 
That  saw,  its  little  woe  to  speak. 

The  FifUT  TEA.R  dim  my  infant  eyes  1 

„       .  :.  .      E1SV.  JU  POI.WHELE. 


K' 


181 


PART  OF  THB 

m 

FIFTH  ELEGY  OF  MILTON  IMITATED. 

BT  THE  REV.  H.  BOYD. 


CrLO  Time  a^in  renews  his  circling  dance. 

And  wakens  Nature  from  her  yearly  trance; 

He  calls  the  western  sales ;  the  gales  obey. 

And  o'er  the  plains  their  breezy  wings  display. 

Once  more  the  fields  renew  their  transient  bIoom« 

And,  gently  thaw'd,  their  vernal  vest  resume. 

Was  it  a  dream  ?  Or  did  a  heaven-sent  ray 

Visit  my  soul,  and  let  in  more  than  day? — 

It  was  no  dream,  the  tuneful  god  returns. 

My  thoughts  mount  heavenward,  and  my  fancy  burps. 

Returning  Spring  renews  the  mental  soil. 

And  wakes  her  powers  for  some  unusual  toil. 

Castalia's  gifted  streams  I  seem  to  hear! 

Her  cloud-cap'd  summits  in  my  dreams  appear ! 

With  holy  themes  I  feel  my  bosom  glow. 

Prompted  by  heaven,  spontaneous  numbers  flow; 

The  power  appears,  his  laurels  nod  afar. 

Imagination  mounts  his  burning  car. 

Thro'  vagrant  clouds  my  disembodied  flight 

Visits  the  smile  of  day,  the  frown  of  ancient  night. 

Th'  eternal  mansions  of  the  bards  I  see, 

Her  mystic  wonders  heaven  displays  to  me  : 

Above,  her  pomp  unfolds,  her  splendours  glow. 

And  hell  her  stage  of  horrors  spreads  below. 

What  heaven-sent  rapture  swells  my  heaving  breast? 

Whfit  sacred  fury  thus  invades  my  rest  ? 

Tib  Spring,  which  g^ves  my  kindling  fancy  birth. 

Glad  SpriDg,  whoie  nuptial  zone  adorns  the  earth : 


She  wakes  the  woodland  choirs^  the  Mase's  strain > 

O  may  she  never  call  the  Muse  in  vain  !— 

*        <f        t       ♦ 

Now  midst  her  infant  blooms,  the  vocal  grove 

Hears  Philomel  renew  ber  stratva  of  love. 

Here>  to  Augusta's  heedless  crowds  I  sing. 

Her  lonely  descant  celebrates  the  Spring ; 

Season  of  life  and  joy,  whose  w^lcojme  re'^n 

From  every  voi9e  demands  a  tributary  straia ! 
*    «        «        «        « 

Now  Sol  remount^  the  vyide  eth»erea^l  roa^d^ 
And  cold^ootes  hails  the  coming  God* 
Old  Night  her  falling  tyranny  deplores. 
Her  banner  furls,  and  half  disbands  her  powe^. 
And  ere  Calisto  wheels  her  tardy  round. 
Thro'  the  wide  circuit;  of  the  blue  profound, 

?eiC  frighted  coursers  meet,  with  pale  disma^^ 
he  purple  vi^ward  of  amending  day^ 
Nor  round  the  palace  Qn  th'  OJympian  st^p 
The  starry  hosts  their  livelong  vigils  keep; 
The  time  is  past  for  stratagem  and  fraud. 
No  ambush'd  giants  threat  the,  thuQd'ring  god. 

Wrem^  chacM  by  lights  the  partins  skai&wii  flee. 
From  yon  high  clln,  that  overlooks  the  sea. 
Some  early  shepherd  hails  the  Lord  of  day. 
As  o'er  the  flood  he  points  hia  level  ray. 
"  The  wat'ry  fair*,  with  all  her  boasted  charjp;, 
"  Not  lonff  aetain'd  you  in  her  i^ure  arms  ;* 
''  Or,  hapTy  when  3'ou  touch'd  th'  Atlantic  wave, 
"  Deceiv'd  thy  flame,  and  sought  her  pearly  cave  !" 

Glad  Cynthia  now  resigns  her  cloudy  car. 
And.  seeks  the  woodland  range  of  sportive  war; 
And,  pleas'd  her  brother  grants  an  easiec  task, 
Dofis  Ojer  pale  cresc^nty  and  nocturnal  nask* 

♦  TMtii.. 
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His  rosy  portress  thus  the  flame-rob'd  god. 
Ere  bis  brignt  wheels  have  marked  the  heaT'hly  road. 
Accosts, "  O  leave  the  coach  of  langaid  age. 
An  hoary  spoase*,  in  life's  declining  stage. 
Befits  not  thee !  Behold !  thy  hunter  boy 
On  yonder  hill  expects  the  coming  joy  r' 
Love's  crimson  glow  detects  the  conscious  dame. 
Yet  fitttshe  pliesner  steeds,  ifoMaktes  to  crown  herflame. 

Earth  smiles  in  youthftil  pomp.    She  flin^  aside 
Her  mourning  stole ;  and,  like  a  youthful  bnde. 
Displays  the  alldreihciAt^^f  H^r  /^yrial  26ne, 
And,  softly  smiling,  courts  the  distant  sun : 
Nor  courts  in  vain,  the  qji^n'ft  jbmperial  charms 
Subdue  the  monarch,  andTfiis  pride  disarms. 
Her  nuptial  crown  she  wears,  a  rosy  wreath. 
And  all  Arabia  whispers  in  her  breath. 
Hark !  how  she  w^ooe^  Hihi  fi^ih  yb^  ^y  ^iWfef 
(A  scene,  like  Cybde's'  i^deaTdfldV^ 
Her  handUiafd  I^ii^f^^de^ts  the  if^dd^d  Ait", 
And  adds  new  cfaatms'  tb'  h^t  Ml^ic  ^r. 
Like  Proserpine,  in  Enna'^  valM  bidhefd' 
She  seems,  when  g|lb6iAy  fills  his*  Idve  r^V^hPd; 
Hark !  how  the  tlmU'^el^iiMte  tfafy  si^. 
And  every  amorous  br^e^  Adi"  que^i^  betHk^  V 
From  their  soft  bed,  ia  India's  spicy  grove 
Thev  breathe  6f  Paradise;  afatf  #Ufn>%r  Ibv^  : 
No  dowerless  maid  invitesliei'lbv^  Mttiles^ 
Nor  with  Uadk  peuuryth^'slnttf^ilM: 
Besides  her  wealth,, in  bo6ndl6s^  prb^lect  seten; 
Her  flowery  ch'aplet,'  abd^heVVfest  of  green. 
Beneath  her  blue  hills,  and' her  pTimdent  wobdk^ 
Deep  in  the  bosonk  of  hbr  stalling  floodir. 
She  boasts  her  untold  sobt^mrauean  storek. 
Her  mineral  chambers,  and  her  gemmy  floors. 

*  Titlioins,  bosband  to  Anrors. 
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A  SONG. 

DV  »AKV  HITSSELL  MrTFORD. 


Sweet  is  the  balmy  evening  hour; 

And  mild  the  glow-worros'  light; 
And  soft  the  breeze  that  sweeps  the  flower. 

With  pearly  dew-drops  bright. 
I  love  to  loiter  oa  the  hill. 

And  catch  each  trembling  ray  ; — 
Fair  as  they  are  they  mind  me  still 

Of  fairer  things  than  they- 

What  is  the  breath  of  closing  flowers. 

But  feeling's  gentJeat  sigh  ? 
What  are  the  dew-drops'  crystal  showers. 

But  tears  from  Pity's  eye  ? 
What  are  the  glow-worms  by  the  rill 

But  fancy's  flashes  gay  ? 
I  love  them,  for  they  mind  me  still 

Of  one  more  dear  than  they. 
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A  MORNING  SALUTATION. 


JLhou  rose  of  my  love !  from  thy  slumber  arise ! 
The  dawn  from  the  orient  empurples  the  skies ; 
The  lark  the  bine  regions  of  ether  explores. 
And  exulttng^y  trills  nis  wild  notes  as  he  soars ; 
Now  they  sink  in  soft  murmurs,  now  rapid  and  clear 
AH  their  melodies  pour  on  the  wondering  ear; 
The  drops  of  the  dew,  liquid  gems  of  the  morn. 
Dart  their  tremulous  rays  mm  the  white-blossomM 

•  thorn. 
And  opening  its  leaves  to  the  breath  of  the  gales. 
Each  bloom  and  each  floret  its  fragrance  exhales. 
But  nor  odours,  nor  sonin,  nor  bright  hues  can  impart 
A  pleasure  to  ffladden  thy  lover's  rond  heart. 
When  absent  mm  thee  he  still  thinks  ou  thy  charms; 
And  sighs  to  be  folded  once  more  in  thine  arms ! 
Then,  rose  of  my  love !  in  thy  beauty  appear. 
And  the  songs  and  the  odours  again  will  be  dear; 
The  beams  of  the  dawn  with  fresh  glory  be  crown'9. 
And  the  soul  of  delight  breathe  enchantment  around. 

B.  A.  DAVENPOKT. 
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PHELANS  ORPHAN  BOY 

A  TALE. 


Hark  to  that  8lM«lt^  tte  Briton  cheers ! 
On  ocean's  breast  a  foe  appears ; 
The  sons  of  Gallia  meet  mm  far 
The  siff  nal  of  a  desperate  war» 
They  feel  'tts  ne  inglorious  strife,^ 
That  knell  was  rting  for  many  a  life ; 
But  ofsuperlor  numbers,  yain. 
They  give  them  back  their  shout  again : 
Near  and  mone  near  the  vessels  drew« 
The  hostile  bands  appeared  in  view 
With  healing  heart,  and  vengeful  eyej 
That  flashM  the  hope  of  victory ! 
His  sijpal'sh^U  the  boatswain  pliesj 
Swift  to  his  post  each  seaman  ules;, 
Yet  gallant  Phelan^  loth  to  part,. 
Still  held  hit  Anna,  to  his  hearty 
And  folded  ia  a;  Ibnd  embrace 
His  infant  boy,  whose  beaming  face 
SeemM  in  new  jpy  and.  smiles  to  glow^ 
Unconscious. of  his  parents'  woe. 
^  But  Pheian  must  delay  no  more. 
For  hark,  the  deep*U>nM  cannons  roaiv 
A  proud  defiance  England  spoke 
In  burst  of  thunder,  flame,  and  smoke ; 
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With  pei^  iM  lopi  the)  Oai^b  r«p)]r> 

Theft  P#ijk  the  vmhiIi  qF  alauglHer  plyj 

While  many  a  gallant  seaman  dies. 

And  tomky  a hero^a^ng  liet ! 

Bat  shriek  ^sd  gre^a  «ve  b^rd  ii»  UM^re* 

Lost  in  the  camoQi^  i^indcir  f«»n. 

Poor  Aneft  kwre^  Ibe  »]|iM»/b  of  wo^ 

And  busy  ia  the  bioid  bdow 

The  dying  spolhis>  the  wNMiodf 4  ten^. 

And  pity,  with  aesiste^ee^  bleadali 

Her  hnsband'a  Memi  wfKW  meetft  ber  sigbl^. 

Borne  bleeding  firem.  tb^  thiofces^  Sgbt; 

Bat  while  sb«  cabns.  the  sftPnt^B  hif9f(gi^ 

And  lulls,  wiftb^bope,  bis  paegS'  lo^  feetj 

She  hears  the  weuoded  messmete  telit 

How,  bjj^  hisi  sid^  ber  Phelsm  MU 

And  on^  the  deck  new.  bjleedi«g  ljes> 

With  none  to  cbise  bia  dying  eyes! 

She  heard  no  more^-rwilb.  panting  breath 

She  rnsbed  thffNMb  thunder,  fkimes,  abdl  death. 

And  caught  beo  Pfaelaa  from  the  gmnnd, 

(Where  m^ny  a  se^aiBQ  dropt  around)'; 

She  cbwpM  Um  dytagp  toi  ber  beaut. 

Her  voioe,  b^c toueh- could  lifeisEipart^ 

His  eye  shoua  mtk  ai  mpaient'a  bgbl, 

ThenbeariljFi  it.doi'd  in.  night!;. 

He  raised  bis  bead  to  meet  Iwr  kis% 

And  then  his  sooL  would  part  ini  bJies-^  * 

Oh  tale !  too  dreadfnl  to  repeat ! 

Ere  yet  their  mournful  lips  coald-  aaeeW 

A  bajl  canse  aim'd  with  mtbiess  sway. 

Her  bending  head  was  torn  ajway.  I 

Ere  Phelan's  spirit  wias^'dtifes  flight, 

Agaiabis  eyesuaoksfotoJiglUii 
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The  shock  a  moment's  life  supplied^ 

One  look  he  gftTe — then  groan'dj  and  died. 

The  battle  ceased,  the  cannons'  roar 
Now  died  npon  the  distant  shore. 
And  silence  hnsh'd  the  tumult  loud. 
For  France  to  British  Talonr  bow'd : 
The  tempest  raging  iujeach  breast. 
No  longer  fed,  had  ebb'd  to  rest; 
But  even,  in  their  hoar  of  pride. 
For  Phelan  and  his  faithful  bride. 
They  deeply  mourn  ;  and  those  who  stood 
Then  foremost  in  the  strife  of  blood. 
Now  give  their  souls  to  feeling's  sway. 
And  almost  weeping  turn  away. 
No  aid  from  grief  the  dead  can  fipd. 
Yet  one  dear  pledge  remains  behind ; 
Their  iqfant  boy^  of  all  bereft. 
An  orphan  to  the  world  is  left ; 
With  all  the  warmth  of  seaman's  breast 
A  hundred  fathers  round  him  pressM, 
And  vow  the  tender  child  to  rear. 
And,  like  their  own^  to  hold  him  dear! 
But  who  the  mother's  care  will  give } 
Without  her  aid  he  cannot  live ; 
The  stream  of  life  that  gave  him  breath 
Is  stain'd  by  blood,  and  seal'd  in  death. 
They  sigh  and  gaze,  and  muse  and  sigh. 
And  hope,  yet  fear  the  boy  muMt  die  ! 
When  one  with  sudden  rapture  spoke, 
CTwas  heav'n  itself  the  thought  awoke). 
The  boy  shall  yet  a  mother  find^- 
A  goat  thafs  in  the  ship  confin'd. 
Whose  playliil  kid  has  chanc'd  to  die. 
May  now  tne  nurse's  aid  supply/' 


** 
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Joyful  they  hail  the  happy  thought, 
' Instant  the  shaffsy  nurse  is  brought: 
Oh !  wonderful  is  nature's  sway^ 
The  infiint^  as  it  smiling  lay, 
A  mother  in  the  goat  has  found — 
The  seaman's  hope  with  joy  is  crown'd« 

One  grave  receives  the  faithful  pair. 
Their  boy  is  left  their  messmate's  care ; 
The  nurse  now  fondly  loves  the  child. 
That,  like  its  kid,  in  sporting  wild, 
And  sternest  hearts  can  gleam  with  joy 
To  bless  poor  Phelan's  orphan  boy  * ! 


SONG. 

FROM  THE  FaSNCH  OF  PATEIX. 


laiGHSf  and  looks,  and  soft  attentions. 

Well  a  tender  flame  reveal; 
He  who  least  his  passion  mentions 

Oft  is  .found  the  most  to  feel. 

Though  fro;m  his  lips  the  fair  one  hears 

No  word  his  wishes  to  discover. 
Yet  he  who  serves,  and  perseveres. 

Plainly  proves  himself  a  lover. 

R.  A.  DAVENPORT. 


*  The  aflbeting  ciieumftaaees  raoonM  by  the  abo?e 
•tory  actually  toek  place  on  hop^  the  Swallow,  in  a  gallant  and 
•aogiifaiairy'«i|iyeiBent  with;a  very  superior  force  off  Fngos. 
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,  K>0'rsaKah. 

« 
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WRITTRH  FOR  A  ORAFHfCAL  DBStGK. 


Jr  ooR  Sarah,  ere  the  day  was  c Wd. 

Her  half-meard  infants  hush'd  to  bed. 
Her  aged  father  too  Fopos'd, 

Sat  near  her  wheels  and  weeping  said — 
"  O  Natare  \  spare  thiH  aehtiig  heart 

''  The  bitterest  plHig  a  h«an  caA  kudw; 
"  O  spare-^lest  wai^fs  corititlsing  sttitft 

"  My  trembling  teasott  oterthroK'. 

**  And  yet,  ah  me  t-^a  drobping^  sire; 

*'  A  husband  distant  far  at  sea, 
"  Childreoi  too  young  to  Work  for  fci*e ;— ^ 

"  What  can  betide— but  penui'j!'  ?"—     * 
''  Avast  there !  (cried  a  neighbour-tar 

''  WInt  lt«a»4  llMdee|^y««t«fifv'd  mma) 
''  Here,  ukemj^  p;rit^«4«r^«R]voP^wlR*/ 

''  Tift  Dick,  your  busb^  bAttgi  Wtf  6#tf.'^ 
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Rescned  Arom  all  that  anxious  dread 

Which  hardly  lets  the  safferer  live, 
When  infant  hunger  craves  the  bread 

Which  parent  love  has  not  to  give ; 
Poor  Sarah  feels  her  heart  expand 

With  more  than  mother's  wonted  joy, 
^4^  bliaistj9|pfb  tm  unseen  bap4>  "^ 

Prompts  the  same  lesson  to  her' boy. 


EPITAPH 


<    i 


I . 


ON  If  RS,  BRQOKE»  THB  MOTHER  OF  MRS.  IRWIN, 

•   ''t)*UpijfN,  1T9I. 


er  BVLsa  ibvtim,  esq*. 


How  may,  from'Nature'ii  hand,  Aflfeetfon  wanQj 
The  pencil,  t^  depict  her  daughter;  steal ; 

Revive  the  charms,  pecufiar  to  her  fbrtd. 
Or  teach  the  portrait  with  her  n^nre  to  feel  I 

From  chaste  Simplicity'  ktv  mhimmihi  Avvvt^^ 

From  dove-ey'd  Canimnveacb  uBUtmitk'dthotght ; 
To  mild  Religion,  pose  conttnt  sli&owi'd. 

And  Virtue,  fcur  its  own  effulgeDce  sp^bt! 
Then  drop  the  p^r(H>so — ^Ihou !  whoa^  busy  braast 

Swells  with  a.lo64»  (QO^  nigb^y  for  thy  art : 
How  loT'd  Si,i9A  W9«»  her  lo^  bow  blest  1 

Y^  WfftI  mi  parents !  if,  like  her,  impart ! 


^^" 


193 


THE 

SORDID  CITIZEN  OF  THE  WQRtD. 


L#i¥Es  there  the  man,  who  never  sighs 

Far  off,  his  natal  spot  to  see  ? 
He  may  be  rich*— he  may  hfi  wise — 

But  is,  in  sooth,  no  friend  to  me. 

And  breathes  there  oiie,  whose  nt>wns  r^pel 
The  prattling  child,  that  clasps  his  knee? 

The  world  his  worth  may  faJazon  well ; 
But  he  is  not  a  friend  to  me. 

And  doth  he  live,  who,  stern  and  cold. 
His  kinsfolk,  shuns  of  low,  degree  ?  ;; 

Though  on  his  sideboard  glitter  goldi  \ 

No  friend  is  such  a  wretch  to  me ! 

Anlcl,  who  forsook  the  dying  couch  ' 

Of  (dd  cdmpattion  can  there  he  ? 
His  virtues  rare  may  all  avouch;    '     - 

He  never  was  a  friend  to  me« 

Such  have  I  seen  attract  the  gaz'e 
Of  thousands  to  their  pageantry— 

But  they  and  I  go  different  ways^ 

Avaunt  !-^they  are  no  friends  to  me  f-^  ' 

ttv.  a.  pOLwavLV. 
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LINES 

h^  in  a  romaniic  Sumtntr  House,  hmli  on  the  Banki  qf  a 
beataifiU  lUtU  river,  in  South  Wakt. 


f  AiBBST  of  nymphs !  who,  as  in  murmon  low 
Throngh  these  biest  seats  ^hv  bubbling  stresunlets  flow, 
Hanntest  some  grot^  upon  whose  mossy  green 
The  print  of  mortal  footstep  ne'er  was  seen ; 
While  loftier  bards,  with  lyre  moN  nobly  strung. 
Thy  flowery  banks,  thy  whispering  rills  have  sungi 
Ah  scorn  not  one,  who,  of  far  humbler  flight. 
Views  but  with  distant  gaze  the'  Aonian  height ; 
Content  as  yet  to  cull  those  flowerets  sweet 
Which  bloom  unfading  at  its  hailow'd  feet! 
*  To  her,  whose  hands  with  unobtrusive  art 
Fresh  grace  to  thy  transparent  streams  impart. 
In  cadence  soft  these  grateful  lays  rehearse. 
Nor  let  disdain  reject  the  huAible  verse ! 
Oft  as  she  seeks  thy  banks  with  pensive  tread, 
A  calm,  before  unknown,  arouna  her  shed ; 
And  as  she  strays  at  evening's  twilight  hour. 
Let  Elves  lei^d  up  the  dance  around  this  bower; 
Let  harps  unnumber'd,  hid  from  mortal  sight. 
Charm  her  enraptured  soul  with  soft  delight; 

*  The  lady  wlio  built  the  tmnatr  hoiiM. 
VOL.  yiiu  6 
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Then,  while  around  the'  unearthly  strains  combine 
Her  thoughts  to  swell  with  ecstasy  divine. 
Let  Fancy  whisper  to  her  wond'ring  mind. 
That  she  has  left  the  world,  the  busy  world  behind  ! 

H.  p.  1809. 


THE  MOUNTEBANK. 

FROM  THE  FaBNCH  OP  ST.  GBLAIS. 


^T  market  once,  a  Mountebank  aloud 

Proclaimed  he'd  show  the  Devil  to  the  crowd  : 

The  wondrous  news  strait  through  the  village  flew ; 

Men,  women,  children,  round  the  booth  it  drew : 

Not  one  there  was,  though  old  or  lame  were  he. 

Who  did  not  hurry  the  i^ul  fiend  to  see. 

Forth  stalk'd  the  Mountebank  with  gravest  look ; 

An  open  purse,  with  downward  mouth,  he  shook. 

*'  Now  stretch  your  eyes,  my  friends;  look  sharp;''  he 

cried ; 
"  And  tell  me  truly,  see  you  ausht  inside?'' 
"  There's  nought,'^  they  bawTd,  "  there's  nothing  in 

"the  bag!" 
"  Pyekept  my  promise,  then,"  exclaim'd  the  wag: 
"  For  'tis  the  Devil,  you  all  must  own  this  minute, 
'*  One's  pursie  to  open^  and  find  nothing  in  it." 

a.  A.  DAVENPORT. 
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ODD  EFFECT  OF  ABSENCE. 


I. 

vIf  absence  the  result  how  odd. 

Ye  damsels  will  I  show  ye ; 
Whiist  I  display  the  little  god 

In  Edward  and  in  Chloe. 

IX. 

In  the  same  cot,  in  vain  he  prayM 

With  Chloe  to  be  linkt : 
Now,  absent  from  the  scornful  maid« 

His  passion  seems  extinct. 

IH. 

But  see  with  what  a  curious  whim 

Its  flame  doth  Ipye  transfer — 
The  fervours,  all  so  damp'd  in  him» 

Are  l^indled  up  in  ber. 

nr. 

What  absence  took^  stiU  absence  giTti^ 

To  one— -a  store  of  aigbs ! 
From  her  escaped,  lo !  Bd  w»r4  lives : 
For  him,  poor  Chloe  die^. 

IIB7.  a.  ^QLma^LB. 
o  2 
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THE  TEAROFCOMPASSION. 


I 

BY  MR.  JAMES  IRVING. 


I  THOUGHT  of  my  home,  and  I  said  to  my  heart, 

"  Will  joy  ^ver  thrill  thee  again? 
"  Or  does  Hope  throagh  the  clouds  of  MisfortoDe 

«'  e'er  dart 
**  A  sweet  soothing  ray,  and  a  comfort  impart^ 

*'  That  consoles  thee  in  sorrow  and  pain }" 

It  si§Hbed  :  for  the  memory  of  days  that  were  past 

Rose  fairer  and  fairer  to  view ; 
While  over  the  present  thick  darkness  was  cast. 
And  Misfortune  was  there  with  his  cold  bitter  blast 

.That  forbade  it  those  days  to  renew. 

And  the  gloom  was  impervious  to  Hope's  friendly  ray. 

And  misfortunes  were  thickening  around. 
That  threatened  for  ever  to  darken  my  day. 
And  leave  me  in  sorrow  and  anguish  to  stray 
In  a  desart  that  knew  not  a  bound. 

But  a  tear  of  compassion,  from  woman's  mild  eye. 

On  the  griefs  that  had  caus'd  me  to  roam. 
Removed  every  cloud  that  overshadowed  my  sky. 
Forced  sorrow  and  anguish  my  bosom  to  fly, 
'    And  gave  me  repose  and  a  home. 
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May  the  tear  then  of  woman^  from  pity  that  flows. 

To  man's  throbbing  bosom  be  dear ; 
And  the  deep  wounds  of  grief  where  it  falls  ever  close. 
And  the  heart  thos  relieved  by  a  tear  from  its  woes, 

£?er  bless  the  iair  source  of  the  tear. 


THE  TEAR  OF  FORGIVENESS. 

BY  THB  SAMB. 


I  GAz'o  on  her  form  that  was  alter'd  by  woes, 

And  spoke  of  afflictions  severe ; 
I  marked  the  pale  lilies  in  quiet  repose 
On  her  cheek,  once  adorned  with  the  fair  blooming  rose. 

While  slow  was  descending  a  tear. 

Still  mild  was  her  eye,  but  it  seemed  to  declare 

That  the  close  of  her  sorrows  was  near ; 
The  quick  glance  of  spirit  no  longer  was  there, 
Twas  sad,  yet  benisnant,  (or  still  could  it  spare 
For  the  woes  of  another,  a  tear. 

But  the  tear  that  now  fell  was  enriched  with  a  charm 

That  forever  must  render  it  dear; 
Nor  Friendship,  nor  Love,  nor  I>eli^ht,  made  it  warm. 
Nor  Sympathy,  bade  it  the  bosom  disarm — 

'Twas  Forgifeness  that  shone  in  the  tear* 
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And  the  fifi^h  th^t  tr6ie  frtm  her  bosom  that  heaved. 

Made  its  beauty  still  fkirer  appear; 
For  she  sighed  not  because  she  or  peace  if^as  bereaved. 
But  that  one  sbe  had  trusted  should  e^er  have  deceived. 

Or  e'er  been  forgiven  in  a  tear. 

Tho'  broken  that  hearty  and  the'  closed  is  that  eye 

Which  beamed  with  affection  sincere ; 
From  mv  heart,  from  my  memory,  it  never  shall  fly. 
How  wnen  wronged  and  deceived,  still  her  bosom's 
last  sigh 
Could  attend  on  Forgiveness^  tear. 


EPITAPH. 

WRirrBN  rOR  COLONBL  ROBBRT  BROOKE*  181 1. 

BY  BTLBS  IRWIN,  ESO. 


Mmbmm^^^Am^^ 


OraANOBR!  if  burning 'neath  an  eastern  sky. 
Thy  lot  were  Hydes's  myriads  to  defy ; 
If  iame  and  glory  thine,  complacent  turn. 
And  boast  thy  kindred  to  a  soldier's  urn ! 

But  if  the  friend»  by  sympathy,  be  led. 
Thro*  these  instructive  mansions  of  the  dead. 
For  private,  as  for  public  worth,  to  look-* 
Behold  her  rays  illume  the  grave  of  Beookb  ! 
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SONG. 


MARTS  S¥SS. 


tHB9BBBa 


X*  ROM  Mary'9  eves,  with  lustre  beamiogt 

Though  Ifquid  tendcrnetB  dUtilj 
^8  but  a  softer  lustre  atreaming 

From  orbs  that  pity'«  dew  drops  fill. 
^Tis  like  some  mooest  star>  that  gleamipg 

Through  heaven's  blue  veiJ^  at  ere  appeav; 
More  lovely  rob'd  with  halo  seeming. 

More  sweetly  radiaot  dress'd  in  tears. 


And  as  the  sympathetic  sorrow 

Flies,  like  the  nightly  eloads  that  stray 
Through  ether,  lovelier  tints  to  borrow 

From  sunshine^  the  sweet  smile  of  day ; 
So  Mary's  eyes  a  jocund  morning, 

A  sunny  dawn  of  smiles^wiU  prove; 
Each  artless  look  with  joy  adorning. 

And  all  the  cloudless  bght  of  love. 


T.  K.  c. 
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FLORA. 


Whbm  first  young  Flora  met  my  eye^      ' 

Unconftciotts  of  a  sazer  nigb. 

Her  hand  siistain'a  her  pensive  head ; 

A  lock  had  down  her  bosom  strayM ; 

And  fain  a  sister  tress  would  break 

Its  band,  to  kiss  her  glowing  cheek ! 

I  look'd,  and  with  enamourd  glance 

Priz'd  more  than  rubies,  more  than  pearl, 
Graces  that  seemM  as  if  by  chance 

To  mark  an  artless  girl. 

But  when  my  eye  she  caught,  and  rose 
Fluttering,  her  beauties  to  compose. 
And  in  a  ^lass  her  form  surveyed. 
And,  studious  of  relieving  shade. 
Each  curl  adjusted  to  a  hair. 
And  then  assom'd  a  wincing  air. 
And  then  to  blush  confusion  strove 

Crossing  the  ro<Hn  with  measured  step ;— - 
''Such  tricks  (I cried)  but  frighten  love!'' 

And  left  the  demirep. 

R£y.  B.  rOLWHBlB. 
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STANZAS, 

Wriuen  ai  the  DeoiVs  Bridge,  Cardiganshire ;  on  the  Sfonr 
qf  the  Robber  who  fortnerly  lio^  in  a  Cave  under  the 
frindpal  Fall  qfthe  Mynach. 


I. 


Inyolyed  in  cloods  of  whitening  spray 
Which  glistens  'mid  the  smiling  morn, 
Impetaous  Mynach  roars; 
And  as  he  makes  his  furious  way. 
Earth's  fairest  gifts  and  flowers  adorn 
His  steep  tremendous  shores. 

II. 

What  shriek  was  that,  what  piteous  yell. 
That  faintly  stole  along  the  glen. 
And  died  upon  the  sale  ? 
^were  shame  the  dreadful  deeds  to  tell. 
Which,  far  from  husy  haunt  of  men. 
Pollute  this  guilty  vale ! 

III. 

They  say  that  by  the  torrent's  side, 
(They  say,  for  who  himself  could  dare 
Such  horrors  to  survey?) 
A  loathsome  cavern  opens  wide. 
Where  ruthless  sons  of  murder  tear 
Daily  their  bleeding  prey ! 
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TV, 

The  suffering  sbtiek^  a  moment  heard. 
Soon  as  the  thundertng  torrents  swell. 
Sinks  in  the  angry  din  ; 
FeU  kites  with  eager  wing  npreared. 
While  screams  their  savage  raptures  tell. 
The  bloody  feaitt  begin. 

H.  p.  1810. 

EPIGRAM 

ON  A  PAINTED  WOMAN  *• 
FKOM   THB  FRENCH   OF  BBEBSVF. 


Xhough,  Laura,  to  your  charms  divine 
All  hearts  their  liberty  resign. 
Yet  to  be  vain  of  this  beware, — 
What  thanks  to  vo«  that  you  are  fair  ? 
Not  from  yourself  your  graces  came, 
Twas  Nature  gave  them  to  your  frame. 
But  Iris  justly  may  require 
That  we  should  wonder  and  admire : 
By  science  singular  and  new 
She's  her  own  work  and  artist  too : 
The  beauty  on  her  face  that  glows. 
To  her  own  skilful  hand  she  owes. 
Conquering  her  destiny,  the  hate 
She  mocks  of  unrelenting  fate; 
For  in  a  moment  she  repairs 
The  ravages  of  sixty  years ! 

R.  As  DAVBNPOVr. 

*  This  is  one  of  a  hmidred  and  flfty-one  epigiams^  written  by 
Brebcuf,  on  the  laaie  subject 
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THE  POWER  OF  ANIMATION. 


£<uzA'd  eye  of  vivid  blue. 

Her  cheek  where  damask  roses  blow. 
Her  glossy  hair  of  golden  hue. 

Her  polished  brow  of  driven  snow, 

Withoot  a  si^h,  Alexis  riewed ; 

For,  thoQgh  he  owned  the  nymph  diyine. 
By  Beauty's  power  alone  subdued 

He  scornea  his  freedom  to  resign. 

•  > 

And  yet  with  praise  of  every  charm. 
Such  praise  as  Pliphos'  queen  might  claiiD, 

He  strove  her  virgin  heart  to  warm ; 
And  feigned  a  pure  but  cruel  flame. 

The  God  of  Love  with  malice  smiled 
To  see  the  fond  presumptuous  boy. 

By  wretched  vanity  beguiled. 
His  self-deluding  arts  employ : 

For,  while  he  told  his  tale  of  woe 

In  strains  of  deep  dissimulation. 
He  caused  her  lifeless  charms  to  glow. 

And  fell  the  slare  of  animation. 

6.  L.  s. 
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LUCAN'S  PHARSALIA. 

THE  INVOCATION,  CONTAINING  THE  FIRST  SIXTY- 
SIX  YERSES. 

TRANSLATKD  BY  A.  S.  THELWALL, 


Wab  more  than  civil  on  th^  Emathian  plain. 
Right  givl^n  to  crimes  we  sing,  a  powerful  race 
Who  on  their  entrails  turn  their  conquering  hands; 
And  kindred  foes :  the  troubles  of  one  state. 
The  world,  through  all  its  realms,  in  common  crime  S 
Involving ;  banner  'gainst  like  banner  rear'd  : 
Eagle  to  Eagle,  pile  to  pile  oppos'd. 

What  rage,  O  Men !  what  license  of  the  steel ! 
To  barbttrous  foes  yielding  Italian  blood ! 
When  Babylon,  with  Romap  spoils  adorn'd,  10 

Is  proud,  and  Crassus'  ghost  roams  unreveng'd. 
Why  wage  ye  wars  where  none  can  wish  success  ? 
Alas!  what  lands  and  oc^ns  might  have  bow'd 
To  legions  in  these  civil  wars  destroyM ! 
Where  Titan  rises,  where  Night  hides  thQ  stars,        15 
Where  scorching  Noon-day  burns  the  summer  plain. 
Where  frost  presides,  and,  unrelax'd  by  spring. 
Congeals  the  Scythian  sea — ^where  Serians  roam 
The  hills,  where  wild  Arases  flows,  and  realms 
(If  such  there  be)  conscious  of  Nilus'  birth.  20 

Rome!  if  such  love  of  impious  war  be  thine. 
When  the  whole  earth  shall  yield  toLatian  laws 
Turn  on  thyself;  but  manj^  a  foe  remains 
Unconquer'd. 

Lo !  the  roofs  of  shattered  domes 
Hang  trembling  in  th^  Italian  towns,  and  o'er  25 
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The  mooldiirtAg  wall$  huge  columns  nod ;  no  flame 
Cheers  the  deserted  mansion ;  and^  alone» 
Th)§  inhabitant  thro'  ancient  cities  roams. 
Horrid  with  thorns,  un ploughed  for  manj^  a  year^ 
Hesperia  monms  her  absent  bands ;  notthon,  SO 

Ferocious  Pyrrhus,  nor  the  Punic  chief 
Such  slauf^hter  spread ;  for  deeper  are  the  wounds 
Of  civil  discord  than  of  foreign  rage  ; 

But  if  the  fates  no  otherwise  could  bring 
Our  Nero's  reign  (as  but  for  Giant  wars  55 

Heav&i  ne'er  had  serv'd  the  thund)irer« — as  the  gods 
Dearly  obtain  their  everlasting  realms) 
We  ^o  not^  PowSrs,  complain  since  guilt  and  woe 
Educe  such  blessing.    Tho'  Pharsalian  fields 
Are  filPd,  and  Punic  ghosts  appeas'd  with  gore —    40 
Tho'  Munda's  plain  be  strewn  with  conutless  dead ; 
Tbo'  Caesar's  fate,  famish'd  Perusia's  groan, 
'Sier'd  Mutina,  Leucadian  rocks  bestrewn 
With  man^  a  wceck,  these  slaughters  dire  succeed  ; 
And  Servile  wars  near  burning  JEtna  rage,  45 

Rome  is  indebted  still  to  civil  war 
Since  wag'd  for  thee. 

When  late  you  seek  the  stars. 
Your  task  fulfiU'd,  the  lofty  domes  of  heavSn 
Joyfiil  shall  clasp  you,  whether  there  to  reign. 
Or  mount  the  flaming  chariot  of  the  sun,  50 

When  fearless  earth  shall  view  the  wandiSring  orb 
With  milder  lustre  beam :  to  you  each  god 
Shall  yield :  whatever  powSr  you  take,  where'er 
Yoo  chuse  your  reign.  Nature  shall  own  your  right 
But  nor  in  Northern  climes  erect  your  throne,  55 

Nor  the  warm  realms  of  adverse  Anster,  whence, 
A  distant  star,  you  will  behold  your  Rome. 
In  middle  heavto  the  balanc'd  world  sustain : 


^t^^^-^^^^^ 
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For,  if  one  part  of  von  expanse  you  pres^ 

The  pole  will  bend.     Clear  be  the  asuire  sky^  60 

And  let  no  cloud  obscure  great  Cesar's  ray. 

The  human  race  shall  then  lay  down  their  arms 

To  meet  in  gen&'al  love  ;  peace  thro'  the  world 

Shall  warlike  Janus'  iron  portals  close. 

Be  thou  my  deity:  nor  inspired  by  thee  6^ 

Will  I  from  Cirrha  call  thtt  awakening  god. 

Nor  Bacchus  from  his  Indian  mountain ;  thou 

Shalt  to  a  Roman  song  thy  nerve  impart 


EPITAPH 

ON  JOHN  ABBOT,  ESQ.  MANY  YEARfi  THE  BRITIIH 
OONSUL  AT  ALEPPO.     nU. 

BY  BVLBS  laWIN,  £S<^. 


JL  B,  lofty  spires !  who  wake  the  traveller's  haste^ 

As,  parcn'd^  he  labours  thro'  the  bordering  waste ; 

Who«  timely  to  his  fainting  soul  foretell. 

That  here,  tho'  Turks  !  the  race  of  Adam  dwell ; 

Henceforth  a  tale  of  different  hue  impart^ 

And  probe  the  feeling  of  his  social  heart; 

The  torm  of  Hospitality  pourtray, 

Bow'd,  like  a  mourner,  o'er  her  Abbot's  clay ! 

The  British  rights  and  honour  to  support. 
Amid  the  wiles  of  a  perfidious  court. 
The  stranger's  spirit  at  thy  board  to  raise* 
And,  from  the  Arab  bear  his  local  praise  ; 
These,  and  each  milder  merit.  Friend !  were  thi 
These  draw  a  pilgrim's  liomage  to  thy  shrine  I 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY  ON  HER  BIETH  DAY, 


I. 

Xhis  morn  which  decks  each  parent's  brow 
With  mute  affection's  smile^  to  see 

The  cherished  hope«  the  fervent  ?ow« 
The  sanguine  promise  crown'd  in  thee« 

II. 

Inspires  the  muse  with  meditation : 
She  longs  to  trace«  in  Sybil  strain^ 

This  dawn's  propitious  renovation. 
Through  many  a  year  unknown  to  pain : 

411. 

And  thus  inspired  the  finwoei  the  lay — 
Whea  every  grace,  whose  opening  prime 

A  thousand  nameless  charms  betray. 
Shall  own  the  fostsring  hand  of  Tinne ; 

IV. 

When  those  harmonious  tones  which  prove 
The  constant  tensper's  Endless  day. 

And  those  enchanting  smiles  which  rove 
To  cheer  uf  with  a  transf eit  atf. 

Directed  with  a  loftier  aim. 
Their  powerful  magic  ahall  emi^y 

The  stuboom  pride  of  gnef  to  tame 
And  woo  it  to  rejected  joy ; 
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VI. 

Some  chosen  partner's  anxious  breast. 

Of  every  sorrow  to  beguile. 
Till  yanquish'd  Care  itself  attest 

Their  triumph  with  an  answering  smile ; 

VII. 

When  all  those  talents  which  combine. 
Thy  ibnd  admiring  friends  to  cheer. 

Shall  with  increasing  splendour  shine. 
To  decorate  a  wider  sphere ; 

VIII. 

And  when,  perhaps,  a  mother's  care 

Shall  bid  a  gentle  progeny  ; 
Those  graces  and  those  virtues  share. 

Which  now  so  richly  bloom  in  thee ; 

iz. 

With  rapture  shall  thy  parents  own. 
That,  while  they  form'd  thy  tender  mind. 

Though  movM  by  partial  love  alone. 
They  dealt  a  blessing  to  mankind.  g.  l.  s^ 


EPIGRAM. 

FROM  THE  GRBEK. 

A  HE  Miser,  Hermon,  in  a  dream 
Disbursed  a  little  of  his  pelf. 

He  woke,  and  in  despair  extreme 
Away  he  went,  and  hang'd  himself. 
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I  LOVE  THEE. 


I^an'st  thoQ  forget  life's  sweetest  hour  ? 
Can'stthou  forget  the  woodbine  bower? 
Where,  oa  one  delicious  eve^ 
My  falt'ring  lips  first  dar'd  to  breathe — 

I  love  thee ! 

< »  • 

Around  thy  form  my  arm  was  twioM ; 
Upon  my  breast  thy  cheek  reclin'd ; 
When,  bending  o'er  thy  listening  ear, 
I  breath'd,  in  si^s  of  hope  and  fear — 

I  love  thee! 

That  bloshing  cheek  yon  gently  rais'd^ 
Upon  my  fisM:e  a  momenl  gftsM ; 
Then  instant  on  my  breast  C]oncealM  . 
The  eyes  whose  melting  glance  revekFd^ — 

I  Ipve  thee ! 

Bat,  oh  !  'twas  not  the  glafnee  ^one. 
Told  me  thy  heart  viraa  alljuy.  avn ; 
No !  from  thy  lips  a  mnrmnr  stofe. 
That  wjiisper'd  to  my  faviflh'd.soa^ 

I  love  thee  I 

Twas  then  I  knew  affection's  kiss, 
'Twas  then  I  drank  of  heaven'i  bliss ; 
For  sure  ^tis  heaven's  bliss  we  feel, . 
When  lips  of  innocence  reveal— 

I  love  thee ! 
TOL.  Tin.  p 
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But  woe  betide  ihe  cruel  hour. 
That  tore  my  Ellen  from  her  bower ; 
For  new,  in  glkt'ring  p»ni  p  array'd. 
She's  quite  forgot  that  e'er  she  said — 

I  love  tiiee ! 

Oh  !  Ellen,  when  the  grave  shall  shrine 
The  bTokrn  heart  that  once  wai  ibine. 
Thou  wilt  recall  the  blissfnl  eve. 
When  timid  love  firsit  dar'd  lo  breathe— 

I  love  theet 

And  finding  then,  that  Fortune's  beam 
Sheds  but  a  cold  and  sickly  gleam, 
Thou'lt  wish  the  heart  that's  ceas'd  lo  beat. 
Could  hear  thy  lipi  again  repeat — 

I  love  t!i«e  ! 


Ouch  were  the  strain*  the  tmiefal  Sappho  mng ! 
So  sweet  the  notc«of  her  enchanting  ton^e  ! 
But  had  like  beauty  bless'd  th>;  Lesbian's  face, 
Had  she,  like  thee,  been  crown'd  with  ev'ry  grape. 
No  scornful  Phaon  had  her  love  deny'd. 
The  nymph  had  triumph'd,  and  the  boy  had  dy*d. 


^u 


LINES 

on  finding,  when  at  Dwnfries,  in  1811,  thai  the 
Poet  Bums  xva$  buried  in  the  Churclg^rd  xoithout  imy 
Monument  erected  to  Am  Me^ipfy* 


gvTEET  bard !  than  whom  no  minstrel's  art 
ore  strongly  moves  th'  enraptured  hearty 
Shalt  thou  in  death  unhonour^d  lie^ 
No  marble  tomb,  no  trophy  nigh ; 
While,  stor'd  with  wealth,  in  genius  poor. 
So  many  rest  in  pomp  secure  f 
Thoo  bad'st  all  nature  weep  tby  friead  f; 
Shall  none  to  thee  rich  trophies  send  2 
Yet  ibee  the  Cushat  in  the  grore 
Oft  mourns,  forgetful  of  her  love ; 
The  little  hare-bells  droop  their  bead, 
Nor  care  to  bloom,  now  tnou  art  dead ! 
The  o^lel,  firom^tbe  aged  tree. 
All  through  the  midaight  waib  for  t^e  I 
Shall  man  tbep,  heedless  of  thy  mvse, 
The  sculptured  urn  to  ^hee  renue  I 
He,  Coilaf  first  to  glory  raised 
Thy  land,  before  unnamed,  unpn^i^. 

*  See  Barm's  •*  Ele^  on  the  Death  of  Matthew  Henjefton.'' 

f  71k«  al4  nsmt  9f  a  district  in  Ayrslure,  where  Bums  wet  boro. 

f2 
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The  Nine  sucii  base  neglect  upbraid. 
Such  rich  deserts  so  ill  repaid  ; 
Enrag'd  they  quit  thy-  shores  unkind. 
To  dun  BtEotian  air  consign'd  ! 


MADRIGAL. 

FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  MONTREUIL. 


L.OME,  prithee,  get  rid  of  those  whimsies  and  fancies. 
Which  6poil  you,  and  give  mc  such  pain  ; 

Tis  eternally  reading  these  idle  romances. 
Has  made  you  so  haughty  and  vain. 

You  think  in  the  youth,  who  would  fain  be  your  lover. 

Heroic  perfection  should  shine; 
That  each  look,  and  each  word,  and  each  deed,  should 


He  deems  you  a  being  div 


Tis  the  wiWesI 

;  of  visions  !  then  cease  to  caress 

Nortoflattei 

ring  praises  give  way. 

[•m  no  angel. . 

lor  hero,  I  frankly  confess  it; 

Do  you  the  i 

lamc  candour  display. 

No  goddess  are  you,  from  the  heavens  transported. 

To  set  all  the'world  in  a  flame ; 
Bui  as  preit^  a  maiden  as  ever  was  courted. 

And  Louisa,  my  dear,  is  your  name, 

n.  A.  DATEtlPOKT. 


213 


EPITAPH. 

ON  A  FAITHFUL  OLD  FEMALE  SERVANT,  WHO 
DIED  AT  THE  AGE  OF  91.     1813. 


BY  THB  REV.  R.  POLWHBLE. 


JVuBSB  of  my  infant  age !  nay  more ! 

UncbiiJ'd  by  time  or  chance. 
Thy  love  had,  at  the'  closing  hoar. 

Shewn  its  first  vigiJance. 

II. 

But  'twas  a  burden  hard  to  bear. 

E'en  fourscore  years  and  ten ! 
And  I  rejoice  that  thou  art  there. 

Where  is  no  grief,  nor  pain. 

III. 

Yes !  after  such  a  lapse  of  years 

In  anziotts  service  past, 
I  smile,  thro'  sorrow's  filial  tears. 

To  see  thee  breathe  thy  last 

IV. 

To  joy,  finom  trouble,  art  thou  ffone ! 

To  peace,  from  earthly  strife !   . 
And  "  Well"  (thy  Lord  shall  say) ''  well  done ! 

"  Come !  enter  into  life !" 


2U 


ON  DB.  GlLBEftT  PASLLY  AT  MADRAS.     1751. 


X  E  !  whom  ihe  glare  of  power,  the  lure  of  gold. 

Whom  intetest,  or  ambition,  hilher  drew  j 

Whose  health  or  sickness  Paslev's  lalent  toW, 

Bend  o'er  his  grave,  and  bid  a  tond  adieu ! 

From  wan  disease  'twas  his  your  frames  to  raise. 
Or  by  <he  clime,  or  fay  intemperance  bought. 

Or  'mid  the  vigour  of  your  jocund  days. 
To  mend  the  heart,  and  roiniBter  lo  thought ! 

But  now,  alas  !  is  life's  physician  gone — 
Him,  India  mourns  10  her  remotest  bounds: 

That  art,  reviving,  like  its  parent  sun. 

That  worth,  which  goodnegg  stamp'd,  are  fl«eting 

But  yet,  not  fleeting — In  the  public  eye 

The  liTely  image  of  his  Tirtne  floaU: 
To  swell  his  praise.i,  gratitude  is  nigh. 

And  friendship's  lyre  reverberates  the  notes  ! 
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NAPOLiDN'S  mS.AU. 

BT  MISS  If  ITFOED. 


I. 

SwBiT  is  the  Englifh  peasant's  joy 

To  watch  her  husDand  sleeping; 
And  smile  upon  the  bloomiog  boy 

To  his  IotM  bosom  creeping; 
Her  finger  on  her  lip  the  while 
MiDgling  fond  caution  with  her  smil( 
For  the  dear  father  wearied  came 
From  copse-wood  to  his  sentle  dame  t 
Twas  cold  and  wet  the  dreary  day. 
And  long  and  cheerless  was  the  way— 

O  transitory  sorrow ! 
Slumbering  beside  the  faggot's  blaze. 
On  his  calm  mind  no  rision  preys. 

Care  leaves  him  till  the  morrow. 
Yet  sometinies  o'er  his  sun-hnrnt  face, 
A  pleasant  dream  will  shed  its  grace. 

Sometimes  a  swelling  tear ; 
Full  well  an  she,  his  happy  mate, 
Link'd  to  his  soul  as  to  his  fate,    .  ^ 

The  transient  images  translate. 

Nor  feel  one  doubting  fear ; 
The  heart,  the  heart  oft  prompts  the  themes^ 
Which  sleep  and  memory  mould  t^  drearosf 
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As  radiance  that  from  diamondi  gleams. 

Is  darted  frum  above ; 
That  smile  the  husband's  fondness  betims. 

That  tear  the  father's  love. 
II. 
But  'tis  no  English  cottage  there. 

That  rears  its  lofty  Bpsd  ; 
No  English  wife  with  lender  care 

Watches  Iter  husband's  bed  : 
No  English  peasant  can  he  be. 
Thai  slumbers  there  so  heavily. 
Though  scarce  thelamji  can  pierce  the  gloom. 
That  shrouds  a  high  and  stately  room. 
Its  light  a  bending  fair  one  shows; 
A  man,  whosnattbes  short  repose;  [bea: 

Anil  while  St.  Cloud's  proud  walls  scarce  catch  t 
Louisa  wondering,  marks  Napoleon's  dream. 

Strong  were  the  features,  nallow,  wan. 

And  thougblFul,  of  the  sleeping  man : 

In  the  fine  mould  <•{  beauty  cast. 

Till  passions  wild  acid  moody  pass'd. 

And  nature's  lovelv  work  o'ercast.  **  *" 

Yet  smiles,  the  lightning  of  the  storm. 

Would  sometimesgild  their  darken'd  form  J 

And  never  had  a  smile  so  bright 

Dwelt  on  his  lips  with  sunny  light. 

Not  when  the  Austrian  maid  be  woo'd, 

As  now  beguiles  his  dreaming  mood. 

His  very  hnnd,  high  rai<i'd  in  air. 

Its  gladsome  influence  seems  to  share. 

Thinks  he  of  victory's  lauroll'd  bough? 

Or  of  his  mighty  empire  DOW?  i         "        " 
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In  idolbiiig  Pftris  crowned  ? 

On  Austerntz'  red  field  renown'd  ? 

Or^  victor  al  the  couiicil  board. 

Deems  be  bi$  rescued  Spain  restored  ? 

Oh,  110 !  not  this  th'  usurper's  smile ; 

Not  this  the  statesman's  crafty  wile ; 

Not  tbis  the  conqueror's  blood-earn 'd  bUss; 

No !  'tis  a  blameless  transport  this ; 

A  joy  unfelt  of  many  years, 

Unstain'd  by  guilt,  unspoilt  by  fears. 

9 

Treading  a  lone  and  sea-beat  shore 

He  seems  a  thoughtful  boy  once  more : 

A  thouffhtful  boy,  in  musings  rapt. 

In  hope's  delightful  visions  lapt ; 

He  feels  the  very  breezes  blow 

That  iann'd  his  cheek's  enraptur'd  glow; 

He  hears  the  very  surgtes  beat 

That  wont  to  lave  his  careless  feet ; 

And  every  wish  and  joy  affain 

Of  happ^r  youth  inM>ires  his  brain. 

The  rushing  tide  of  love,  of  hope. 

Ambition  undefin'd. 
Thoughts  that  the  wealth  of  worlds  would  ope 

To  spread  it  to  mankind ; 
Wishes  that  would  possess  to  give  ; 
Power  that  might  say.  Be  blest  aiid  live ! 
That  would  to  all  he  loved  impart 
The  boundless  treasures  of  his  heart ; 
Win  but  to  save'  some  land  hedeck'd  with  flowers. 
And  Eden's  bliss  renew  in  Eden's  blooming  bowers. 
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Such  are  t1i«  thoughts  that  wake  hit  smilu. 
Such  dream  his  sleeping  ti-nse  beguilea. 
And  such  are  young  Ambitioo'N  vriks. 
The  mn  Ihat  in  ihe  burning  street 

Pours  death  in  CTery  ray. 
Darling  through  palms  and  plaintajns  nrwt. 
Gives  but  a  soft  and  balmy  heat 

Where  leaf-born  breezes  play. 
■Tis  35  the  «ar-nag  closely  furi'd 

When  reason  reigns  within ; 
O  'tis  the  world,  the  bitter  world. 

That  makes  ambilion  sin. 


Ah,  see  the  brilliant  smile  is  dead ! 
The  hand  is  drop),  Ihe  joy  is  fled  ! 
Some  thought  has  indistinctly  shown. 

As  in  a  misty  glass. 
Where  all  the  cares  that  wait  a.  throne. 
And  youthful  hopes  and  virtues  flown. 

In  dim  confusion  pass; 
With  comrades  slain,  a  fearful  band. 
Brothers  who  roam  a  foreign  strand, 

A  fond  forsaken  wife, 
A  bleeding  world,  a  suffering  land. 

His  sgrrows  and  his  life. 
Well  may  he  sigh  !  but  that  convulsion 

A  deeper  anguish  caus'd  ; 
Almost  it  seem'd  in  dread  revulsion 

That  Nature's  functions  paus'd. 
His  brow  was  wet,  his  hair  upraia'd. 
His  hands  were  clench'd,  his  look  was  ma 
The  empresi  trembled  u  ifae  gucd. 
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At  PidA's  dread  spectre  doth  bb  qna&e  f 
Comes  jy  Enghien  thus  his  eool  to  tka)[e  ? 
Ko ;  to  the  conscicocet  of  kingi 
Flattery^  her  deadly  opiate  brings  $ 
Though  doomM  untried,  by  impious  men. 
Yet  murder  shall  be  justice  then. 

In  all  his  pomp  of  power  arravM 
The  monarch  deeSss  himself  oetrayM ; 
Hemm'd  in  by  guards  and  armed  bands 
ChainM  in  the  senate  hall  he  stands; 
All  whom  he  hated,  all  he  loved 
Were  there,  and  all  his  ikW  approred. 
E'en  the  betrayer's  self  stood  nigh. 
With  leering  tongihe  and  scornful  eve. 
And  thrice  be  strove  to  strike  him  dead. 
And  thrice  the  grinning  traitor  fled. 
And  Frenchmen  thrice,  with  fickle  breath. 
Shouted  ''  Napoleon  to  the  death !'' 
That  horror's  past :  Memory  again 
Binds  Fancy  in  her  efietl-frawght  chain. 
The  vision  chang'd,  and  chang'd  his  look. 
Though  still  his  form  with  ebillness  shook. 
Though  still  upnese  his  ooaWblack  hair,    . 
-Twas  anguish  still-— but  not  despair. 

Til. 

He  seem'd  through  realms  of  irost  to  stray 
Where  endless  forests  barred  his  way ; 
Forests  of  pines,  whose  snow  mass  made 
In  noontide  clear  a  midnight  shade. 
A  sense  of  solitary  care, 
^Silence  and  deathUke  cold  werethefe. 
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And  still  he  thought  at  every  step 
His  jaded  steed  wai  forced  lo  leap. 
Something  he  could  not  move,  nor  kill, 
Some  fell  obstruction  met  him  still. 
At  length  full  In  the  monarch's  way 
A  Gallic  soldier  dying  lay  j 
Napoleon  stopp'd  and  strove  to  cheer ; 
The  warrior's  death-groan  met  bis  ear. 
The  warrior's  death-glance  met  hi^  eye. 
That  groan  that  glanre  he  could  not  fly  ! 
A  bitter  curse  they  aeem'd  to  shroud. 
He  gallopp'd  on,  he  shouted  loud, — 
But  still  the  groan  he  cannot  fly. 
But  still  the  glance  h  in  his  eye. 
"  Awake  !  awake  !''  and  at  her  touch 
The  hero  started  from  his  couch. 
Awhile  he  stood  and  shock  with  dread, 
"  'Tis  but  a  dream  !"  at  length  he  said  ; 
"  'Tis  but  a  bubble  of  the  brain  !" 
He  said — yet  fear'd  lo  sleep  again. 

MIL    1 813. 


EPITAPH 

ON  SAINT  PAVIN. 
mOM  THE  FRENCH  OF  FIEUBET. 


iSaint  Pavia  lies  beneath  this  tomb: 
Reader!  mourn  with  tears  his  doom. 
"Wast  thou  his  friend?  Thy  soul  resign 
To  grief,  and  weep  his  fate  and  thine. 
Or  wast  thou  not }  Then  weep  thine  owi 
That  aa  his  friead  thou  wast  aot  known. 
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ADDRESS  TO  LORD  WELLINGTON. 

BY  A  LADT. 


jf  AVOvRiTE  of  glory !  whose  presiding  might 
Still  rules,  unmatched,  the  fortune  of  the  fight. 
And  spreads  the  terrors  of  thy  native  shore 
Through  lesions  deemM  invincible  before ; 
Lord  of  bold  genius !  whose  ascendant  poVr,  « 
Still  brightest  beams  in  peril's  darkest  hour. 
Be  thou  the  patriot's  theme !  to  thee  belong 
The  noblest  honours  of  eternal  song ! 
Thine  be  the  deathless  palm,  the  votive  lays. 
And  all  the  inspiring  energies  of  praise. 

Oh !  hero  bom  to  triumph  and  to  save. 
To  rouse  the  languid,  and  to  guide  the  brave ; 
Wrest  the  dread  sabre  from  oppression's  hand. 
And  bid  young  hope  to  light  and  life  expand ; 
To  swell  thy  fame,  let  thousand  strains  accord. 
And  rescued  freedom  consecrate  thy  sword  ; 
That  sword,  whose  track  reviving  nations  hail, 
Inor'd  to  conquer>  destin'd  to  pjevail ! 

Through  Lusian  ya]es,where  long  the  storm  has  ravM- 
The  deaUi-note  thunder'd,  and  the  banner  wav'd ; 
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Through  the  wild  scenes,  reoowD'd  in  many  a  strain. 
The  dark  Sierras  of  romantic  Spain ; 
Thy  name  resounds— -^the  watch-word  that  imparts 
New  strength  to  daring  hands  and  lion-hearts ; 
That  wakes  the  patriot's  hope,  the  warrior's  zeal. 
And  ail  the  fiery  spirit  of  Castile ! 

Nations !  whose  glory  sheds  its  light  sublime 
Through  the  deep  shadows  of  departed  time. 
Who  first  the  sail  of  enterprise  unfurl'd. 
And  rushM  o'er  oceans  to  the  western  world ; 
Burst  the  dark  barrier  nature  had  assigned  . 
Of  rocks  and  billows  to  divide  mankind ; 
Braved  on  new  seas,  the  Typbon  and  the  storm. 
And  countleil^  danger^  of  mysterious  form ; 
Realms !  in  bright  ages  past,  renownM  and  fear'd. 
Your  arms  triumphant,  and  your  name  reyer'd; 
Ah  !  when  your  suq  its  noon  of  radiance  closM, 
How  long  forgot,  inglorious  ye  repos*d  ! 
Sunk  in  oblivion's  gathering  shade  ye  lay — 
The  death-like  gloom — the  twilight  of  decay! 
Pale  Superstition,  cbill'd  with  stern  control. 
The  fire  of  thought,  the  ethereal  spring  of  soul ! 
Mind,  valour,  p^enius,  lost  in  languor  slept. 
While  o'er  their  withering  wreath,  despondence  wept  I 

Yet  theu,  when  Freedom,  darting  through  the  glp^m, 
Call'd  patriot  Honour  from  the  trophied  tombj 
Rous'd  by  h^r  war-song,  as  in  days  of  yore, 
Ye  woke  to  energies  unknown  before !~ 
Th'  electric  flame,  repressed,  obscur'd,  so  long, 
Bursting  the  darkness,  flash'd  intensely  strong ! 
Shot  throug:h  opposing  ^louds  its  lightnjng  way^ 
And  fathering  brilliance,  kindled  iat9  day ! 
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And  then,  brave  Weliington !  whose  arm  extettdt 
Britain's  firm  soecour  to  fa^r  strucgling  friandi; 
Wbilo  rooad  her  oak^  in  gracefnl  union,  twiac 
The  Spanish  olive  and  the  Lufian  vine  $ 
Oh !  in  that  cause,  whose  name  alone  inspires 
Hope's  brightest  ardour,  valour's  nobles!  fires ; 
May  th^  keen  aword^  to  ihee  by  jnstice  given. 
Still  flash  resktlen-^^^uB  the  bolt  of  heavep ! 
Still  guide  the  brave^  where  glory  shines  reveal'd. 
Still  blaze  in  waiw^he  comet  of  the  field ! 

Oh !  rouse  to  iife,  to  grandeur,  once  again 
The  glow  of  chivalry,  the  soul  of  Spain ! 
Tb'  oa&kniflh'd  falA,  to  generous  minds  allied. 
And  the  bright  dignity  of  martial  pride ! 
Teach  the  last  hope  of  Nassau's  conqaering  race. 
Thy  fame  to  emulate,  thy  steps  to  trace ; 
August  in  danger,  to  preside,  like  thee. 
Leader  of  dauntless  hearts — the  gallant  and  the  free! 

Ye  scenes,  where  Liberty,  in  ages  fled. 
To  mountain-wilds  her  bold  associates  led  ; 
And  firmly  there  maintain'd  th'  unequal  strife. 
Fearless  of  suffering,  and  profuse  of  life ; 
Ye  vales  renown'd !  where  many  a  silvery  flood 
Has  rolPd  its  current,  stain'd  with  Moorish  blood ; 
When  red-cross  banners  floated  on  the  gale. 
And  the  pale  crescent  saw  their  knights  prevail; 
Rocks!  that  have  seen  the  Moslem,  wing'd  by  fear. 
Fly  the  stern  vengeance  of  the  Iberian  spear ; 
Once  more  ye  see  the  streaming  flag  displayed. 
The  watch-fire  kindled,  and  the  line  array'd  ? 
Behold  once  more  undaunted  bands  engage. 
Brave  ruder  perilsy/crcer  combats  wage  f 
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Where  the  keea  bayonet  exerts  its  power. 
Where  the  swift  death-shot  pours  th'  iinerring  shower  ; 
While  mouldering  lie  the  spear,  the  shield',  the  lance. 
Themes  of  heroic  song,  and  wild  romance !       ^ 

Oh !  if  Castile,  as  rising  from  the  dead. 
May  lift  once  more,  sublime,  her  crested  head ; 
And  like  the  phoenix,  burstinflf  from  its  clay. 
Start  into  glory's  full  meridian  day ; 
If,  on  her  mountains,  when  the  storm  is  past. 
Victorious  Freedom  rear  her  shrine  at  last; 
J^m,  generous  Albion,  bid  the  song  arise. 
Peal  o'er  the  ocean,  echo  to  the  skies ! 
Twine  the  bright  wreath,  and  wave  th' exulting  hand. 
To  hail  thy  chieftain,  and  his  conquering  band ! 
And  own,  though  tears  bedew  the  gallant  slain. 
That  martyr'd  Uiousands  have  not  bled,  in  yain ! 

LnrBtrOOL 
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VOL.  VI IX. 


FuaiTivf;  POCTRy. 


A  M^LOGOQUE*. 

XT  THOMAS    MOOSE,   Kt9, 
•      (SfBAJK  O?  MUSICS) 

There  bmatfaos  tlie  language  known  and  felt. 

Far  as  the  pure  air  spreaids  its  living  sone  ; 

IVherever  Rage  can  rouee,  or  Pity  -melty 

Tl^at  laiigua^c  of  the  «o«l  is  felt  ai^d  i&iiowq. 

from  those  meridian  plains. 

Where  oft,  of  old,  on  some  high  tQwer, 

The  soft  Peniviao  pour'd  bis  midnight  strains, 

And  caird  his  distant  love  with  sucti  sweet  power. 

That  when  she  heard  the  weli-known  lay, 

Kot  worlds  could  keep  her  from  his  arms  ^w.ay ; 

To  those  bleak  realms  of  polar  nigbt. 

Where  the  youth  of  Laplaud's  ^y$ 

Bids  his  rapid  rein-jdeer  fly. 
And  sings,  alone  tbe  darkling  waste  of  #now^ 
As  j)lithe  as  if  Uie  blessed  Ujpit 
Of  vernal  Phoebus  burn'd  upw  Us  bcows 
Oh  Music !  thy  celestial  claim 
Is  still  resistless,  still  the  same ; 

*  This  melologoe  wms  recittd  at  the  Kilkenny  Theatre,  by  Ms 
author,  at  tht  close  of  the  seaaon,  1810.  The  performers  at  the 
Theatre  were  gentlemen  of  the  neighbooring  coantry,  and  the 
profits  of  the  performance  were  given  ig  the  ^jffiwitf  chaoiable 
instatatioos  in  Kilkenny. 
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And,  faithful  as  tha  mighty  Sjoa 

To  the  pale  star  ihato'er  its  realm  presides. 

The  spell-bound  tides 

Of  human  passion  rise  and  fall  from  thce« 

List !  'tis  a  Gi;ecUn  m^d  th^^t  sings. 

While,  from  Ilyssus'  silvery  springs,* 

She  draws  the  cool  lymph  in  her  graceful  i;m, 

While,  by  her  side,  in  Music's  charm  dissolving,^ 

Some  patriot  youth,  the  glorious  past  revolving,' 

Dreams  of  br^bt  days  that  iiever  <:an  retgjcii ; 

When  Athens  n^irs'd  her  olive  bough 

With  hands  by  tyrant  power  UQchaiaed, 

And  braided  for  the  Muse's  h^ow 

A  wreath  by  tyrant  touch  unstained  ; 

When  heroes  trod  egch  classic  field. 

Where  coward  JFeet  now  fojintly  falter* 

And  every  arm  w^  freedom's  shield, 

A  ud^  every  heart  was  Freedom's  altar. 

(eREEK  AXR,   INTERRUPTED   BY    ▲  TRUMPET.) 

«  "     * 

Hark !  'tis  the  sound  that  charms 

The  war-steed's  wakening  ears—;-  " 

Oh— 'many  a  mother  folds  her  arm» 

Round  her  bo3*-soldier,  when  that  sound  she  hears ; 

And,  tho'  her  iond  heart  sinks  with  fears^  ' 

Is  proud  to  feel  his  young  pulse  bound 

With  valour's  fever  at  the  sound.*— 

See !  from  his  native  hills  afar 

The  rude  Helvetian  flies  to  war, 

Careless  for  what,  for  whom  he  fights. 

For  slave  or  despot,  wrongs  or  rights; 
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A  conqueror  oft|  a  hero  never ; 
Yet  lavish  of  his  life-blood  still, 
As  if 'twere  like  his  mountain  riU, 
And  gush'd  for  everl 

(ranz  des  vicHts.) 

Oh  Music!  here,  even  here, 

Thy  soul-felt  charm  asserts  its  wondVous  power« 

There  is  an  air,  which  oft  among  the  rocks 

Of  his  own  lov'cl  laud  at  evening  hour 

Is  heard,  when  shepherds  homeward  pipe  tbeiir  flocks  ;• 

Oh !  every  note  of  it  would  thrill  his  midd 

With  tendereat  thonehts,  and  bring  about  his  knees 

The  rosy  children  wnom  he  leJft  behind ; 

And  fill  each  little  angel  eye 

With  speaking, tears,  that  ask  him,  why 

He  wander'd  from  his  hut  to  scenes  like  these  i 

Vain,  vain,  is  then  the  trumpet's  brazen  roar, 

Sweet  notes  of  home,  of  love,  are  all  he  hears. 

And  the  stern  eyes  that  look'd  for  blood  before, 

Now,  melting  mournful,  lose  themselves  in  tears! 

(ranz  des  VACBES,  IKTERHU^ED  sr  A  TRUICPEX*) 

But  wake  the  trumpet's  blast  again, 
And  rouse  the  ranks  of  warrior  men !  ^ 

Oh  War!  whcm  Truth  thy  arm  employs. 
And  Freedom's  spirit  guides  the  labouring  storm^ 
Thy  vengeance  takes  a  hallow'd  ibi'n, 
And,  like  Heaven's  lightning,  sacredly  destroys. 
Nor,  Music,  thro'  thy  breathing  sphere 
lAfes  there  a  sound  more  grateful  to  the  ear 
Of  Him  who  made  all  harmony, 
Than  the  blest  sound  of  fetters  breaking. 
And  the  first  hymn,  that  maa,  awaking 
From  Slavery's  slumber,  breathes  to  Uberty* 
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(SPANISH   PiTArOT*S  50X6.} 

llarK !  from  Spain,  indignant  Spain, 

Bursts  the  bold  enthusiast  strain. 

Like  morning's  music  on  the  air, 

And  seems,  in  6very  note,  to  s\ireary 

By  Saragossa's  rained  streets, 

By  brave  Gerona's  deatbful  story, 

That  while  one  SpaTriarcKs  Rfe  bibod  bca(9', 

lliat  blood  shall  stain  a  conqueror's  glofy  f 

But  ah !  if  rain  thepatriiot  Spaniard*^  «eal^ 
If  neither  valour's  force,  nor  wisdom's  Iig^t^^ 
Can  break  nor  melt  the  b1ood«cemefkted  sead^ 
That  shuts  to  close  the  book  of  Europe's  rights^ 
What  song  shall  th^n  in  sadness  tttl! 
Of  broken  pride,  of  prospects  shaded* 
Of  buried  nopes  remembered  well. 
Of  ardour  quenched,  ami  honour  fifid«d; 
What  muse  slmll  mourn  the  breathless  brate, 
In  sweatett  dirga  at  Memory's  ahrine ; 
What  harp  shall  sigh  o'er  Freedom's  gravel-*- 
Oh !  Erin,  thine* 

(melavcholy  idisa  AIB,  StrCtBEDEd  Bt  A  LtrtLT  OITB.) 

Blest  notes  of  mirtk !  ye  spring  from  sorrow't  lagr, 

like  theswcf:!  vlesper<»f  the  bt^  that  aiap 

In  the  bright  sunset  of  an  AprU  day, 

While  the  tM  sbcMMer  yet  hangs  apon  ha  wiagiifr 

Long  may  the  Irish  heartirepeat 

An  echo  to  those  iiv^y  strains-; 

And  when  the  sttan^r't  ear  aiiaU  meH 

That  mel(H^  tm  dlslttot  ^aiii%  . 


Oil !  he  will  feel  bis  heart  expand 
With  ghiteful  warmth,  and,  sighing,  say-^ 
Thus  speaks  the  music  of  the  land, 
Where  welcome  ever  lights  the  stranger^s  way ; 
Where  still  the  woe  of  others  to  beguile, 
is  e'en  the  gavedt  heart's  most  lov'd  employ ; 
Where  Grief  herself  will  generously  siiiile 
Thro'  her  own  tears,  to  snare  another's  joy  I 


UNES 

Addreued  to  Ronald  MaedOnald^  Esq.  Tjcdrd  9f  Stcffa^ 
Written  in  the  Album  f  at  Ulva. 

Bt   WALTER  SCOtT,  Bft^. 

OTA  VTA !  Sprung  from  high  MacdonaU^ 
Worthy  branch  of  old  Clanrpiiald; 
Staffa  r  ki«g  of  all  kind  fellows, 
Vf^  Nfttl  my  hills  and  valleys. 
Lakes  and  inlets,  deeps  and  skallowsi 
Cliffs  of  darlcness,  caves  of  wonder, 
£choing  the  Atlantic's  thunder, 
Mountainsj  which  the  grey  mist  eover^i 
Wher^  the  chieftain's  spirit  hovers, 
Pausing,  as  bis  pinions  quiver, 
Stretph'd  to  ouit  our  land  for  even 
Each  kind  innueace  rest  abote  thei^ 
All  thou  lov'st,  and  all  who  love  the^ 
Warmer  heart,  'twixt  this  and  Jaffa^ 
B^btft^^otlhan  in  breast  of  Sta&. 


232 


THE  BEACON. 


1 H  R  scene  was  more  beautiful  for  to  my  eye,' 

Than  if  day  in  its  pride  had  ari^yed  it ; 
The  land-breeze  blew  mild,  and  the  azure-arched  sky 

Looked  pure  as  the  Spirit  that  made  it: 
The  murmur  rose  soft  as  1  silently  gaied 

On  the  shadowy  wave's  play^l  motioD, 
From  the  dim  distant  isle  till  the  beacon  fire  blazed 

Like  a  star  in  the  midst  of  the  oceam 

No  longer  the  joy  of  the  sailor-boy's  breait 

Was  heard  ih  his  wHdly-breathed  numbers; 
Tlie  sea*bird  had  flown  to  her  wave-girdled  nest. 

The  fisherman  sunk  to  his  slumbers :  . 
One  moment  1  looked  from  the  hill's  gentle  slope^ 
'  (All  hushed  was  the  billow's  commotion^) 
And  I  thought  that  the  beacon  lookeii  lovely  as  hop«y 
'  That  star  of  life's  tremuldus  oceat:. 

The  time  is  long  past  ant^  the  scene  Is  afar  ; 

Yet,  when  my  head  reits  on  its  pillow. 
Will  memory  sometimes  rekindle  rhe  star 

That  blazed  on  the  breast  of  the  billoW# 
In  life's  closing  houf,  When*  the  trembling  soul  fliesy 

And  death  stills  the  heart's  las^  emotion 
Oh  then  may  the  seraph  of  Mercy  arise>'    • 

Like  a  star  on  eteruity's  ocean  f 
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VERSES 


Jjtjt  in  a  Chaise  by  a  Candidate  on  his  Contass. 
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How  hftppy  is  the  I^eer's  unchanging  lot^ 

Forgetting  voters,  and  by  votes  forgot ; 

For  him  no  more  the  well-paid  sexton  rings^  , 

For  him  no  more  the  venal  poet  sings*; 

Peers,  ravish'd  with  the  whistling  of  a  name. 

Leave  wretched  comnioiiers  to  toil  for  fame ; 

The  golden  key  awaits  their  ready  hand. 

The  blushing  ribbon,  and  the  milk-white  wand* 

Far  other  thoughts  my  resriess  soul  employ » 

Far  humbler  Tisions,  and  thotc  vulgar  Joy ; : 

Eight  station'd  coursers  bear  me  from  afar. 

Twelve  different  steeds  successive  whirl  my  car, 

From  town  to  town,  from  house  to  house  I  fly, 

Yet  **  where's  our  candidate  i^  the  voters  cry-^ 

So  from  each  -corner  of  some  festive  hall,  f 

At  merry  Christmas  eager  children  call ;  r 

Still  in  the  middle  stands  the  fool  confest. 

By  all  invited,  and  of  all  the  jest— 

AVhat  strange  vicissitudes  of  woe  and  bliss  ! 

Each  toothless  wife^  each  tender  maid  I  kiss  ; 

Kow  with  loud  curses  badger'd  from  the  doofy 

Kow  f-^for  eyerl  boys,  and  butchers  roar; 
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Alas !  ID  vain,  for  ••••  appears. 
Loud  shakes  his  purse  in  every  voter's  eais  i 
*— •  sneaks  forth  with  promises  and  lies, 
Points  to  the  church,  the  army,  and  excise— » 
Can  Poverty  from  gold  withdraw  his  hand } 
A  gauger^s  rod  what  voter  can  withstand  ? 
Retire  !  presumptuous  manl  in  lime  retire  1 
Say,  if  thou  can'st,  to  what  thou  would'st  aspire  t 
With  friendship,  love,  and  philosophic  ease, 
Form'd  to  be  pleas'd,  and  wishing  still  to  please ; 
Say)  could'st  thou  add  one  real  pleasure  more, 
To  all  the  blessings  thou  enjoVdst  before  i 
(lould'st  thou  retard,  by  all  that  man  can  say, 
Thy  country'^  ruin  (of  a  single  day  f 
Retire !  presumptuous  man  !  in  time  retire ! 
Leave  knaVes  to  plunder,  and  let  fools  admire. 

&.  t.  |< 


Mii*i 


ON  A  LATE   EXAMINATION   OF  WlTNESSElS 
IN   A  CERTAIN  ASSEMBLY^ 

BY   WILLIAM  CAAKT,   ESQ. 

How  just  are  tbey,  how  circumspect  and  wise, 
Whodotrht  their  ears,  and  disbelieve  their  eyes ! 
Who  burning,^  shrinking  in  the  noon^ttde  jay. 
Light  up  their  ru9h-*lights  find  deny  the  day  t 
But  Fool  and  Sage  in  this  great  truth  agree, 
None  are  so  blind  as  those  who  will  not  see ; 
And  God,  we  read  in  Rome's  indignaRt  strainSi 
First  blinds  tlie  men  whose  ruin  he  ordains^ 

March  10.  1SQ9* 
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ELEGIAC   LINES 


HkCtttf  to  TBfi  mifOltT  09 


HENRY  HOPE,  ESQ. 


tr  THfi    R£V.  tllO^AS    UADltlCB. 
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When  kingdomsi  long  to  factious  rage  a  prey, 

BieluctSDt  bendy  at  length,  to  tyrant  sway, 

To  freedom  dear  \  amid  the  dastard  train 

That  crouch  arorund^  a  glorious  few  remain^ 

A  patriot  band  !  beyond  all  titles  great, 

Of  soul  superior  to  the  storms  of  fate, 

Whose  love  of  cherish'd  arts,  whose  worth  sublime 

Endear  them  to  the  gpod  of  every  clime  ; 

These,  ^mid  their  country's  wreck,  the  tyrant's  frown. 

Uphold  the  trophies  of  her  fair  renown  *. 

Such  was  HIS  honest  fame,  whose  passing  bier 

From  many  a  Briton  claims  the  grateful  tear; 

Such  was  HIS  SOUL,  by  sterling  virtue  fired, 

Kor  fell  Batavia  till  her  Hope  expired. 

*  Altbeogh  Mr.  Hops  wai  not »  native  of  H^IIandk  y^  h$ 
•onauigviDity  mad  long  restdenoe  in  that  country,  at  w«ll  as  by  th^ 
eiitem  uli  his  commeroiai  tranwictioas,  carried  on  there,  he  may 
jputfly  be  4MBiui«i«4  m  hfwiiig  for  H  the  inteiest  «od  •Stetwa  o4 
%  native. 


iS6 

Swell  high  the  solemn  dirge — and,  round  his  tomb. 
Bid  the  rich  amaranth  immortal  bloom — 
There  let  the  sistet*  Arts  afflicted  bend, 
And  every  Muse  bewail  her  buried  friend ; 
While  Genius,  kindling  with  its  noblest  dame. 
In  deathless  characters  inscribes  his  name. 

Pure  in  thy  principles,  lamented  Shade, 
Thy  youth,  thy  age,  unblemished  faith  display^; 
Sfern,  rigid  Honour  thy  unerring  guide, 
Thy  radiant  pole-star,  through  life's  stormy  tide; 
Whether  'midst  crowded  marts  caress'd,  admired, 
Or  in  the  bowers  of  thy  loved  Sheen  retired  } 
Those  bowers,  where  Temple  once  delighted  stray'di 
With  wisdom  musing  in  the  hallow'd*  shade. 
Sacred  to  thee  was  each  dear  kindred  tie, 
With  fond  fraternal  love  thy  heart  beat  high  ; 
And  where,  by  friendship's  chain  thy  soul  was  bound 
That  friendship  firm  as  adamant  was  found  f. 
Nor  coldly  was  thy  partial  zeal  return'd. 
With  warm  affection  friends  and  kindred  burn'd ; 
Affection  genuine  as  the  tears  that  fell 
When  thy  torn  bosom  sigh'd  the  last  farewell. 
In  manners  polish'd,  affable,  and  kind, 
Sound  in  thy  judgment*  in  thy  taste  refinM ; 


*  HaIlow*d  by  its  remains  of  ancient  regal  and  monastic  gran* 
deur«  In  those  .ihades  tlie  great  Sir  William  Temple,  long  the 
Sritish  Ambassador  in  Holland,  Composed  the  greater  ^art  of  his 
|olitical  writings. 

t  Mr.  Williams  Hops,  the  Author  trusts,  will  not  be  of- 
iiended  at  hb  mentioning  himself  as  an  instance  of  the  inviolable 
attachment  of  the  late  Mr.  Hope  to  those  whom  he  esteemed  for 
their  superior  rirtues  and  abilities.  A  similar  instance  of  dis^ 
intefeited,  and  almost  boundless,  generosity ,  baa  soaicely  evtf 
occurred  in  the  aoaaU  uf  modem  times. 
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In  the  gveat  school  of  life  and  business  taught, 
"the  wise,  the  good,  the  greatly  conterse  sought } 
Courted,  revePd  by  all ;  .by  aill>  beloved 
Who  sterling  sense  lad  mi  red,  iA  (worth  approved* 

Though  train'd  to  cammehe^  from  ihy  earliest  day. 
And  fortune  smiled  .with  fall  meridian  ray ;      '   ■ 
With  honest  love  of  fame  and  science  fhiught. 
Far  above  Ciimmerce  soared  thy  liberal  thought. 
Unbounded  wealth  inspired  thy  generous  mind 
To  heap  unbounded  blessings  on  mankind  ;• 
Twas  thine  through  many  a  dark  revolving  year, 
From  misery's  eyb  to  wipe  the  streaming  tear ; 
Tq  soottie  the  widow's  plaint^  the  orphan's  sighs, 
Whose  V03VS  to  heav'n  in  grateful  transport  rise  ; 
And  where,  in  bonds,  the  pining  debtor  lay. 
To  burst  the  dungeon  gloom,  and  pour  the  day. 

Dear  t6  thy  heart,  and  welcome  to  thy  board. 
The  virtuous  n<;'«r  in  vain  thy  aid  implored; 
Was  toiling  Probity  by  want  oppressed  ? 
Thy  smile  consoled  him,  and  thy  bounty  blessM. 
Did  heav'n-born  Talent  droop  ?    If  aim'd  aright. 
Thy  potent  arm  sustained  its  daring  flight: 
Nor  mean  the  boon  thy  liberal  hand  bestow'd 
\Vhere  Honour  fired  tlie  breast,  and  Genius  glow'd. 

Warm'd  by  thy  plaudits,  by  that  bounty  cheer'd, 
His  drooping  head  the  friendless  artist  rear'd  j 
With  matchless  splendour  through  thy  dome  display'd, 
He  mark'd  the  radiant  tints  that  never  fade ; 
Whatever  bold  in  style,  or  warfn  in  thought. 
The  masters  of  the  glowing  pencil  taught. 
His  fancy  kindles,  by  the  view  inspired, 
His  faculties  expand,  his  soul  is  fired ; 
With  nobler  force  he  draws  th'  expressive  lines, 
And  a  new  Raphabl  on  the  canvas  shines. 
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6  well  high  the  folcfon  dii^e-^nd  1^  the  soimd 
Roll  through  extended  Europe's  fariihest  bonod-r^ 
)Vhu  sway'd  her  epmjnBrce  sleeps  on  Bntain's  shoiv* 
And  Art*s  distinguish'/d  Patron  is  iio  move. 

With  tropbied  pomp  to  deck  the  gorgeous  ahrina 
Where  luxury's  proud  end  pamper'd  race  leplinty;  • 
Let  the  tnumphftl  arch  to  heav'n^astfend. 
And  all  her  poiy'rs  devoted  Genius  lend<«^ 
From  righteoius  deeds  the  proudest  trophies^  rise. 
Thy  virtue,  Hope  !  a  fiohler  shrine  supplies* 
Just  dealings  round  the  good  a  lustre  throw. 
Greater  than  brass  and  nMrbles  can  bestow  f 

Soon  sh^U  tk»  sculptured  urn,  the  hfeathing  bust^ 
Their  •cbarn^s  resign,  land  crumble  into  dust. 
But,  while  Time's  rapid  cycles  glide  awfsy. 
And  sinking  natuise  tushes  to  decay, 
ViRTjua  stjll  t»wers,  immortal  and  sublimei 
Beyond  the  rage  of  fate,  the  bounds  of  time  ; 
Survives  the  wreck,  survives  the  burning  sphere, 
Blooming  and  biight  through  heavens  eternal  year  I 
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MADRIGAL, 

YROM   TU^   FaKVCH   OF    ICONTRSUIL. 

What  woes  my  ha|)Jess  bosom  rend, 
Ah!  dearest  Sylvia ^  ask  no  more* 

Those  woes  must  last  till  life  shall  end; 
But  soon  will  they  be  oer! 


«••  A»  P« 
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STANZAS, 


7|I0M  THB  ITALIAN  OF  GAETANO  POLIVOZI, 


Light  as  the  wind^  Jthe  beauteous  flower 
Of  youth  swift  hasteos  to  decay ; 

^nd  with  it,  to  return  no  more, 

Each  laughing  love,  each  pleasure  g»y  I 

Then,  fair  Miranda,  ti«ie}y  wise, 
Enjoy  the  spring  of  beauty's  bloom ; 

for  soon  life's  halcyon  season  flies, 
And  comes  the  temptet's  cheerless  gloom  1 

« 

Adorned  with  flowers  of  perfume  sweet. 
Spring  opes  her  bosom  to  the  galoj 

Pursued  by  Summer's  sultry  heat, 
Brown  Autumn's  glooms,  and  Winter's  htuli 

Thus  flowers  and  fciiitr  successive  shoW| 
The  tree  resigns  its  ripened  ioad> 

And  bare  appears  each  sapless  bough, 
Where  late  Pom^a's  treasure  ^we4 ! 

Y^t,  (such  Creation's  changeless  JoamJ 
When  past  is  Winter'^  icy  neigD, 

The  naked  boughs  their  flowers  resume. 
And  in  fresh  verdure  bloom  again ! 
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But  ne'er  for  tit  shM  youthful  Spring 
Escape  from  Winter's  bondage  hoar ; 

Succeeding  years  will  Sorrow  brings 
But  Pleasure  $haU  return  no  more  ! 


HOPE. 

TwAS  in  Love's  vernal  morn 
A  tender  Hope  I  rear'd ; 

A  rose  without  a  thorn, 
And  lasting  it  appear'd : 

And  lovely  did  it  blopm^ 
'Neath  Beauty's  genial  ray ; 

It  shed  a  sweet  peifumcy 
And  made  my  garden  gay. 

But  short  the  sunshine  hour, 

A  transitory  gleam ! 
No  more  the  tender  flower 

Feels  Beauty's  genial  beam. 

But  tho'  beneath  the  blast 
The  tender  flow'ret  fell. 

Still  shall  its  fragrance  last. 
And  sweet  be  yet  its  smell. 
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INDEPENDENCE; 

A  BALLAD. 


This  fiallacl  was  oocanoned  bjr  reading  the  following  Paragraph 
ia  a  Magaiiiy  for  the  present  Month.*-^'  There  now  resides 
"  in  Cawsand»  a  man  who  has  not  slept  ui  a  bed  for  thirty 
**  yean.  He  was  a  sailor  in  his  Vouth,  and  anfortunate.  Ha 
^  always  refused  an  asylum  in  the  wM-bottea,  living  on  the 
«  miserable  pittanta  of  two«pence  or  .three-pence  a^day,  earned 
*  by  carrving  pitchers  of  water.  He  indignantly  preferred 
<*  this  to  living  by  the  bounty  of  others.  In  the  coldest  night 
"  of  winter  he  would  sleep  under  a  boat  on  thfc  beach  of 
^  Cawsand ;  at  other  tidies  be  took  refuge  in  the  clifls  of  the 
*■  rochsi  ^d  couched  himself  with  the  raven  and  the  olter." 


Talk  not  id  me  of  food  <St  bed> 

Or  the  warm  winter  coat. 
Whence  comes  the  meat  with  which  y<m're  fed  f 

What  does  that  dress  denote  i 

What  is.  that  room»  from  storms  aloof. 

In  which  so  snug  yon  lie  ? 
What  are  thej  all,  coat,  foody  and  roof  ? 

Badges  of  slavery ! 

Most  yon  not  cringe,  and  beg^  and  fawn  f 

Slave  even  to  the  clocks, 
Thy  matin  call,  the  bolts  undrawDi 

Thy  vesper,  creaking  looks« 
Vol.  Tin.  a 
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&f  Cist  yoQ  not  in  that  house  miscaird, 

Of  miserable  sii^tb. 
Your  mind  and  body  both  enthrall'di 

Degraded,  sunken  bath|-«> 

Must  you  not  bear  the  bitter  tauut 

Of  oft  imputed  blame^ 
Your  only  crimes  old  %ge  and  want| 

Disease  your  only  shame  ? 

Must  you  not  etouching  ask  the  boon 

Avarice  is  forc'd  to  give  ? 
And  hear  them  calculate — how  soon 

You'll  die-— 4uyw  Igng  ca»  live  f 

And  must  you  ito^-*«0  direst  woe  ! 

Look  grateful,  bow^  «nd  amile ; 
TJiaok  ^en  from  whom  Ifaose  blessingB  flow^ 

Soothe,  flatter,  and  beguile  f 

And  would  you  have  me  suth  as  you  f 

Me,  from  whose  honest  tongue 
No  sentence,  cotnsdouily  untrue. 

From  youth  to  age  ha»  sprung  f 

And  would  you  court  rat  to  yotur  faoiiie^ 

In  joyless  prison  pent  f 
Me,  wlio  can  every  kingdom  roam. 

And  find  in  all  Content  ? 

What  though  f  draw,  for  scanty  gain 

Fresh  water  from  the  spring  ; 
Did  she,  of  Isaac  lov'd,  disdaiu 

An  ec^ual  load  to  bring  ? 
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What  though  ray  cloaths  in  squalid  tap 

Hang  fluttering  on  my  knee. 
They  breathe,  like  sea-weed  on  the  crags^ 

The  air  of  liberty. 

Free  as  that  buoyant  bretae  I  roTe^ 

All  Nature's  joys  my  own ; 
Sea,  earthy  and  sky,  the  clouds  above, 

The  rocks  in  masses  thrown* 

At  summer's  eve  those  rocks  among, 

I  with  the  otter  lie ; 
The  sea-mews'  cry  my  eyening  sopg. 

The  waves  my  lullaby. 

The  moon-beams  falling  on  my  form, 
The  spray  that  dews  my  hair. 

The  breathing  of  the  summer  storm, 
Ally  all  to  me  are  fair. 

And  when  in  wint'ry  nights  I  creep 

•Beneath  the  sheltering  boat. 
And  feel  my  ice«boand  fingers  sleep, 

And  doff  my  frozen  coat : 

What  though  I  lack  reviving  food. 

Though  bare  my  aged  form, 
Think  you  not  that  the  freeman's  blood 

Can  keep  his  bosom  warm  ? 

But  frozen,  stagnate  would  it  chill, 

Within  thy  prison  pent 
Away^-FU  keep  my  treasures  still-^ 

Peace,  Freedom,  and  Content* 

sSavsCuMiovsa*  ras.4i  181S. 
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SPANISH  LADY'S  FAREW 


''  MaivvejL,  I  do  not  shed  a  tear 
Our  parting  to  delay  ; 
I  dare  not  listen  to  my  fear, 
I  dare  not  bid  thee  stay. 

The  heart  may  shrink,  the  spirit  fail. 

But  Spaniard's  must  be  free  I 
And  piride  and  duty  shall  prevail 

O'er  all  my  love  for  thee. 

Then  go ;  and  round  that  gallant  head. 

Like  banners  in  the  air, 
Shall  float  full  many  a  daring  hope^ 

And  many  a  tender  prayer. 

Should  Fre^doA)  perish*— at  thy  deatb 

'Twere  madness  to  repdne  ; 
And  f  should  every  feeling  lose^ 

Except  the  wish  for  mine. 

But  if  the  destiny  of  Spam 

Be  once  again  to  rise ! 
O  !  grant  me  heaven  !  to  nwi  the  taU 

In  Manuel's  joy  fal  eyes^" 

If ATILDA   BBTBAlf^ 
MEW  CAVENOXSB  STBBST»  J9X>Yd»   1808. 
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SONG. 


SwBET  maid,  I  hear  thy  frequent  figh, 
And  mourn  to-  see  thy  lAOguid  eye ; . 
For  well  I  know  those  symptoms  prove 
Thy  heart  a  prey  to  scctet  love. 
But  tho' so  hard  a  fntebe  thine. 
Think  not  thy  grief  can  equal  mine. 
Hope  may  thy  vanished  bloom  restore  i  * 
I  sigh  for  him  who  live^  xo  mors  ! 

The  youth,  for  whom  thy  bosom  sighs, 
Shall  oft'  delight  thy  coA^ious  eyes  ; 
And  oft'  his  voice,  in  accents  sweet. 
Shall  Friendship*?  soothing  tone  repeat : 
But  he  for  whom  my  cheek  is  pale. 
For  whom  my  health  and  spirits  fail^ 
Nought  to  my  eyes  can  e'er  restore, . 

And  I  shall  hear  his  voice  "so  Moae 

♦ 

Thou,  in  existence,  still  can^t  find 
A  charm  to  captivate  thy  mind. 
To  make  the  morning  jay  delight, 
^    And  gild  the  j;l0omy  b^oW  of  night! 
But  Nature's  charms  to  mcare  nod !    * 
I  nought  behold  but  HEiraY  dead! 
AVhat  can  my  love  of  life  restore  ? 
I  sigl^  for  l^im  who  lives  i^o  more  f 
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SONG; 

Written  for  the  Anmnersary  of  the  Chantable  Society  oj 

8i.  Patrieh 

BY  HORACE  TWXSfi   ESQ. 


SoKt  of  fair  Erin  1  who  yet  inherit 

The  gallant  ardour  of  times  gone  by. 
And  feel,  on  this  day,  the  reviving  spirit 

Which  taught  your  fathers  to  live  and  di 
Lose  not  that  impulse  of  high  devotion. 

Till  bigot  frenzy  and  coward  guile 
Shall  brood  no  more  on  the  Western  Ocean, 

And  blight  the  olive  on  Erin's  isle  I 

Nations  may  weather  the  darkest  hour. 

If  the  fervour  of  Freedom  unclouded  shine : 
Her  guardian  fires  have  a  mystic  power. 

For  the  patriot's  heart  is  their  living  shrine. 
Their  hallo w'd  lustre  'tis  yours  to  cherish*— > 

The  trust  of  Erin  is  all  in  you-^ 
If  the  glowing  seal  of  your  bosoms  perish, 

Your  country's  life  is  ej|tiogaishe4  too  I 

But  the  holy  flame  which  the  patriot  raises 

Should  beam  with  a  calm  and  a  chastened  smile; 
When  the  fire  of  Freedom  too  fiercely  bla^ses, 

That  bla^e  but  kindles  her  funeral  pile! 
Ill*fated  Erin  !  too  often  already 

Her  fondest  friends  have  prolonged  her  toil^m 
For  the  iron  hand  has  been  stern  and  steady 

That  binds  her  down  to  the  bleeding  soil. 
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LeaTCi  thefty  oh  !  *  leave  unto  them  that  curse  ye/ 

The  guilt  of  widow's  and  orphan's  cry : 
Tour's  is  the  temper  of  Ipve  and  mercy. 

That  wipe  the  tears  from  affliction's  eye. 
Vain  shall  be  thus  the  unblest  endeavour 

To  crush  the  spirit  which  Kature  has  given : 
That  sacred  spirit  shall  live  for  ever. 

And  triumph  at  last  in  the  cause  of  heaven ! 


LINES, 

Written  during  the  public  Rage  for  Master  Betty ^ 

BT  THB   LATB   KICHARP  CUMfiERLAVPf  ESQ. 

KsxBLE,  while  thus  you  give  us  to  behold 

Acting  that  would  have  graoM  the  days  of  old, 

May  we  not  hope  in  timt,  that  public  taste 

Will  blush  to  find  its  favour  so  inisplac'd  } 

l¥ill  not  your  form,  with  due  proportion  fraught, 

Serve  to  embody  our  great  Poet's  thought  t 

Was  Shakspeare  of  his  reason  so  beguil'd 

To  let  his  if  use  be  dandled  by  a  child  f 

Did  his  sublime  imagination  shape 

Hamlet  or  Richard  for  a  boy  to  ape  ? 

Parrots  can  talk,  but  is  the  w0rld  so  weak. 

To  say  that  parrots  think,  because  they  np^lf  } 

Tis  nothing  strange,  good  folks !  that  boys  cam  spovt ; 

The  woodar  is,  that  yon  can  hear  them  out. 
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MY  MOTHER. 


Who,  with  ker  arms  of  love,  carest. 
And  laid  me,  youngling,  on  her  breasts 
And  hushed  me  there  to  downy  rest  ? 

Mymothjp?, 

yfho  o'er  my  infant  ailing?  wept, 
And  by  my  bed  long  vigjis  kept. 
And  kissed  and  blest  me  while  I  slept  f 

My  mother. 

Who,  in  each  frolic-sport,  and  toy. 
With  glistening  eye,  indulged  my  joyi 
And  snared  the  transports  of  her  boy  ) 

My  mother. 

»  •  •  •• 

Who,  patient  of  a  wayward  child, 
Forgave  my  headstrong  passions  wild, 
And  soon  the  frown  forgot,  and  smiled  ? 

My  mother. 

Who,  guardian,  champion,  counsel,  friend. 
To  schoolday-cares  her  aid  would  lend, 
My  tears  wouldf  dry,  my  cause  defend  ? 

My  mother. 

Who  to  brave  truth  and  honour  bred 
My  heart,  and  in  their  high-road  led. 
And  bade  me  there  for  ever  tread  ? 

Mymptben 
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Who  nursed  iu  me  thci  proud  ^isfl^n 
Of  all  that  scoundrels  fed;  or  feign, 
And  all  that  scoundrels  boast,  or  gain  ? 

My  mother. 

Who,  by  her  fair  example,  taught 
Each  holy  aim,  and  generous  thought. 
And  virtues  never  to  be  bought  ?  - 

My  mother, 

Whoy  to  this  filial  bosom  dear. 

Through  onward  life's  maturer  year, 

]8  pherish'd|  lovM,  and  worbhipp'd  here  ? 

My  mother. 


i? 
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TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

On  her  having  opened  a  Gate  to  me. 

Just,  such  a  form,  vfiih  wings  of  gold. 
And  wreaths  of  roses,  I  shall  see 

W^it  my  last  moments,  and  unfold 
The  gate  of  Paradise  to  me  ! 

|Ieaven  speaks  in  signs.     The  watery  bow. 
To  banish  fear  from  earth  was  given ; 

And  thou,  Maria,  to  foreshow 
The  beauty  (hat  inhabits  heaven ! 


250 

STANZAS 

f  V  TAB  VSW  HIPPOD&OME  IK  COVENT  GAEDBV^ 


Matandus  locus  est.  et  devonorU  aots 

PrsBteragendas  Equus.  HoftAOX«  t^tb  £]^  B*  i« 


Who  will  say,  that  the  laws  are  no  longer  in  force. 

Recorded  in  Metamorphosean  fable ; 
Since  our  Manager's  raised  to  a  Master  of  Hone, 

And  our  Theatre  sunk  to  a  livery-stable  f 

When  beggared,  they  hit  on  this  plan,  we  are  told. 
To  jockey  the  town,  and  in  clover  to  revel ; 

But  now  they  are  mounted^  like  beggars  of  old. 
Or  Blue  Beard  himself  they  will  ride  to  the  devil. 

O  Kemblc,  the  Centaur,  sago  Houhnyihn  elf! 

Henceforth  who  will  care  for  thy  classic  revivals? 
Rowe,  Congreve,  and  Otway,  may  sleep  on  the  shelf, 

Their  brains  are  kick'd  out  by  their  quadruped  rivals. 

Though  Shakspeare  may  frown  in  your  hall  in  disdain, 
You  may  laugh  (if  you  can)  without  qualms  or  re. 
morses; 

He  swore  all  the  world  was  a  stage,  and  'tis  plain 
No  stage  in  the  world  can  go  on  without  horses. 

Where'er  with  four  legs  native  talent  is  bless'd, 
The  Manager's  patronage  doubly  is  due ; 

It  goes  twice  as  far,  and  has  twice  as  much  zest, 
As  where  the  dull  rascals  have  only  got  two. 


251 

Away  with  the  pit !  turn  it  into  a  ring, 

Thalia,  Melpomene,  joining  tlie  hoax. 
Shall  gallop  in  grand  trasi-comedy  swing. 

While  Kemble  is  cracking  his  whip  and  his  jokes. 

Don't  cough  and  take  snuff,  Sir,afid  drag  out  each  word. 
Like  bottles  lugg'd  up  from  some  hollow  old  bin ; 

Sing,  tumble,  cut  capers,  be  seen,  felt,  and  heard, 
And  tip  us  Grimaldi's  auricular  grin. 

In  wisely  attempting  our  stages  to  make 

Of  riding,  not  morals,  the  properest  schools, 

Mr.  Merryman's  part  it  is  fit  you  should  take. 
The  last  of  our  actors — the  first  of  our  fools. 


EPIGRAM, 

On  hearing  it  obierced  thai  the  Chancellor  of  the  £js 
chequer  had  proved  himself  a  bad  Arithmetician^ 

For  addition,  Pitt's  talents  let  all  men  revere, 

Since  he  adds  to  our  debt  thirty  millions  a  year ; 

In  iubtraction  his  skill  to^suspect  will  be  rash, 

Which  contrives  from  the  Bank  to  subtract  all  the  cash; 

And  tho'  feeble  his  efforts  to  multiply  men. 

He  can'  multiply  taxes  again  and  again ; 

In  dhision  what  mortal  will  say  he  wants  nous  f 

Who  so  artfully  works  in  dividing  the  howe. 

Then  ye  patriots  be  still !  to  your  murmurs  a  truce ! 

What  we  werr,  what  we  are^  think  1  and  spare 

abuse. 
For  you  all  must  agree  that  Will  Pitt  can  reduci 
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AN  ELEGY. 


Wht  diilst  thou,  Cynthio,  tempt  my  wandViog  feet 
To  visit  Sherbourn's  ever-blissful  grove? 

Why  didst  thou  call  roe  to  thy  calm  retreat. 
The  blest  abode  of  Innocence  and  Love  f 

With  anxious  haste  I  bade  the  town  adieu ! 

And  fondly  deem'd  with  conscious  Peace  to  dwell  \ 
I  bade  the  sons  of  wealth  their  schemes  pursue, 

And  sought,  with  eager  steps,  thy  rural  cell. 

I  found  thee  happiest  of  the  village  swains, 

For  she  was  thine  whom  most  thou  (lidst  adore  | 

E}vir^  !  pridp  of  all  the  ndghbouring  plains. 
For  beauty  fam'd-r-for  tVry  virtue  more. 

Far  from  the  tumult  of  the  madd*ning  throng, 
In  careless  ease  I  pass'd  the  tranquil  day; 

My  pipe  1  tun'd,  and  rais*d  the  vocal  song. 
And  every  sylvan  scene  inspired  the  lay^ 

Ceres  I  sung,  whose  kind  prolific  hand, 

Profuse  ot  blessings,  decks  the  varied  scene ; 

Bids  Autumn's  ripen'd  stores  enrich  the  land, 
And  jocund  Plenty  crown  the  cheerful  green. 

Peauty  was  next  my  theme,  and  Love  sincere  ; 

A I  Ipo  tent  Love  !  whose  influence  reigns  confcst^ 
With  whom  comes  smiling  Hope,  and  anxious  Fear, 

Alternate  rulers  of  the  human  breast. 
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Ah!  little  thought  I,  while  I  heedless  strayy,* 
Or  blithsome  sung  within  the  festive  bo w'r; 

That  danger  lurked  beneath  the  peaceful  shade. 
That  there  the  tyrant  god  exerts  his  power! 

Unconscious  oft  1  view'd  the  rural  fair, 

And  view'd  without  a  pang  each  rising  charm ; 

The  swift- wing'd  minutes  left  no  trace  of  care. 
No  soft  sensations  gave  my  breast  alarm  ! 

With  ev'ry  grace  adom'dy  and  native  ease, 
At  length  Lucinda  caught  my  wond'ring  eye> 

In  her  was  center'd  ev'ry  power  to  please, 
To  melt  the  heart,  and  prompt  the  tender  sigh ! 

At  once  the  soft  contagion  caught  my  breast ; 

For  what  can  Love's  almighty  pow'r  controull . 
The  ruling  passion  e/ry  thought  posscst, 

Aud  ev'ry  fond  idea  fiil'd  my  soul ! 

Fast  by  the  stream  that  winds  through  Mivod's  vale^ 
^  There  did  I  first  my  ardent  vows  impart ; 
She  deign'd  to  listen  to  the  artless  talc, 
The  warm  effusions  of  a  faithful  heart ! 

Tis  true  she  listened  to  my  tender  woes, 

With  patient  ear  she  heard  my  fervent  sighs ; 

Compassion  soft  within  her  bosom  rose, 
But  yet  she  bade  not  gentle  hope  arisc« 

Tfce  changeful  seasons  twice  their  course  have  run, 
Yet  still  unchanged  her  conq'ring  pow'r  1  feel ; 

Her  image  rises  with  the  rising  sun. 

Nor  can  the  shades  of  night  her  form  conceal. 

Ah !  why  Lucinda,  did  my  wayward  fate. 
With  force  resistless  doom  my  soul  to  prove. 

Those  cares,  those  heart-corroding  cares,  that  wait 
On  anxious  doubt,  and  unrequited  love  f 
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Whatever  my  lot,  on  thee  T  still  will  tend, 
I'll  watch  thy  footsteps  with  redoubled  zeal  ; 

On  thee  alone  my  utmost  hopes  depend. 
Thy  smiles  alone  can  fix  my  future  weal. 

Full  welt,  dear  maid,  thy  wond'rous  worth  I  know^ 
The  wealthiest  swain  might  wish  with  thee  to  join  ; 

But  I  alas  I  have  little  to  bestow. 

Save  a  fond,  faithful  heart  1  and  that  is  thine. 

w.  1. 


EPITAPH  ♦, 

ON   MRS.  ELIZA  SMITH. 

BY  THE  LATE  JACOB  BRYANT,  ESQ. 

Hkre  flonrishM  once,  whilst  Heaven  did  life  impart^ 

A  soul  seraphic,  and  the  purest  heart ; 

'With  learning,  candour^  a  capacious  mind, 

Blest  with  discernment,  and  a  taste  refin'd ; 

Soft  and  engaging  converse ;  and  the  while 

A  pleasing  look,  and  ever-winning  smile. 

Add  each  fair  virtuey  every  grace  full  blown, 

Known  to  the  world,  but  to  herself  unknown* 

From  Wisdom's  sacred  fount  she  early  drew 

Knowledge  divine,  and  practised  what  she  knew. 

To  all  alike  her  friendly  help  display'd  : 

"Where  Pity  prompted,  Charity  obey'd. 

Such  was  her  worth ;  whatever  was  wanting  here 

Is  now  completed  in  a  happier  sphere. 

^  In  BghuB  ^nrcb-y vd. 
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RELIGIO  LOCI. 


As  musfne  slow  the  ^ea-beat  shore  I  tread, 

While  the  deep  heaves  beneath  the  tempest's  swaji 

While  all  is  dark,  and  on  the  white  wave's  head 
The  lightning  pours  a  momentary  day ; 

Then  through  the  heavcuS|  methinks.  Eternal  Sire ! 

Thy  justice  walks,  impels  the  whirlwind's  breathy 
Swells  the  deep  thunder,  barbs  the  lightning's  fire. 

And  shakes  o'er  guilty  worlds  the  balanc'd  death* 

Then  in  the  roarings  of  thd  blast  I  hear 

Thy  chariot  wheels:  O!  who  can  hear  and  live? 

Convicted  Nature  dreads  the  vengeance  near, 
And  Guilt  uplifts  her  hands  and  cries.  Forgive  / 

« 

Bui  when  more  tranouil  scenes  my  steps  invite, 
Where  through  a  neecy  veil  the  moonshine  smiles, 

Where  rapid  Derwent  gleams  with  snowy  light. 
Or  Lomond  sleeps  amid  her  wooded  isles ; 

Of  then  my  ravish'd  soul  thy  mercy  sees 
Inspiring  all  beneath,  around,  above ; 

A  small  still  voice  in  every  dying  breeze, 
A  voice  divine  proclaims,  that  Thou  art  Love  t 

Then  stormy  shores,  and  surging  waves  adieu ! 

And  welcome  brook,  and  vale,  and  peaceful  grove. 
But  whence  this  thought  ?  Shall  Reason's  eagle  view 

la  none  but  tranquil  scenes  trace  heavenly  love  f 
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^o:  place  mc  where,  on  Zembla's  widow  d  coait^ 
Dark  Winter  heaps  eternal  snows  on  high. 

And  bids  his  to^vering  blttlements  of  frost 
Float  on  mid  seas,  and  pillar  half  the  sky  : 

Or  place  me  on  Bahouda's  thinty  sand. 

Where  the  parch'd  pilgrim  longs  for  dewy  night, 

Where  whirling  pyramids  of  fier^  sand 
Oe'rwhelm  the  panting  Arab  iiT  his  flight: 

Still  heav'nly  mercy  o'er  the  sullen  hours 

Shall  breathea  charm  which  all  those  hours  shall  cheeri 

Bid  storms  be  still,  and  amaranthine  flowers 
Spring  from  the  ashes  of  a  polar  year. 

New  worlds,  new  seasons,  at  her  beck  shall  rise. 
Soft  branching  groves  the  sun-burnt  desert  shroud, 

A  sudden  fragrance  flow  through  tropic  skies, 
A  sudden  rainbow  blush  on  every  cloud. 

6.  O.  BVStt« 


EPITAPH  •, 

Hr  THE    LATE    IfR.   DAt, 

Author  ofSandford  and  Merton^  ^c,  ^c» 

Beyond  the  reach  of  time  or  fortune's  power, 
Remain,  cold  stone,  remain  !  and  mark  the  houi^ 
When  ail  the  noblest  gifts  which  heaven  e'er  gav« 
Were  centered  in  a  dark  untimely  grave. 
Oh  I  taught  on  Reason's  boldest  wings  to  rise. 
And  datch  each  glimmering  of  the  opening  skies  > 
Oh  gentle  bosom ;  oh  unsullied  mind  ! 
Oh  friend  to  truth,  to  virtue,  to  mankind ! 
Thy  dear  remains  we  trust  to  this  sad  shrine. 
Secure  to  feel  no  second  loss  like  thine. 

*  Written  for  the  nonumeat  of  Dr.  Sinalit  but  inacribeJ  on  the 
Antbor^i  tonb  by  his  wi<low. 
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STANZAS, 


jTo  the  Memory  of  Robert  Bums4 


PoRTSKTOvs  sigh'd  the  hollow  blasts 
Which,  sorrow-freighted,  southward  pass'dj 
I  heard  the  sound,  and  stood  aghast 

In  solemn  dread : 
The  mournful  truth  is  told  at  last, 

And  Burns  is  dead  ! 

Ah !  sweetest  minstrel^  nature'^s  child^ 
Could  not  thy  "  native  wood-notes  wild/* 
Tby  manly  sense,  thy  manners  mild. 

And  sprightly  glee, 
The  ghastly  tyrant  have  beguil'd 

To  set  thee  free  ? 

Unfriended,  desolate  and  young. 
Misfortune  o'er  thy  cradle  hung ; 
And  penury  had  checkM  thy  song, 

But  chcck'd  in  vain  ;   , 
Till  Death,  resistless  in  his  wrong. 

Has  clos'd  the  strain ! 
VOL.  yiiz.  a 
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Thus,  'midst  tlie  cold  of  winter^s  srtows^ 
The  unprotected  snow-drop  blows ; 
Awhile  in  native  beauty  glows. 

And  charms  the  eyes  ^ 
Till  past  some  ruthless  spoiler  goes. 

And  crops  the  prize! 

But  not  for  thee,  O  bard,  the  lot. 
In  cold  oblivion's  shade  to  rot ; 
Like  those,  unhonour'd,  and  forgot, 

Tk'  unfeeling  great, 
Who  knew  thy  worth,  but  hastened  not 

To  sooth  thy  fate. 

Whilst  love  to  beauty  pours  the  sigh. 
Whilst  geafus  shall  wkh  na^ire  \itf 
WhUst  pity  from  the  neltifig  eye 

Shall  daim  regard  ^ 
Thy  honoured  name  shall  never  4ie, 

Immortal  bsrd  t 

But  oft,  as  winter  o'er  the  plain 
Shall  pour  at  erve  the  beating  rain. 
The  hind  shaH  call  hts  little  train 

Arotttid  the  iire. 
To  listen  to  some  thrilling  atraiii 

Of  thy  lov'd  lyre. 

• 

Whether  to  Heav'n's  eternal  King 
Thou  strike  the  deep^'resoundtng  strkig. 
Whilst,  rising  on  devotion's  wing, 

Hope  soars  above, 
To  happier  realms  of  endless  spring, 

And  boundless  love ; 


Or  whetiier  lighter  themes  beguile 
The  moments  of  relaxing  toil. 
Bidding,  on  labour's  front,  the  smile 

Of  pleasure  sit ; 
The  roof  re^-echoing  all  the  while 

To  genuine  wil; 

Or  if  wild  Fancy  seise  the  rein, 
Whilst  horror  thrills  thro'  evVy  Tein, 
And  sprites  and  elves,  an  awful  tra^n. 

Their  orgies  keep ; 
And  warlocks  o'er  the  frighted  plaia 

At  midnight  sweep : 

As  works  the  sp^,  the  listening  band 
Aghast  in  mute  attention  stand ; 
Again  thou  waVst  thy  magic  wand. 

Of  pow'r  so  rare, 
And  all  the  scene,  by  Fancy  plann'4« 

Dissolves  in  air. 

Thine  too  the  charm  of  social  hearts, 
Where  wit  its  vivid  lightening  darts. 
And  Converse  keen  to  age  imparts 

The  fire  of  youth. 
Whilst,  from  the  fierce  concussion,  slartt 

The  spark  of  truth. 

What  tho'  thy  wild  untutored  stnuo 
The  Critic's  pedant  laws  disdain, 
Mot  ail  the  wire-caged  minion  train 

E'er  pour'd  a  note 
So  sweet,  as  echoing  o'er  the  plain 

The  woodlark's  throat, 

t2 
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Old  Coila,  first  whose  brakes  araono?, 
Thy  infant  hands  the  wild  harp  strung, 
Shall  flourish  in  thy  deathless  song 

With  lasting  fame; 
And  Ayr  shall  henceforth  roll  along, 

A  classic  stream. 

But  thou,  O  Bard,  in  silence  laid*— 

Ah  !  what  shall  soothe  thy  pensive  shade^ 

For  worth  and  genius  ill  repaid, 

With  bounty  scant ; 
And  hours  of  sorrow  uiiallay'd. 

And  toil  and  want  ? 

See  o'er  thy  song,  as  loud  it  swells. 
The  lordly  Thane  delighted  dwells  t 
Or  to  hiiyfair  his  rapture  tells, 

By  thee  inspired; 
His  bosom,  as  the  strain  impels. 

Or  thaw'd  or  fir'd. 

Around  him,  see,  to  guard  his  state, 
A  train  of  pamper'd  minions  wait; 
And  see,  to  form  hiis  daily  treat, 

Kach  cl /mate  join  ; 
While  Iceland's  frost,  and  Asia's  heat, 

Their  gifts  combine. 

Yet,  whilst  he  revels  unconfin'd 
Thro'  all  the  treasures  of  thy  mind, 
No  gen'rous  boon  to  thee  consign'd, 

Relieves  thy  care ; 
To  Folly  or  to  Vice  assigned 

What  Pomp  can  spare  ! 
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For  rights  withheld,  or  freedom  sold. 
Corruption  asks  thi:  promisM  gold ; 
Or  in  licentious  splendor  bold, 

Some  titled  Dame 
Squanders,  in  riot  uncontroll'd, 

What  Worth  should  claim  !• 

From  hill  to  hiil»  from  plain  to  plain, 
Wide  spreads  the  Chieftain's  proud  domain. 
That,  half  a  desart,  asks  in  vain 

For  culture  due ; 
Whilst  cold  inaction  chills  thy  vein, 

And  rusts  thy  plough. 

Meanwhile  thy  youthful  vigour  flics, 
The  storms  of*  life  unpitying  rise. 
And  wounded  Superstition  tries 

To  thwart  thy  way ; 
And  loath'd  Depend ance  ainbusad  lies, 

To  seize  her  prey. 

Yet  high  above  thy  reptile  foes 

Thy  towering  soul  unconquer'd  rose — 

Love  and  the  Muse  their  charms  disclose-*- 

Thc  hags  retire ; 
And  thy  expanded  bosom  glows 

With  heav'iiiy  6 re. 

Go,  Builder  of  a  deathless  name  ! 
Thy  Country's  glory,  and  her  shame! 
Go,  and  th'  immortal  guerdon  claim. 

To  Genius  due; 
Whilst  rolling  centuries  thy  fame 

3hail  still  rtucw  { 
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DIRGE, 

On  the  much  lamented  Death  of  the  beautiful  Mafia  Linletfp 


**  Lvded  all  with  sweet  flowers^ 
She  bewept  to  the  grate  did  jo 
Wkh  Uae*leTe  ilvmen."  8BAKirji4»St 
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Ukdbrkeath  this  ebon  shade, 

MarkM  by  a  rudelyrsculptur'd  stone^ 

The  lov'd  Maria,  low  is  laid  : 
Soft  be  the  turf  she  rests  upon. 

These  flowers  that  grow  around  her  tomb| 

All  bear  a  paler  hue. 
And  die  almost  before  they  bloom  ; 

Their  sympathy  so  true. 

The  pensive  powers  who  haunt  the  groTe^ 

Shall  here  their  vigils  keep  ; 
Chaunt  their  wild  requiems  o'er  my  loyiSi 

And  soothe  her  lasting  sleep. 

Pity  for  her  shall  touch  the  string. 
And  breathe  her  softest  sigh  } 

And  here  her  holy  strains  shall  sing. 
Of  heaven-taught  melody. 

For  she  was  sweet  as  opening  budS| 

Mild  as  the  hours  of  May, 
Bright  as  the  sun-beam  on  the  floods, 

And  constant  as  the  day. 
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Fnend  of  ny  youth !  for  thee  my  team 

Spontaneously  shall  flow ; 
And  memory  through  a  length  of  years 

Shall  Dune  the  sighs  of  woew 

For  thee,  when  autumn  glows  arouad. 

An  offering  sad  Til  pay. 
Deck  with  fresh  wreaths  thy  haUow'd  ground. 

And  mourn  the  fatal  day. 

On  thee,  amid  life's  varied  part. 
My  tenderest  thought  shall  rest, 

Bemoan'd  while  love  can  warm  my  heart| 
Or  friendship  cheer  my  breast. 


SONG. 

Wavk  thy  fair  head,  thou  early  flower, 
And  the  fleeting  sunshine  borrow ; 

For  the  scornful  wind  and  the  driving  shower 
Shall  lay  thee  low  to-morrow. 

Fond  beauty !  whoso  love*lighted  eye 

The  smile  of  joy  is  wearing. 
Cherish  the  beam ;  for  love  shall  die, 

And  leave  thy  soul  despairing. 

The  blossom  of  Spring's  untimely  birth, 
To  the  lingering  storm  is  given ; 

And  love  is  a  flower  may  bud  on  earth, 
But  onlj(  blows  in  heaven. 

9.  M.  X 
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MOSES  VIEWING  THE  PROMISED  LAND  •• 
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^  And  Moses  went  np  from  the  Plains  of  Moab  unto  the  Moon* 
tains  of  Nebo,  to  the  top  of  Pisgab,  that  is  qver  against  /ericho. 
And  the  Lord  shewed  him  all  the  Land  of  Gilead,  unto  Dan,  an4 
all  Naphtali,  and  the  Land  of  Ephraim  and  Manasseh,  and  all  the 
Land  of  Judah  unto  the  utmost  Sea,  and  the  South,  and  the  Plain 
of  the  Valle3r  of  Jericho,  the  Citj  of  Palm  Trees  unto  2oar.  And 
the  Lord  said  unto  him,  This  is  the  Land  which  I  sware  unto 
Abraham,  and  Isaac,  and  Jacob,  saying,  I  vill  give  it  unto  thy 
seed :  I  have  caused  thee  to  see  it  with  thine  eyes,  but  thou  9hal^ 
oot  gQ  over  thither.*'    Dbut.  xxuv. 


As  some  poor  pilgrim,  long  condemned  to  roam 

A  pensive  wand'rer  from  bis  cheerful  hofne. 

Pants  to  return  the  dear  delights  to  hail, 

Which  breathe  their  influenpe  o'er  his  native  vale; 

If  chance,  at  length,  he  scales  some  mountain's  height^ 

And  all  his  country  swells  upon  the  sight : 

What  sudden  joy  his  languid  eye  inspires  ! 

How  his  cold  bosom  burns  with  ancient  fires  ! 

So  warn'd  by  Him,  whose  all-commanding  power 
Calls  man  to  life,  and  marks  his  destin'd  hour. 
Long  duom'd  to  wander  on  the  thirsty  waste, 
liong  doomM  to  toil  beneath  the  scorching  bla^t, 

*  This  Poem  has  been  attributed  to  C.  Grant,  Esq.  Author  of 
the  Piiae  Poem  on  the  Restoration  of  LeamiDg  in  the  East. 
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To  Fisgah's  top  tlie  holy  Seer  withdrew, 
And  Canaan's  glories  burst  upon  his  view. 
High  on  a  mount  he  stood,  whose  awful  brow 
Frownt'd  in -dark  pomp  o'er  Jordan's  streams  below; 
Whose  far  horizon  marks  the  distant  land, 
Where  western  billows  lash  the  Tyrian  strand. 

Through  the  wide  realm,  what  scenes  of  wonder  rise, 
What  forms  of  beauty  greet  his  ravish'd  eyes  ! 
Fair  smile  ihe  rallies,  fair  the  rivers  flow, 
And  groves  with  brightest  tints  of  beauty  glow  ; 
In  gay  luxuriance  Spring's  abundant  train, 
And  waving  plenty,  clothe  the  fertile  plain ; 
Rich  o'er  the  meads  unfolds  the  varying  bloom, 
Rich  on  the  breezes  floats  a  sweet  perfume. 
Kature  with  joy  the  broad  expansion  fills, 
Crown'd  with  the  riches  of  a  thousand  hills. 

Thus  while  the  prophet  mark'd  the  bright  domtfio, 
From  his  rapt  bosom  burst  th'  impassion'd  strain. 

"  Is  this  the  region  f  this  the  place  of  ri^st  ? 
Hail,  happy  land,  a  land  supremely  blest. 
Twice  twenty  times  has  Egypt  learn'd  to  &mile, 
Enrich'd  with  plenty  from  the  stores  of  Nile, 
Since  the  proud  main  in  billowy  ramparts  stood. 
And  crystal  bulwarks  stay'd  the  rolling  flood. 
Twice  twenty  summers  have  I  toil'd  to  gain 
This  blissful  prospect,  nor  have  toil'd  in  vain. 
]£ach  mQrn  renew'd  the  visionary  theme. 
And  Canaan's  glories  rose  in  every  dream. 
Now  send  me,  heav*n,  the  message  of  release. 
My  eyes  behold  them,  and  shall  tlosc  in  peace. 
In  safety  here  shall  Israel's  sons  recline  *, 
Tend  the  rich  flock  and  prune  the  clust'ring  vine ; 

*  Pent.  ch.  uxiii.  Ter.  38. 
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His  hcav'ns  shall  shower  their  boant^ous  fftis  MiotmSti 

And  golden  harvests  bless  the  verdant  ground. 

Here  blooms  the  land  of  Palm  Trees  * ;  grateful  foil  | 

There  groaning  presses  flow  with  streams  of  oil ; 

Whilst  flow'ry  Carmel  lifts  his  summits  higb| 

And  flings  his  store  of  fragrance  to  the  sky. 

Thy  lofty  cedars,  Lebanon,  prdtlaim  f 

The  destiuM  borders  of  Manasseh's  name : 

And  J u  dab's  race  shall  stretch  their  ample  reiga 

From  Jordan's  margin  to  the  western  main.** 

He  spoke  and  paus'd  :  for  now  celestial  light 
Beam'd  in  full  splendour  on  his  mental  sigbt; 
Chas'd  from  his  soul  the  mortal  mists  away, 
And  on  his  eye-balls  pour'd  a  brighter  ray  ; 
New  forms  of  vision  o'er  the  scene  expand , 
And  rites  of  blood  pollute  the  smiling  land. 
From  Arnon's  streams  to  Rabbah's  watery  plain 
Extends  dread  Moloch's  sanguinary  reign. 
Whilst  idol  shrines  with  frantic  shrieks  resound 
Through  Sidon's  coast  to  Moab's  utmost  bound. 
With  eager  haste  the  wild  enthusiast  roves 
To  weave  the  dance  in  consecrated  groves ; 
Or  in  lone  caverns,  where,  with  orgies  dire. 
Insensate  voices  hail  the  mystic  Are; 
While  cymbals  loud  assist  the  madding  roar. 
Bids  the  foul  altars  blush  with  human  gore. 

In  vain  the  mother  clasps  her  tender  care. 
And  faints  in  all  the  agony  of  prayer ; 
In  vain  the  infant,  with  imploring  cries, 
Intreats  a  milder  doom  :  he  bleeds,  and  dies* 

Stern  indignation  iir'd  the  prophet's  eye, 
And  his  rent  bosom  heav'd  the  lab'ring  sigh. 

*  D«ut  ch.  xzxi7.  ver.  4«  f  Josh,  ch  xv.  and  zvii. 
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**  Ah,  fools!  and  blind  in  heart  f  can  iotda  of  blood 
Invite  the  sntile  or  stay  the  bolts  of  God  ? 
Say,  shall  the  mutter'd  spell,  the  midnight  charia 
Unnerve  the  vigour  of  Jehovah's  arm  ? 
Behold  your  instant  doom ;  embattled  hosts 
fovLt  their  dark  files  in  vengeance  on  your  coasts; 
Exulting  myriads  rend  the  astonish'd  air 
With  strains  of  triumph,  for  the  Lord  is  there  ; 
Full  on  the  camp  the  streams  of  glory  play  *, 
And  bumish'd  casques  reflect  a  heavenly  rtiy. 
Wide  wasting  ruin  tconrs  the  reeking  plain, 
And  rides  in  thunder  o'er  a  host  of  slain. 
Low  in  the  dust  your  vaunted  bulwarks  lie. 
Whilst  dames  aspire,  and  darkness  blots  the  sky. 
Thrice  happy  Israel  f,  doom'd  by  heav'n  to  wield 
Its  own  dread  weapons  through  the  tented  field  ; 
Th'  eternal  king  thy  raging  foes  disarms, 
And  bears  thee  safe  on  everlasting  arms. 
To  earthly  steel  they  trust  the  weak  defence^ 
God  is  thy  shield,  thy  sword  Omnipotence ; 
Strong  in  his  strength,  secure  in  aid  divine, 
March  on  to  conquest,  lo  !  the  land  is  thine/' 

A  sacred  joy  his  patriot  breast  inspires. 
And  his  rapt  soul  with  holy  transport  fires; 
Full  in  his  view  the  streaming  banners  fly, 
And  songs  of  victory  cleave  the  yielding  sky* 
In  his  high  course  the  flaming  orb  of  day 
O'er  Gibeon's  plain  arrests  his  downward  way; 
And  night's  pale  regent  checks  her  silver  car 
Where  Ajalou's  wide  vales  re-echo  shouts  of  war. 

House,  Moloch,  rouse  !  thy  veteran  bands  array  ; 
Spread  the  deep  squadrons  ;  wake  the  martial  lay  ; 

*  Exod.  ch.  XXV.  Ter.  21*  i^*  &c« 
t  Deat.  cli.  xxxiiL  ver.  26,  5ic 
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Unfurl  afresh  their  flagging  signs  in  air; 
Breathe  o'er  their  ranks  the  vigour  of  despair. 
Oh  !  is  thei)e  none  the  patriot  sword  to  rear. 
Roll  the  scyth'd  car,  or  shake  the  balancM  spear  f 
Avenge  the  cries  of  Philistaea's  blood. 
Dash  down  her  foes,  and  tower  her  guardian  God  ? 
There  is — from  yonder  carap  a  giant  form, 
Strides  through  the  vale  and  bears  resistless  storm ; 
High  o'er  bis  head  a  brazen  helmet  glows, 
And  folds  of  brass  his  hardy  limbs  inclose. 
Bright  gleam  the  horrors  of  his  burning  shield, 
And  shoot  fierce  lightnings  o'er  the  dusky  field. 
His  livid  eye-balls  flash  indignant  fire 
On  all  the  chiefs ;  the  chiefs  dismayM  retire. 
No  vet'ran  warrior  aims  the  vengeful  blow, 
Nor  dares  the  combat  with  so  proud  a  foe. 
That  boast  is  thine,  and  thine  the  destined  prize, 
Thou  son  of  Jesse,  fav'rite  of  the  skies. 
What  though  of  ruddy  mien  and  aspect  fair. 
Thy  tender  grasp  no  ponderous  target  bear ; 
What  though  thy  hand  no  thirsty  faulchion  wield. 
Nor  vizor'd  casque  thy  youthful  forehead  shield  ; 
Heav'n  deals  the  winged  death ;  'tis  heav'n  alone 
Gives  its  sure  mission  to  the  destin'd  stone. 

But  hush'd  the  din  of  arms ;  in  tuneful  lays 
Floats  through  the  air  the  melody  of  praise. 
Bright  as  the  flame  that  gilds  the  morning  skies 
Thy  lofty  walls,  imperial  Salem,  rise; 
Their  burnibh'd  gold  thy  massy  roofs  display, 
And  glitt'ring  columns  shed  a  doubtful  day. 
Above  the  rest  the  temple  tow'rs  supreme. 
Lifts  its  broad  front,  and  meets  the  morning  beam ; 
There  all  the  cast  her  treasur'd  stores  combines, 
Proud  Senir's  firs  aud  Ophir's  golden  niines. 
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£xuUi|ig  myriads  round  the  porches  throng. 
Urge  the  glad  pray'r  and  pour  the  heavenly  song. 
Ohy  who  may  see  and  live  !  an  awful  glooin 
Of  radiant  glory  fills  the  hallow'd  dome ; 
Back  in  amaze  the  priests  appall'd  retire. 
Nor  face  the  splendours  of  that  cloudy  fire. 

With  joy  the  prophet,  *'  Hail,  thou  blest  abode ! 
*  This  is  no  other  than  the  House  of  God  *.' 
As  erst  on  Israel  beam'd  celestial  light, 
A  cloud  by  day,  a  blazing  fire  by  night ; 
On  thy  dread  walls  descends  the  glorious  stream. 
And  light  ethereal  veils  the  cherubim. 
Here  shall  assembled  tribes  with  joy  repair, 
Cleave  to  thy  gates  and  fill  the  House  of  Prayer : 
Through  all  thy  courts  their  grateful  strains  shall  rise, 
And  heaven's  best  incense  greet  propitious  skies. 

**•  Ah,  fading  beam,  the  sunshine  of  a  day  ! 
Ah,  passing  beauty  destin'd  to  decay  ! 
Vice  rears  her  hideous  form,  and  brooding  shrouds 
The  op'ning  prospect  in  a  night  of  clouds. 
In  vain  I  look,  no  radiant  dawn  appears 
Through  the  long  vista  of  succeeding  years, 
Sad,  mournful  waste,  save  where  Josiah's  name, 
Or  some  mild  Asa's  shoots  a  transient  fiamc. 

'*  Sleeps  then  the  thunder  of  avenging  power  ? 
I  see,  I  see  the  gathering  tempests  lower. 
Bark  rolling  squadrons  all  thy  seats  surround. 
And  towers  and  temples  totter  to  the  ground* 
On  distant  shores  thy  ceaseless  sorrows  fiow  f. 
And  proud  Euphrates  mocks  the  tide  of  wue ; 
No  s^ngs  of  Sion  %  cheer  the  breath  of  ev'n, 
Hail  the  glad  morn,  or  waft  the  soul  to  heav'n. 

*  GeOf  ch.  xxTiii*  vcr.  t7»  .  t  Babylonish  Captiritj. 

X  Psftlm  137. 
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But  on  lone  Banks  where  droopioig  willows  fodn^ 
And  withering  branches  cast  a  leafless  sfaade^ 
His  idle  harp  the  weeping  captive  sees 
In  silence  trembling  to  the  passing  breese. 

"  Nation  perverse !  what  mortal  eye  may  tract 
The  long  disasters  of  thy  guilty  race  ? 
Again  thy  sons  the  lofty  fabric  raise. 
Proud  cities  tower,  and  golden  columns  blase ; 
Again  they  bid  the  ripening  harvests  bloom. 
Taste  the  pure  stream  and  breathe  the  sweet  perfuMift  j 
But  boast  no  more  the  ample  range  their  own. 
Nor  claim  the  bright  reversion  of  a  throne : 
Usurping  lords  the  favour'd  seats  pro&ine, 
And  Gentile  standards  mock  the  hallowed  plain* 

**  Now  o'er  the  shadowy  fields  and  dim -seen  boweHy 
Night's  sullen  breath  embrowns  the  wintry  hours: 
O'er  slumb'ring  nature  no  rude  murmur  flows, 
'Tis  all  hush'd  stillness  and  a  dumb  repose. 
But,  hark !  how  sweet  those  solemn  strains  arise  % 
Swell  from  the  vale  and  echo  to  the  skies* 
*  Glory  to  God  on  high ;  to  man  be  giv'n, 
Peace  and  good  will* — I  hear  the  song  of  heav'n* 
Angelic  choirs  symphonious  voices  raise. 
Tune  their  loud  harps  and  pour  the  stream  of  praise* 
See  darting  radiance  cleave  the  waste  of  night  f. 
See  ether  flaming  with  a  blaze  of  light ! 
He  comes,  the  promis'd  star ;  exult  and  sing, 
Ye  distant  isles,  and  hail  your  new-born  king. 
He  comes,  the  Prince  of  Peace  !  this  sacred  hour 
Shall  own  the  fulness  of  a  Saviour's  power. 
Ye  blind,  approach  the  light ;  ye  dumb,  rejoice; 
And  in  new  concert  raise  th'  enraptur'd  voice. 

t  tuke  cb.  il  YCf.  15^  14.  t  Matt.  cb.  ii  rer.  f » (c^ 
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Te,  who  the  paths  of  utght's  dark  vala  have  trodi 
Behold  the  rtnag  dawn,  behold  your  God  i 
To  as  a  child  is  born,  a  son  is  giv'n, 
The  world's  last  hope,  the  last  best  gift  of  beav'n. 
At  his  rebuke  hdl's  baflSed  legions  flee, 
The  winds  are  hush'd  and  calra'd  the  raging  sea. 
Death  hoan  his  maadate,  and  the  silent  grave 
Proclaims  his  word  omnipotent  to  save. 

**  Nmr  swells  the  kindling  strife ;  hoarse  cries  ascend 
On  every  gale  and  all  the  concave  rend. 
Crowds  roll  on  crowds  to  CaWary's  lofty  brow. 
And  shouts  convulsive  shake  the  plains  below. 
He  dies !  the  Lord  of  Life  resigns  his  breath ; 
Nails  pierce  the  hands  that  grasp  the  keys  of  death. 
The  veil  is  rent  in  twain,  disparted  iiy 
The  shatter'd  rocks,  aad  laidnight  veils  the  sky. 
B^nt  the  dark  tombs ;  upheaves  the  trembling  ground. 
And  shudd'ring  nature  groans  and  quakes  around. 
Seraphic. hosts  forbake  their  thrones  above. 
To  gaze  in  wonder  on  the  scenes  of  love. 
Shall  man  alone  in  proud  rebellion  rise, 
Hurl  the  proud  vaunt  and  nock  avenging  skies  f 
Lo  ?  from  the  brightness  of  his  high  abode, 
In  solemn  gioon  descends  the  pomp  of  God. 
Famine  and  plague  and  all  the  train  of  war  * 
Wait  on  his  march  and  bear  his  flaming  car. 
He  comes  in  vengeance ;  earth  his  presence  feels. 
And  rocks  convuls'd  beneath  his  living  f  wheels. 
Clauds,  mantling  clouds,  his  burning  path  proclaim, 
And  whirlwinds  speak  the  terrors  of  his  name* 
Ko  more  with  silent  step  heavVs  milder  light 
Walks  in  soft  glory  through  the  gloom  of  night : 

*  In  sUaMu  to  tfaa  sinu  precediDg  the  d^strvctioa  of  Jerasaleni. 
t  Kick.  1 19,  »0. 
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But  howling  tempests  all  the  sky  deform^ 
And  ocean  boils  beneath  the  rushins  storms 
In  forky  trains  the  winged  bolts  are  nurl'd^ 
And  sweep  viudictive  through  a  wasted  world* 
Peal  swells  on  peal ;  careering  thunders  roll^ 
And  wild  commotion  shakes  the  tott'ring  pole. 
On  Jordan's  banks  that  swim  with  native  gore, 
Rome's  black  battalions  all  their  fury  pour. 
Less  fierce  some  eagle  through  mid  ether  springs. 
The  thunder  balanc'd  on  his  sounding  wings. 
No  tears,  no  prayers,  their  furious  wrath  can  charm. 
Nor  age  appease,  nor  innocence  disarm. 
From  east  to  west  the  driving  tempest  pours  *, 
From  plain  to  plain  the  whelming  deloge  roan : 
Thy  cities  fall ;  the  lofty  flames  aspire, 
And  God's' own  temple  sinks  in  floods  of  fire. 

' ''  Tremendous  doom  !  what  shrieks  of  anguish  rke^ 
What  groans  of  sorrow  pierce  averted  skies. 
To  distant  climes,  with  devious  steps  and  slow, 
The  sad  survivors  of  their  country's  woe 
Aiove  silent  on,  a  melancholy  train. 
Or  plead  for  mercy,  but  they  plead  in  vain. 
Whilst  superstition  spreads  her  banefuf  plume. 
And  Canaan  mourns  beneath  th'  unhallow'd  glooiD«^ 

''  But,  lo!  the  standard  waves  again  unfuri'dff 
And  draws  around  a  renovated  world* 
On  Sion's  brow  the  sacred  splendours  shine, 
And  earth's  far  confines  hail  the  welcome  sign* 
Ye  kings  approach  and  bend  the  grateful  knee; 
Ye  Gentiles,  share  the  general  jubilee* 
At  once  the  east  and  west  and  south  and  north 
Feel  the  bright  beam  and  pour  their  legions  forth*. 

•  Lake  du  xvii.  vci.  S4»  t  MHleiiniuiBb 
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^o  Salem's  courts  what  gathering  crowds  ascend, 
What  prostrate  myriads  in  her  temple  bend ! 
Assembled  nations  pour  th'  adoring  strain. 
Mix  voice  wilh  voice  and  bless  th'  auspicious  reign. 
'  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  us  his  blood  was  giv'n, 
The  Sons  of  God,  the  ransom'd  heirs  of  heav'n  I* 
From  sea  to  sea  the  glowing  transports  roll, 
Shore  calls  on  shore  and  pole  resounds  to  pole* 
Heroes  no  more  shall  urge  the  thund'ring  car, 
Or  hurl  their  vengeance  through  the  ranks  of  war : 
The  din  is  hush'd  ;  the  storms  of  discord  cease^ 
And  saviige  natures  harmonize  in  peaces 
The  tawny  lion,  tyrant  of  the  wood. 
Forgets  to  rage,  no  more  athtrst  for  bloods 
Fierce  wolves  and  flocks  in  mild  accordance  feed. 
Drink  at  unel  stream  and  crop  one  common  mead  : 
The  feather'd  minstrels  wake  the  tuneful  grove 
And  hymn  the  reign  of  universal  love. 
Earth's  utmost  boundb  the  swelling  concert  raise, 
And  seas  wide-weltering  murmur  notes  of  praise. 

**  Haste,  haste,  ye  years ;  on  swifter  pinions  boruei 
Speed  your  glad  course,  and  rise  the  destin'd  morn  : 
Bid  earth's  dark  realms  with  realms  celestial  vie, 
A  lower  heav'n,  an  image  of  the  sky. 
For  me  a  throne  of  purer  radi&nce  waits, 
And  heaV'n  unfolds  her  everlasting  gates. 
Let  the'  last  trump  its  rending  terrors  sound. 
Let  pealing  thunders  shake  the  vaulted  round  : 
Let  stars  and  skies  in  liquid  flames  expire. 
And  rolling  suns  dissolve  in  seas  of  fire — 
High  o'er  the  wreck  my  soul  shall  wing^het  fiigh^ 
And  soar  trainsportcd  to  the  realms  of  light. 
Father,  I  come  ;  no  more  shall  earth  deUcy^ 
The  bursting  visions  of  eternal  day, 
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t.v^n  now  tby  beoms  a  saicred  life  impuiV 
Rouse  my  weak  frame  aiu)  cheer  my  languid  lie^fl* 
Et'ii  now  I  mount,  I  climb  tke  blest  abode. 
Bask  in  the  smiles  ami  tread  tbe  courts  of  God* 
There  streams  of  li^  in  endless  gloi^y  rise. 
Ambrosial  fruits  and  trees  of  PaTadise. 
There  kings  and  priests  empyreal  mansions  own. 
And  circling  seraphs  guard  the  burning  throne^ 
My  kindred  spirit  hastes  witk  tbara^  to  prove 
Th'  uomeasurM  fulness  of  immortal  love ; 
With  angel  choirs  in  prostrate  jjoy  to  fall, 
Heav'n  my  sure  home,  and  G^d  my  aH  ia  all.'^ 

A.  Wk 
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VERSES 

On  receiving  «  Print  of  Cmoper^  engrtft^from  0  Shttif' 

painted  by  Lawrence. 

BT    THE    REV.   DR.   KANDOLPB    OP   BAtH. 

Sweet  Bard  t  whose  mind,  thus  pictur'd  in  thy  fac^r 

O'er  every  feature  spreads  a  nobler  grace  ; 

Whose  keen,  yet  soften'd,  eye  appears  to  dar^ 

A  look  of  pity  through  the  human  heart. 

To  search  the  secrets  of  man's  inward  frame^ 

To  weep  wi<h  sorrow  o'er  his  guilt  and  shame; 

Sweet  Bard  t  with  whom  in  sympathy  of  cboicf ,^ 

I  oft  have  left  the  world  at  nature's  voice. 

To  join  the  song  that  all  her  creatures  raise. 

To  carol  forth  the  great  Creator's  praise; 

Or,  wrapt  in  visions  of  eternal  day. 

Have  gaz'd  on  truth  in  Zion's  heavenly  way ; 

Sweet  Bard  !  may  this  thine  image,  all  I  know^ 

Or  ever  may,  of  Cowper  here  below, 

Teach  one  who  views  it  with  a  Christian's  lovc^ 

To  seek  and  find  thee  in  the  realms  above ! 
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ODE  to  THE  SWALLOW, 


BT   I>&«  SBAWa 


Gbntlb  llcirald  of  the  Sprih^ 

Gliding  swift  on  wandering  wing. 
Say  from  what  distant  climes  returned 

Thou  viewest  Britannia's  realm  again^ 

And  skimming  o'er  the  primrose  plaini 

Pursuest  in  extacy  thine  airy  flighty 

Oft  gasing  with  increased  delight 
On  her  fair  fields,  with  softest  verdure  crowned4 
l^hile  April  spreads  his  chequered  gems  around* 

Comest  thou  from  Afric's  sultry  waste^ 
To  shun  her  summer^s  scorching  heat ; 

Where  fiercely  gleaming  o'er  the  hlasted  heftth. 
The  dry  Harmattaa  breathes  the  gale  of  death f 

• 

Or  comest  thou  from  some  secret  cave^ 

Waked  from  thy  long  repose, 
Where  wintery  winds  around  thee  bleW| 

And  fell  the  driving  snows ; 
Where  storms  unheeded  rent  the  troubled  aiff 
While  every  field  was  bleak,  aod  every  tree  was  bmf 
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Of,  synk  beneath  the  whelming  licTc, 

Could  thy  feathered  form  reside, 
And,  strange  to  tell  I  by  secret  charms, 
^hile  Naiads  waved  their  circling  arms. 
In  liquid  crystal  pass,  the  wintery  gloom, 
'i'ill  earth  again  displayed  her  vernal  bloom) 

But,  from  whatever  spot  arrived, 
The  muse  shall  hail  thy  sight  -, 

And  to  the  joys  of  Britafh's  clirao 
With  welcome  voice  invite  : 

Long,  little  wanderer,  be  thy  stay 

Within  our  sea-girt  Isle ! 
*  And  Summer  yield  her  softest  sweet* 

To  pay  thy  pleasing  toil ! 

And  many  a  fresh  returning  year 

Again  survey  thy  swift  career: 

And  thy  early  note  again 

Haply  please  the  rural  swain, 
While  •*  twittering  o'er  the  straw-built  shed/ 
Thou  ''  wakest  him  from  his  lowly  bed.'' 

Still,  sweet  bird,  may  young  Delight 
Animate  thy  circling  flight; 
And  Air  her  choicest  food  supply^ 
To  rear  tby  infant  progeny. 

Late  retire  on  glossy  wing, 
Geatk  Herald  of  the  Spring^! 
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TO  MY  LYRE. 


Fond  plaything  of  njy  brigliter  hours, 

Vibrating  once  to  notes  of  gladness. 
By  flattering  Hope>bnce  crowned  with  flowers^ 

Thy  master's  heart  now  sinks  in  sadness  i 

That  heart,  which  once,  in  deepest  gloom, 
Watched  for  a  more  auspicious  morrow; 

Now  keenly  mourns  its  final  doom, 
Unmingled  grief,  and  endless  sorrow* 

Oh  !  then,  if,  in  some  happier  day, 

Thy  chords  awoke  the  song  of  pleasure, 

Now  pour  a  soul -dissolving  lay, 
A  mournful  note,  a  plaintive  n)easure„ 

If  ever  this  presumptuous  hand 

Crowned  thee  with  flowers,  those  flowers  are  faded ; 
Henceforth,  by  Misery's  stern  command, 

Be  with  congenial. cypress  shaded  ! 

No  more,  at  Autumn's  pla<;id  eve, 

Shall  softest  zephyrs,  round  thee' play ijyg. 

With  dreams  of  fancied  bliss  deceive 
A  heart  on  which  Despair  is  preying. 

3ut,  pendant  on  some  leafless  tpee. 

Through  which  November's  blasts  are  mourni|ig| 
Thy  hollow  sounds  a  dirge  shall  be 

fof  hours  <>f  joy  qo  mure  returning  | 
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Ify  at  that  hour,  by  fortune  led, 

Forgetful  Julia  should  pass  hv  thee  i 

May  howling  gusts^  poitentoiK,  dread, 
With^saddest  notes  of  grief  supply  thee ! 

Who  knows,  but  from  that  plaintive  sound. 
Her  heart  some  sympathy  m^y  borrow  { 

^nd,  pn  that  brow,  where  anger  frowned. 
Be  seen  some  transient  gleafQ  of  sorrow. 

Yet,  O  iny  liyre !  if  down  tbat  cheek 
One  soft,  relenting  tear  be  stealings 

In  softest  tones  of  pity  speak, 
And  blunt  each  harsher,  keeper  feeling  I 

]Por  still,  to  me,  her  peace  is  ddkr. 

Still '  this  distracted  brain'  remembers 

The  hoprs  when  bright-eyed  Hope  was  near, 
And  fans  expiring  passion's  embers. 

Nor  can  those  embers  ever  die  ;-t- 
Thpugh  every  dream  of  hope  be  ended, 

Still,  Julia,  thou  shalt  prompt  the  sigh 
Of  teuderes^  Ipve,  and  sorrow  blended! 


ifB,W, 


TRANSLATION 

07  BISHOP  tpWTH'S  sriT^lPU  OK  018  PA^t^^T^lU 

IParewell,  Maria !  who  didst  most  excel 
In  genius,  goodness,  modesty,  farewel) ! 
Farewell,  Mana,  till  that  happy  day 
l¥hen  I  shall  meet  thee  freed  from  mortal  clay. 
And  say,  while  heavenly  joy  my  boson  warms, 
lUturn,  return,  to  thy  fond  pirent's  urmsl 
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<3L0RY  AND  EASE, 

IKITATEI^     FROM    THS    FESNCa. 


Gloet  and  Etis  my  heart  between^ 
To  this,  and  bow.  to  that,  1  lean ; 
To  each  I  give  my  hand  by  turns  : 
For  Glory's  palm  my  bosom  bumsi 
But  oh !  again,  thy  poppies^  Ease, 
How  much  my  aching  eyes  they  pUase  I 
Say,  shall  I  moant  the  hero's  car, 
And  seek  the  glittering  ranks  of  warj 
Or,  emulous  of  lettered  fame^ 
With  wits  desire  a  radiant  name  f 
Or,  rather,  in  sweet  indolence^ 
Neglect  ambition's  wild  pretence^ 
Recline  me  on  the  enchantress*  breast^ 
And  sink,  tm  beds  of  flowers,  to  vest  f 

Divided  ihuB|  I  wear  my  Itfe^ 
For  ever  with  myself  at  strife  ; 
By  Ease,  from  Glory  t^till  withdrawn ; 
By  Glory^  Ease  inspired  to  scorn ; 
And  ah !  meanwhile,  thus  bent  on  each, 
My  faithless  steps  can  neither  reach  ! 

Slothful  no  morc^  my  days  shall  roll ! 
To  Glory  I  devote  my  sOul  t 


Yes,  for  immortal  life  Til  live. 
Life  that  'tis,  Glory  thine  to  give  l-ar 
i  spread  the  \ying,  prepare  to  fly. 
And  fix  on  future  years  my  eye  i 
Buty  gentle  Case,  slow-drawing  neari 
With  dulcet  voice  arrests  my  ear ; 
Paints,  as  she  can,  the  private  lot. 
Obscure  retreat,  and  low-roofed  cot ; 
The  peaceful  life,  that  steals  along 
At  distance  from  the  jarring  throng ; 
Kor  least,  to  gild  the  modest  scene, 
Paints  Independence'  stately  mien;; 
The  love  of  Glory  calls  a  jest ; 
Glory,  with  toil  and  care  opprest ; 
And  bids  me,  wiser,  seek  to  prove 
The  pleasures  of  a  softer  love ; 
Dear  guide,  (I  murmur) ;  I,  with  thee, 
Will  seek  the  best  felicity ! ' 

Seizing  the  proud  historic  pen. 
Fain  would  I  picture  states  and  men ; 
Or  lash,  with  Virtue's  holy  rage. 
The  vices  of  an  iron  age ; 
Or  nobly  venturous,  touch  the  wire 
That,  Horace,  strung  thy  happy  lyre ! 

*  Tis  well,'  cries  Glory,  '  dare  be  great  I 

'  Strike  home,  be  bold,  and  conquer  fate  V 
Alas,  the  worcjs  are  scarcely  said — 
Ease  comes — ^in  sleep,  I  droop  my  head  I 

*  Sluggard  !' — that  awful  voice  1  hear, 
That  voice  I  love,  that  voice  1  fear  : 

*  Is't  (bus  thy  mispent  minutes  go  ? 

*  Do  men  in  sleep  illustrious  grow  7 

*  Tis  Glory  speaks !' — ^I  feel  her  charms^ 
And  spring,  impatieuti  to  her  anns* 
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f  hear  tbe  warrior-trumpet  blow ; 

I  bum  to  meet  the  haughty  foe : 

Forth  to  the  fight,  in  thought,  I  run  ! 

Already  on  my  brow  I  wear 

The  laurel  that  my  arm  has  won  : 

Charge !  charge !  pursue ! — *  Rash  fool,  forbear, 

*  Hear  Ease,  and  shun  the  wiles  of  Care ! 
'  Thy  brow  let  fragrant  myrtle  bind, 

*  Lo  Mary  gives ;  lo.  Mart  kind  ! 

'  Be  her  thy  conquest,  this  thy  spoil ; 
^  And,  oh  !  despise  the  wretched  toil 

*  Of  those,  who,  in  the  maddening  field, 

*  Desire  what  arms  and  blood  can  yield ! 

*  Be  blind  no  more,  but  joined  confess 

*  With  Mart,  Glory,  Happiness  ! 

*  Follow  thou  me.' — Convinced,  I  bow, 
Vise  grown  at  length,  and  fixed  now : 
r-Again,  again,  'tis  Glory  cries, 

*  Unblest,  from  me  the  wretch  that  flies ! 

*  What,  coward  !  shall  the  fair  be  thine? 

*  To  win  the  fair,  fond  fool,  is  mine! 

*  Shall  thine  the  gentle  Mart  be  i 
'  Ahse,  Reserve  her,  follow  me  i' 

Ye  powers,  no  longer  let  my  mind 
The  right  path  vainly  try  to  find ; 
But  teach  roe  where  my  vows  to  pay ; 
Teach  me  to  choose,  and  where  to  stay  ^ 
Me  Glory  robs  of  Ease's  calm ; 
Me  Ease  deprives  of  Glory's  palm  ! 
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INSCRIPTION 

On  a  curious  Ckamber  Stooe  in  th€  Form  tfan  Um^  eon- 
trifoed  in  s^eh  a  Mahffer  as  to  fHake  the  Flame  djuctnd^ 
instead  of  rising  ftOm  the  Fire,  invented  ^  a  ctUhrated 
American 


LiKS  a  Newton^  sublimely  lie  soaredt . 

To  a  luinmit  before  unattainedf 
New. regions  of  science  exploi^d^ 

And  |he  palm  of  Philesophy  gained. 

With  a  spark  that  he  Caught  fr6m  the  skiesy 
He  displayed  an  unparalleled  wonder. 

And  we  saw,  with  delight  and  surprise. 
That  his  rod  would  defend  us  from  thufider* 

Oh !  had  be  been  wt««  to  pufsue 
The  track  for  his  talents  designed, 

What  a  tribute  of  praise  had  been  due 
To  the  teacher  and  friend  of  taankiad  ! 

But,  to  cbvet  political  &me 
Was  in  him  a  degrading  ambition ; 

A  spark  that  from  Lucifer  came^ 
Anti  kindled  the  blaae  of  sedition* 

Let  Candour  then  write  on  his  urn. 
Here  lies  the  renowned  inventor, 

Wliose  Flame  to  the  skies  ought  to  turn, 
Puty  inverted,  descends  to  the  centre. 
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Quu  tmiUa  gracilis  ^-c 


TRAKBLATBD  BT  LEIGH  HUVT,  ESQ. 

Ptrrha,  what  ardent  stripling  now. 
In  one  of  thy  embowr'd  retreats, 

Would  press  thee  to  indulge  his  vow, 
Amidst  a  world  of  flowers  and  sweets  f 

For  whom  are  bound  thy  tresses  bright 

With  unconcern  so  exquisite  ? 

Alas,  how  ofl  shalt  he  bewail 
His  fickle  stars  and  faithless  gale, 
And  stare  with  unaccustom'^  eyei 
When  the  black  winds  and  waters  rite. 
Though  now  the  sunshine  hour  begoiles 
His  bark  along  thy  golden  smiles. 
Trusting  to  see  thee,  for  his  plliy» 
for  ever  keep  smooth  holiday. 

poor  daitled  fools,  who  bask  beside  thee. 
And  trust  because  they  never  tried  thee  { 
For  me  and  for  my  dangers  past. 
The  grateful  picture  hangs  a,t  last 
Within  the  mighty  Nepiunes  fane, 
Who  suatdi'd  v^  dfippii^  kwA  ike  rnaia^. 
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.  VERSES 

Addressed  to  Dr.  Tiomtoaj  en  JU4  heautifid  Group  of 
Roses,  published  in  Number  JiXX.  of  his  '^  Temple  of 
Fhrar 


THE  CONSECRATION  OF  THE  ROCIES. 

When  first,  as  ancient  bards  have  sung, 
The  4)ueen  of  love  from  ocean  sprung, 
To  grace  her  head,  to  deck  her  bowers, 
The  earth  produced  the  queen  of  flowers ; 
Coeval  and  congenial  charms 
With  the  same  living  blush  that  warms 
Her  mantling  cheek,  thy  petal  glows  $ 
Emblem  of  Venus,  beauteous  Rose^ 

The  enraptured  gods  her  form  surveyed, 
ftecUned  beneath  a  myrtle's  shade ; 
Whose  boughs,  of  ever-during  green, 
Thy  new-born  blossoms  smiled  betweeq, 
Mark !  whilst  thy  prototype  fhey  greet. 
And  spread  their  chaplets  at  her  reet. 
Minced  with  the  myrtle's  polished  leaves. 
Flora  a  gayer  garland  weaves ; 
Culled  from  thy  blooming  buds  most  £ftir, 
To  decorate  her  silken  hair ; 
Its  glossy  ringlets  they  entwine, 
Yitt  humid  from  the  sparkling  brine ; 
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And,  Bs  the  lovely  locks  they  meet, 
To  form  a  symbol  more  complete, 
Lo !  crisped  curls  their  heads  adorn, 
Wet  with  the  glittering  dews  of  morn: 
O  !  flower,  with  peerless  gifts  elate. 
Like  Venus,  formed  to  captivate ; 
Her  dazzling  influence  round  thee  flows : 
Faarorite  of  Flora !  Mosty  Bote.  ^ 

Now  Bacchus  gathers  from  the  ground. 
The  purple  gems  his  brows  that  crowned  % 
And  now  a  roseat  branch  he  crops, 
Then  bathes  the  sprigs  with  ruby  drops, 
Distilling  from  the  nect'reous  wine. 
And  bids  them  with  its  clusters  twine; 
Thus,  thus>  we  find  the  Damask  Rose^ 
The  ruddy  flush  of  Bacchus  shows. 

To  seize  the  trophies  of  the  bush. 
Next  see  the  god  of  battles  rush  ; 
As  from  the  trembling  tree  he  tears 
His  sternly-smiling  forehead  bears 
Their  tender  stems.     Oh,  haste  too  fierce ! 
The  vengeful  thorns  his  temples  pierce ! 
And  with  his  blood,  the  flowers  retain 
The  entwisting  laurel's  sanguine  stain : 
Sweet  spoil  ot  Mars,  the  BloocUred  Rose^ 
Arrayed  in  deepHJ/d  crimson  grows. 

The  festive  deities  convene, 
While  Pb«ebus  smiles  upon  the  scene ;    . 
Who,  till  his  sister  rules  the  hours. 
Loitering  amid  Love's  rosy  bowers. 
Each  flower  with  ardent  gaze  inspects; 
And  all-  admires,  yet  none  selects : 
But  waits  till  she  shall  &x  her  choice^ 
And  hails  her  with  fraternal  voice: 
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At  lengthy  withdrawn  his  pierci*^  Ughl^ 
Enveloped  in  the  shades  of  nightt 
Wit,  and  eonviviai  Mirth  dance  rounds 
And  Harmony's  sweet  song»  resoand ; 
Tilly  whelmed  in  bacchanalian  roar, 
Alas !  her  voice  is  heard  no  more : 
See  jealous  Clamour!  Uproar  wild! 
Where  lately  Peace,  with  Pleasure  smiled  i 
The  aftightod  nymph  from  earth  is  driven. 
And  fliesy  on  tvembding  wings  to  Heaven  t 

Pale  Diany  peeping  from  the  woods. 
Eyes  the  bright  goddess  of  the  floods, 
With  half-«verted  looks  askance ; 
Ashamed  to  meet  her  wanton  glance; 
And  shocked,  the  plant  of  plants  to  see 
Consigned  to  War  and  Revelry, 
An  infant  bud,  with  gentle  hand 
She  plucks,  and  there  its  leaves  expand  z 
Behold,  it  feels  her  snowy  breast  1 
And  like  the  spotless  lily  drest. 
With  chastened  charms  the  fiow'ret  blow^ 
Her  virgin-type,  the  lVkite<lad  Bote. 

Anon,  with  sylvan  foliage  bound. 
Its  stems  her  brow  encircle  round ; 
Yet,  on  that  modest  brow  serene, 
A  glance  fiom  beauty's  amorous  que«i^ 
Suffuses  soft  its  pallid  fisce, 
From  whence  the  MmdemU  BAus4  we  tm&u 

Even  whilst  her  pearly  buds  absorb 
The  silvery  streams  of  Luna%  orb. 
Oft  Venus  tempers  from  afar, 
Its  cold  beams  with  bar  glowing  star^ 
And  thus,  tho'  seeming  to  contend, 
Cynthia  and  Cytharea  bknd ; 
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And  purity  and  love  unite» 
Iq  motley  streaks  of  red  aad  white : 
Hence  does  the  Variegated  Rota 
Its  party-coloured  gark  disclose. 

Thee,  royal  rose  I  all,  all  admire ; 
Tet  still  we  love  the  humble  brier ; 
Like  her  own  airople  wood-nymphs  wiM^ 
The  huntress  rears  the  adopted  child  ; 
It  ornaments  their  verdant  hauntt 
Amid  the  forest's  towerhig  plants  ; 
The  cultured  flower  Diana  chose. 
Her  Dryads  wear  the  RtMc-^RoBtm 

Nowy  as  the  meek-eyed  Moon  retreats. 
Her  brother^s  kindling  glance  she  meets ; 
And  from  her  argent  buds  bestows 
New  honours  for  his  heavenly  brows; 
Who,  a  tiara  as  he  wreathes. 
On  each  celestial  odours  breathes ; 
And,  in  return,  their  fragrant  sighs, 
Lfke  incense  to  the  God  arise  ! 
The  flowery  constellation  brigbtn 
Spangling  his  diadem  of  light. 
Reflects  Apollo's  glorious  blaze. 
And  drinks  the  spirit  of  his  rays; 
Terrestrial  star  I  the  Yelhw  Rose 
With  Sol's  own  golden  colour  glowa. 
Then,  thus,  the  patron  of  the  lyre : 
Blest  Rose!  thy  charms  the  gods  inspire! 
And,  mingled  with  th»  living  bays. 
Add  lustre  to  their  shining  sprays  ! 
Sweet  paragon  of  Flora's  tribe, 
Whose  leaves  empyreal  tints  imbibe ; 
Where'er  my  beams  illume  the  clime. 
Still  flourish  through  the  bounds  of  Tima ; 
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And  honoured  by  the  immortals  bey 
But  chief,  by  Love  and  Poesy  ! 
Phoebus,  whose  liquid  light  divine 
Has  laved  the  yellow  eglantine* ; 
Bids  in  one  splendid  group  combinMf 
Tby  varying  offspring  be  entwined ; 
O  Rose  1  in  all  thy  divers  hues, 
Exhaustless  subject  of  the  Muse ; 
Kor  less  shall  Painting,  sister^rt. 
Delight  thy  semblance  to  impart ; 
"While  union's  magic  power  bestows 
New  charms  to  grace  each  rival  rose! 

P8TCHC« 


SONG. 

Ah  !  ^ill  those  hours  again  return/ 

My  joy,  my  bliss  to  prove ; 
Or  must  this  heart  for  ever  mourn 

The  object  of  its  love  f 

Far  o'er  yon  hills,  in  distant  lands, 
My  thoughts  with  fondness  cove ; 

Far  o'er  those  hills  I  send  my  sighs^ 
To  one  I  dearly  love. 

At  evening's  close,  at  patting  day, 

I  watch  the  sun-beam  move. 
That  seeics  the  land  so  far  away, 

Where  dwells  my  dearest  love. 

w.  o. 

*  Not  the  Eglantine,  commonly  to  cmlled*  but  the  J?ota  egUmUrU 
of  linnsot. 
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VERSES 

f>ii  tie  early  Death  rf  a  young  Lad/s  Linneif  tMck  she 

had  taken  from  the  Nest* 


Throuoh  lowering  clouds,  with  pallid  beam^ 

The  moon  shot  temporary  light, 
Kow  glittering  on  the  rippled  stream, 

Now  slowly  fading  from  the  sight ; 

The  clock  struck  twelve— wheti  twittering  shrilly 

Unoetta  to  the  window  flew  | 
There  thrice  she  pecked,  with  tiny  bill. 

Thrice,  fluttering,  brushed  the  evening  dew. 

Fair  Sally  waked,  her  favourite  spyed, 
And,  throbbing,  with  impatient  haste, 

Forth  from  h#r  downy  couch  she  hied. 
To  lure  the  songster  to  her  breasts 

^  Livest  thou  again  ?'^  exclaimed  the  maid| 
'*  Or  does  fond  fancy  paint  thy  form; 

Or  art  thou  but  a  fleeting  shade, 
That,  reckless.  Views  lifers  pelting  storin  ?^ 

**  On  diiy  wing,"  the  bird  replied, 
''  Swift  as  the  lightening*s  flash  I  fly. 

Henceforth  to  mortal  touch  denied, 
I  share  the  pure  empyreal  sky. 

^  Forth  from  that  happy  land  I  come^ 
IVhere  shadows  skim  the  fairy  grove, 

Those  blissful  scenes  beyond  the  tomb. 
Where  all  our  life  is  joy  and  love. 
TOif  vixr.  V 
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^  Tber^  happy  pairs,  in  union  sweet. 

Enraptured,  hail  eternal  day ; 
There  in  each  bush  a  friend  we  moet^ 

A  kindred  soul  on  every  spray. 

**  Fair  maid  !  in  those  seijuestered  skadei> 
Where  calm  security  presides, 

'iio  net  the  cruel  sportoman  spreads. 
No  deadly  thunderi^ng  tube  he  guides* 

• 

*^  Andy  mark  me  well,  no  thoughtless  hand 
Rashly  invades  the  downy  nest. 

Rudely  divides  the  kindred  band, 
Anl  wrings  with  woe  a  parent's  bfetsC 

•*  My  errand's  done — the  pearly  tear 
*  That  trembling,  glistens  in  thine  eycy 
Forbids  my  lon^r  luigeFing  hero. 
And  «p«i»d9  Hke  to  the  £iysiaQ  eky.' 


INSCRIPTION, 

7ROM   THE   GREEK    Of   SIM0NtD^« 

O'er  the  sad  tomb  where  Sophocles  is  laid> 
Spread,  gentle  ivy,  spread  thy  pious  shade: 
Mid  clustering  vines,  that  solemn  branches  wave. 
Ye  roses !  deck  with  hallow'd  flowers  his  grave*: 
For  when  your  bard,  wiib  sacred  rapture  fir'd^^ 
To  all  the  magic  powera  of  song  aspir'd. 
Around  )skim  oft  the  listening  Muses  smil'd, 
And  the  g}»d  CrA^ss  b^ifd  ibaif  dai:Ung  child. 


fp 
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A 

tltlCOMMtNDATION  OF  THE  STUDlT 

OF  TBfi   KEJCAIKS  OF 

ANCIENl'  dRE^IAN    AND    ROMAN 

Architecture,  Sculpture,  arid  Painting; 

&SCITED  In  the  THEATREy  OXFORD^ 
IM  THE  TEAR  MDCCCVI. 


[This  Conposition  was  originally  restricted  to  ddy  lines  ;—a  feif 
relsii^  to  painting  have  been  since  added.] 

Though  oft  in  Britain's  isle  the  breathing  bust 

To  fame  consign  the  patriot-hero's  dust. 

And  conquerors  waked  to  mimic  life  again 

In  imaged  triumph  thunder  o'er  the  main ; 

Thougli  speaks  each  mould  by  Flagman's  gcniusirrought, 

The  glow  of  fancy,  or  the  stretch  of  thought ; 

And  grace  obeys  fair  Damer's  soft  controul 

Through  many  a  varied  lineament  of  soul ; 

Yet,  oh !  unlike  each  nobler  Grecian  form^ 

With  strength  majestic  or  with  beauty  warm. 

Where  all  her  mingling  charms  Expression  poured, 

Adlmired  by  Valour,  or  by  Love  adored  ! 

Lo  !  where  retiring  Vepus  shuns  the  cye^ 
And  beauty  vies  with  bashful  majesty  ! 
Inhere  mortal  charms  in  loveliest  union  shine^ 
And  all  the  Goddess  crowns  the  bright  design* 
Thou,  too,  half-hid  beneath  thy  dripping  veil 
Of  many  a  moistened  tress,  Urania,  hail ! 
To  thee  that  dubious  mien  the  sculptor  gave, 
Fearing  the  shore,  though  shrinking  from  the  wavet 
Or  see, -where,  graceful  bending  oVr  his  bow, 
The  quivered  God's  exulting  features  glow, 
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As,  trusting  to  his  arm's  unerring  might, 
]lis  look  pursues  the  distant  arrow's  flight* 
But  shut,  oh  !  shut  the  eye,  where  mid  yon  fold 
Of  crested  snakes  Laocoun  writhes  enrolled^ 
And  drinks  With  toftufed  ear  hid  childrens'  cries^ 
Embitterrng  death's  convulsive  dgonies  t 

Rise,  slumbering  Genius,  and  with  throbbing  heart 
Adore  these  trophies  of  unrivalled  art ; 
Till  each  fine*  grace  that  gifted  Masters  knew 
In  fairy  vision  floating  o'er  thy  view, 
Perfection  crown  once  more  the  living  stone, 
And  Britain  claim  a  Phidias  of  her  own. 

Not  such  the  hopes  that  bless  th'  enthusiast's  dream, 
While  sad  it  wanders  o'er  each  faded  gleam^ 
That  dimTy  shews  to  Painting's  Muse  was  given 
The  sevenfold  radiance  of  refulgent  heaven, 
When  Genius  stole  the  colours  of  the  sun. 
And  poured  them  o'^er  the  wreath  that  Valour  won  I 

Then  turn  the  eye,  where,  spurning  Time's  controul^ 
Art  slamps  on  stone  the  triumphs  of  the  soul : 
With  trembling  awe  survey  each  hallowed  fane 
Ennobling  Greece  mid  Desolation's  reign  ; 
Each  pillared  portico  and  swelling  dome. 
Proud  o'er  the  prostrate  majesty  of  Rome  ! 
While  o'er  the  scene  each  mouldering  temple  throws, 
Sacred  to  genius,  undisturbed  repose;. 
Thro'  twilight'^s  doubtful  gloom  his  eye  shall  trace 
The  column's  height  enwreathed  with  clustering  grac#; 
The  light-arched  roof,  the  portal  stretching  wide, 
1  riumphal  monuments  in  armed  pride ; 
Till  bold  conceptions  bursting  on  his  heart. 
His  skill  shall  grasp  the  inmost  soul  of  art; 
And  Fame's  green  isle  her  cloud-capt  towers  display. 
Where  grace  and  grandeur  rule  with  equal  sway. 

JOHV  WILSON,  MAODALSK  COLLSOS,. 
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ADDRESS  TO  WEALTH, 


BY  Mft.  CHARLES  LLOYD. 


Thou  hateful  manamon,  leave  my  loathing  sight ! 
I  view  in  thee  the  murderer  of  those  joys 
That  fill  the  heart ;  clenching,  with  bard  lean  hand. 
The  bloody  steel,  which  severs  lastingly 
Humanity's  best  ties.     Self-centering  fiend  I 
Thou  sealest  every  eye,  lest  any  more 
It  catch  the  charms  of  nature,  or  perceive 
The  vivid  movements  of  the  human  soul 
Pourtrayed  in  fleshy  characters ;  thou  numb'st 
The  nerve  that  throbbed  so  finely  to  the  grasp 
Of  generous  friendship,  or  of  witching  love 
The  more  intense  embraoe  ;  quenchest  the  glow 
Of  wide  benevolence,  mo^k'st  her  holy  schemes 
Of  amplest  bliss,  and  on  her. very  lip 
Freezest  the  mellow  sigh,  just  risen  to  soothe 
The  passing  wretched  one. 

I  hate  thee  Mammon : 
I  hate  thy  servants;  hate  them  Heaven,  as  those 
Who  counteract  thy  plans  ! 

To  me,  methinks, 
*Twere  well  to  humanize  the  heart,  to  expand 
The  active  soul,  to  embrace  with  one  wide  wish| 
The  universe,  and  move  (unccntered  here) 
As  be  that  travels  to  a  better  world  \ 
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Oiie  infinite,  benevolent,  and  wise. 

Works  through  extended  space,  and  we  but 

Living  in  Hipi !    Learn  then,  my  souli  to  loolt 

With  indefatigable  gaze  to  God  ; 

And  struggle  (aye,  annihilating  self) 

To  view  the  bearings  of  the  complex  whole, 

From  Him  and  with  Him — this  is  the  best  iMmj 

The  perfect  triumph  qI  S0iftm€4  Han  / 
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LINES, 

BT   THE   SAMS, 


I  PAST  my  childhood's  home,  i|nd  lo  I  'twas  dark  t 
The  night  winds  whistled  mid  its  leafless  trees ! 
No  taper  twinkled  cheerily  to  tell 
That  SHE  Xht  friend^  had  heaped  the  social  fire, 
Spread  the  trim  board,  and  with  an  anxious  heart, 
Expected  me,  her  **  dearest  boy,"  to  pass 
With  her  the  evening  hour !  oh,  no !  'twas  gone 
The  friendly  taper,  and  the  warm  Qre's  glow. 
Trembling  athiy^rt  the  gloom  !     I  listened  long, 
Nor  heard,  save  the  unfeeling  blast  of  night. 
That  chilled  my  frame,  or  the  sear  ice-glased  twig 
That  hoarsely  rustled  !  'twas  too  much-;-!  wept  I 
Then  1  bethought  me,  she  was  coffined  far 
Away — laid  on  the  earth's  cold  Ifip  ! 
I  looked  again — such  thoughts  were  too,  too  trtie, 
For  no  ray  glimmered !— -1  did  pass  along. 
Shivering,  ui^d  bowed  to  earth  with  het^vinesa. 
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EFFUSION. 


Whek  Aurora's  blushing  ray 
Jocund  leads  the  morn  of  May, 
And  the  pilfering  zephyr  blows 
Odour  from  the  new-born  rose ; 
Or  when  evening's  sky  serene 
Blazes  o'er  the  woodland  scene, 
An(l  the  crimson-mantled  sun 
Speaks  his  daily  labour  done ; 
when  the  village  hum  is  mute, 
When  in  vain  the  Shepherd's  flute 
Strives  the  soft  tone  to  exceJ 
Of  the  lonely  Philomel ; 
When  amongst  yon  aged  trees, 
Wandering  sighs  the  languid  breeze. 
And  the  owlet,  bird  of  night, 
Flitting  round  the  turret's  height, 
Sad  to  Superstition's  ear, 
Shrieks  her  evening  song  of  fear ; 
Or  when  Cynthia  pours  her  beam 
Playful  on  the  pebbled  stream. 
And  the  deep  wood's  whispering  glade. 
Courts  us  to  the  scented  shade ; 
Then,  from  every  sorrow  free 
.    Stblla  let  me  range  with  thee* 

T.  ASBTOV. 
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WASHING-DAY. 


and  their  voice. 


Tttming  again  towardi  childish  trelde,  ptpcf 
And whitfTeq  m  i^ |<?w»cL-    .  ..■ 


The  Muses  are  turned  gossips ;  they  have  Ipst 
The  buskined  s^ep,  ^nd  clear  high-sounding  phrase, 
Language  of  gods.    Come,  then,  domestic  muse, 
in  slip-shod  mpasure  loosely  prattling  oq 
Of  farm  or  orchard,  pleasant  curds  and  qream. 
Or  drowning  flies,  or  shoe  lost  in  the  mire 
By  little  whimpering  boy,  with  rueful  face; 
Come,  Muse,  and  sing  the  dreaded  Washing^^y* 

Ye  who  beneath  the  yoke  of  wedlock  bend, 
With  bowed  sopl,  full  well  ye  ken  the  day 
Which  week,  smooth  sliding  after  week,  brings  on 
Too  soon ;  for  to  that  day  nor  peace  belongs 
Nor  comfort ;  ere  the  first  grey  streak  of  dawn. 
The  fed-arm'd  washers  pome  and  chase  repose. 
Nor  pleasa^jt  smile,  nor  quaint  device  of  n^irtb, 
E'er  visited  that  day ;  the  very  cat, 
From  the  yret  kitchen  scared,  and  ref:king  heartlii 
Visits  the  parlour,  an  unwonted  guest. 
The  silent  breakfast-rmeal  is  soon  dispatched 
Uninterrupted,  save  by  anxious  looks 
Cast  at  the  lowering  sky,  if  sky  should  lour. 
From  that  last  evil,  oh !  preserve  us,  heavens  i 
For  should  the  skies  pour  dowHi  adieu  to  all 
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Remains  of  quiet ;  then  expect  to  bear 

Of  sad  disasters — dirt  and  gravel  stains 

Hard  to  efface,  and  loaded  lines  at  once 

Snapped  short — and  linen-horse  by  dog  thrown  downy 

And  all  the  petty  miseries  of  life. 

Saints  have  been  calm  while  stretched  upon  the  rack^ 

And  MonteEuma  smiled  on  burning  coafs  i 

But  never  yet  did  housewife  notable 

Greet  with  a  smile  a  rainy  washing-day. 

But  grant  the  welkin  fair,  require  not  thou 
Who  callest  thyself  perchance  the  master  there^ 
Or  study  swept,  or  nicely  dusted  coat. 
Or  usual  'tendance ;  ask  not,  indiscreet. 
Thy  stockings  mended^  tho'  the  yawning  rents 
Gape  wide  as  Erebus,  nor  hope  to  find 
Some  snug  recess  impervious ;  shpuld'st  thou  tiy 
The  customed  garden  walks,  thine  eye  shall  rue 
The  budding  fragrance  of  thy  tender  shrubs. 
Myrtle  or  rose,  all  crushed  beneath  the  weight 
Of  coarse  checked  apron,  with  impatient  hand 
Twitched  off  when  showers  impend  :  or  crossing  lines 
Shall  mar  thy  musings,  as  the  wet  cold  sheet 
Flaps  in  thy  face  abrupt*     Woe  to  the  friend 
Whose  evil  stars  have  urged  him  forth  to  claim 
On  such  a  day  the  hospitable  rites. 
Looks,  blank  at  best,  and  stinted  courtesy^ 
Shall  he  receive ;  vainly  he  feeds  his  hopes 
With  pinner  of  roast  chicken,  savory  pie, 
Or  tart  or  pudding : — pudding  he  nor  tart 
That  day  shall  eat ;  nor,  tho'  the  husband  try, 
Mending  what  can't  be  helped,  to  kindle  mirth 
From  cheer  deficient,  shall  his  consort's  brow 
Clear  up  propitious;  the  unlucky  guest 
|n  silence  dinesi  and  early  slinks  away. 


I  well  remember*  when  a  child,  the  awe 
This  day  struck  into  me ;  for  then  the  maids* 
I  scarce  knew  why,  looked  cross*  and  drove  me  from  them  s 
Nor  soft  caresa  could  I  obtaiui  nor  hope^ 
Usual  indulgencies ;  jelly  or  creamy 
RelM|ue  of  costly  sujppers,  and  set  by 
For  me  their  petted  one ;  or  buttered  toast* 
When  butter  was  forbid ;  or  thrilling  tale 
Of  ghost*  or  witch*  or  murder— so  I  went 
And  sheltered  me  beside  the  parlour  fire ; 
There  my  dear  grandmotber*  eldest  of  forms* 
Tended  the  little  ones,  and  watched  from  harm. 
Anxiously  fond*  tho'  oft  her  spectacles 
With  elfio  cunning  hid,  and  oft  the  pins 
Drawn  from  her  ravelled  stocking,  might  have  aour'd 
One  less  indulgent.—— 
At  intervals  my  mother's  voice  was  heard* 
Urging  dispatch ;  briskly  the  work  went  on. 
All  hands  employed  to  wash,  to  rinse*  to  wring. 
To  fold*  und  starch,  and  clap,  and  iron,  and  plait. 
Then  would  I  sit  mc  down,  and  ponder  much 
Why  washings  wepe.    Sometimes  through  hollow  bole 
Of  pipe  amused  we  blew*  and  sent  aloft 
The  floating  bubbles*  little  dreaming  then 
To  see*  Montgolfier*  thy  silken  baU 
Ride  buoyant  through  the  clouds— ^eo  near  approach 
The  sports  of  children  and  the  toils  of  men. 
Earth,  air*  and  sky,  and  ocean,  hath  its  bubble»|^ 
And  verse  is  one  of  tbem«-*this  most  of  all. 
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THE  PARISH  CLERK* 


BY   MB.  WILLIAM  TERVOV. 


Let  courtly  bards,  in  polished  phrase,  indite 

Soft  madrigals  to  celebrate  the  fair^ 
Or  paint  the  splendour  of  a  birth-day  night. 
Where  peers  and  dames  in  shining  robes  appear? 
The  task  be  mine  neglected  worth  to  praise^ 
Alas!  too  often  found,  in  these  degenerate  days! 

O  gentle  Shenstone !  could  the  self-taught  Muse, 
Who  joys,  like  thine,  in  rural  shades  to  stray. 
Could  she,  like  thine,  while  she  her  theme  pursuesi 
With  native  beauties  deck  the  pleasing  lay ; 
Then  should  the  humble  clerk  of  Barton-Dean 
An  equal  meed  of  praise  with  thy  school-mistress  gain< 

Entering  the  village,  in  a  deep-worn  way, 
*  Hard  by  an  aged  oak,  his  dwelling  stands ; 
The  lowly  roof  is  thatch,  the  walls  are  clay, 
All  rudely  raised  by  his  forefathers'  hands; 
Observe  the  homely  hut  as  you  pass  by. 
And  pity  the  good  man  that  lives  so  wretchedly  t 

^  Firit  p\ibliihe4  la  the  year  i7S9* 
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Vulcanian  artist  here,  with  oily  brow. 

And  naked  arm,  he  at  his  anvil  plies, 
What  time  Aurora  in  the  east  does  glow, 

And  eke  when  Vesper  gijds  the  western  skies : 
The  bellows  roar,  the  hammers  loud  resound, 
And  from  the  tortured  mass  the  sparkles  fly  around. 

Hither  the  truant  school-boy  frequent  wends, 

And  slily  peeping  o'er  the  hatch  is  seen. 
To  note  the  bick'ring  workman,  while  he  bends 
The  steed's  strong  shoe,  or  forms  the  sickle  keen; 
Unthinking,  little  elf,  what  ills  betide, 
Of  breech  bcgalled  sore,  itnd  cruel  task  beside  I 

A  deep  historiap,  well  I  wot,  is  he, 

And  many  tomes  of  ancient  lofe  has  read. 
Of  England's  George,  the  flower  of  chivalry. 
Of  Merlin's  Mirror,  and  the  Brazen  Head ; 
With  hundred  legends  more,  which,  to  recite, 
iVould  tire  the  wisest  nurse,  and  spend  the  longest  night. 

To  Nature's  book  he  studiously  applies. 

And  oft,  consulted  by  the  anxious  swain. 
With  wistftil  gaze  reviews  the  vaulted  skies. 
And  shows  the  signs  of  sure  impending  rain, 
Or  thunder  gathered  in  the  fervid  air, 
Or  if  the  harvest-month  will  be  serene  and  fain 

The  various  phases  of  the  moon  he  knows, 

And  whence  her  orb  derives  its  silver  sheen, 
From  what  strange  cause  the  madding  Heygre  flows^ 
By  which  the  peasants  oft  endanger'd  been, 
As  in  their  frighted  barks  they  careless  glide. 
And  view  the  inverted  trees  iu  Severn's  crystal  tide ; 
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fietufning  late  at  eve  from  wake  or  fair. 

Among  a  sort  of  poor  unletter'd  swains, 
He  teaches  them  to  name  each  brighter  star ; 
And  of  the  Northern  Lights  the  cause  explains; 
Recounts  what  comets  have  appeared  uf  old, 
Portending  dearth,  and. war,  and  miseries  manifold : 

Around  his  bending  shoulders  graceful  flow 

His  curling  silver  locks,  the  gipwth  of  years ; 
Supported  by  a  staff,  he  walketh  slow. 
And  simple  neatness  in  his  mien  appears : 
And  every  neighbour  that  perchance  he  meets, 
Or  young  or  old  be  they,  with  courtesy  he  greets. 

A  goodly  sight,  I  wot,  it  were  to  view 

The  decent  Parish  Clerk,  on  sabbath-day, 
Seated  beneath  the  curate  in  his  pew. 
Or  kneeling  down  with  lifted  hands  to  pray. 
As  ever  and  anon,  at  close  of  prayer, 
iie  answereth,  "  Amen !"  with  sober  solemn  ain 

Such  times,  an  ancient  suit  of  black  he  wears. 

Which  from  the  curate's  wardrobe  did  descend; 
Love  to  his  clerk  the  pious  curate  bears. 
Pities  his  wants,  and  wishes  to  befriend  ; 
But  what,  alas  1  can  slender  salary  do, 
Encumbered  by  a  wife,  and  children  not  a  few  } 

Through  every  season  of  the  changing  year, 

His  strict  regard  for  christian  rites  is  seen  ; 
The  holy  church  he  decks  with  garlands  fair,- 
Or  btrchen  bows,  or  yew  for  ever  green: 
On  every  pew  a  formal  sprig  is  placed, 
And  with  a  spacious  branch  (he  pulpites  top  is  grac^d't 
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At  Christmas-tide,  when  every  yeoman's  hati 

With  andent  hospitality  is  blessed. 
Kind  invitations  he  accepts  from  all, 
To  share  the  plenteous,  mirth«abounding  feast : 
The  Christmas  feast  imperfect  would  appear, 
Except  their  good  old  guest,  the  Parish  Clerk,  were  thenSi 

Then,  when  the  mellow  beer  goes  gaily  round. 

And  curls  of  smoke  from  lighted  pipes  aspire, 
IV hen  cheerful  carols  through  the  ruom  resound. 
And  crackling  logs  augment  the  biasing  fire ; 
His  honest  heart  with  social  mirth  o'erflows, 
And  many  a  merry  tale  he  on  his  friends  bestows. 

When,  smit  with  mutual  love,  the  youth  and  maid 

To  weave  the  sacred  nuptial  knot  agree, 
Pleased,  he  attends,  to  lend  his  useful  aid. 
And  see  the  rites  performed  with  decency : 
He  gives  the  bride,  and  joins  their  trembling  bands. 
While  with  the  service-book  the  curate  gravely  stands* 

Then,  while  the  merry  bells  the  steeple  shake, 

Ringing  in  honour  of  the  happy  pair, 
To  notes  of  gladness  while  the  minstrels  wake, 
And  lads  and  lasses  the  rich  bride-cakc  share^ 
Oh  may  the  youthful  bard  a  portion  gain, 
To  whiom  the  rural  sage  its  virtues  did  explain! 

When  from  the  church  returns  the  blythsome  train, 

A  spicy  cake  two  gentle  maidens  bring. 
Which,  holding  o'ier  the  bride,  they  break  in  twain. 
And,  all  conjoin'd,  this  nuptial  ditty  sing: 
<  Joy  to  the  wedded  pair !  health,  length  of  days, 
Ami  may  they,  blessed  by  heaven,  a  goodly  ho«sebot# 
raise! 
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At  ere,  the  lovely  condescending  bride 

Will  take  the  ring,  which  on  her  finger  shines. 
And  through  the  sacred  circlet  nine  times  slide 
The  fragrant  gift,  repeating  mystic  lines : 
(The  mystic  lines  we  may  not  here  make  known, 
Them  shall  the  Muse  reveal  to  vixens  chaste  alone.) 

The  stocking  thrown,  as  ancient  rules  require, 
Leave  the  glad  lovers  to  compleat  their  joy ; 
And  to  thy  pillow  silently  retire, 

Where  close  beneath  thy  head  the  charm  must  lie: 
jRaised  by  the  power  of  love,  in  vision  gay, 
Thy  future  spotise  shall  come  in  holiday  array. 

And,  soft  approaching,  with  the  mildest  air. 
Thy  yielditig  lips  shall  modestly  embrace : 
O  sweet  illusion  !  wilt  thou  disappear? 
Alas  I  it  flies  ;  the  morning  springs  apace  ; 
The  blushing  lover  sees  the  light  with  pain. 
And  longs  to  recompose,  and  woo  his  dream  again  ! 

Q  Time  !  relentless  foe  to  every  joy, 

How  all  declines  beneath  thy  iron  reign! 
Once  could  our  clerk  to  sweetest  melody 

Attune  the  harp,  and  charm  the  listening  plain ; 
Or,  with  his  mellow  voice,  the  psalm  could  raise, 
And  fill  the  echoing  choir  with  notes  of  sacred  praise. 

But  now,  alas !  his  every  power  decays. 

His  voice  grows  hoarse,  long  toil  has  cramps  his 
hands. 
No  more  be  fills  the  echoing  choir  with  praise, 
No  more  to  Ynelody  the  harp  commands : 
Sadly  ha  mourns  the  dulness  of  his  ear, 
And  when  a  inaster  plays  he  presses  close  to  hear* 
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Late,  o'er  tlie  plain  by  chance  or  fortane  ledy 

The  pensive  swain,  who  does  his  annals  write^ 
Mim  in  his  humble  cottage  visited. 
And  learned  his  story  with  sincere  delight; 
For  chiefly  of  himielf  his  converse  ran. 
As  memory  well  supplied  the  narrative  old  man. 

His  youthful  feats  with  guiltless  pride  he  told,^ 
In  rural  games  what  honours  erst  he  won ;   . 
How  on  the  green  he  threw  the  wrestlers  bold, 
.  How  light  he  leaped,  and  oh  !  how  swift  he  ran  i 
Then  with  a  sigh,  he  fondly  tuned  his  praise 
To  rivals  now  no  more,  and  friends  of  former  days. 

At  length,  concluding  with  reflection  deep : 
*  Alas  !  of  life  few  comforts  now  remain  ! 
Of  what  I  was  I  but  the  vestige  keep, 
Impaired  by  grief,  by  penury,  and  pain ; 
Yet  let  me  not  arraign  just  heaven's  decree  : 
The  lot  of  human  kind,  as  man,  belongs  to  me ! 

*  Beneath  yon  aged  yew-tree's  solemn  shade, 

Whose  twisted  roots  above  the  green-sward  creepy 
There,  freed  from  toils,  my  pious  father  laid^ 
Enjoys  a  silent,  unmolested  sleep ; 
And  there  my  only  son — with  him  I  gave 
All  comfort  of  my  age  untimely  to  the  grave. 

'  In  that  sweet  earth,  when  Nature's  debt  is  paid. 

And  leaving  life,  I  leave  its  load  of  woes, 
My  neighbours  kind,  I  trust,  will  see  me  laid. 
In  humble  hope  of  mercy  to  repose ; 
Evil  and  few,  the  patriarch  xnourned  his  days, 
Kor  shall  a  man  presume  to  vindicate  his  ways  T 
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MARIA ; 

THE  FATHER'S  RECOLLECTIONS-i 

BT  V.  CARET,   SSQ. 


Oh,  thot,  iMrho  wert  tby  father  woiit  to  heat^ 
And  answer  to  his  call  with  fond  delight^ 
Alaria,  daughter,  best  beloved  child, 
iVhere  art  thou  now  ?  To  what  concealment  fled  7    . 
With  me,  thy  mother  calls,  and.  mov'd  to  tears^ 
Thy  dear,  thy  nursling  sister,  joins  her  plaint* 

In  vain  1  call  upon  the  silent  dust. 
Dull,  dark,  and  senseless,  as  the  mossy  stone^ 
"Which  roofs  her  lowly  tenement  of  clay. 
She  hears  me  not ;  nor  feels  the  wintry  blast, 
^That  rends  the  forest,  raves  along  the  vale^ 
And  drifts  the  new-fallen  scow  in  heaps  around. 

Fool  that  I  was.— Oh  seif-deceiv'd,  to  think 
That  I  could  wake  again  that  voice  of  joy ; 
Or  with  her  airy  semblance  glad  my  view, 
Cloth'd  in  the  harmony  of  sweet,  pale  smiles^ 
As  when  she  looked  up  in  her  father's  face, 
And  woo'd  me  with  her  tender  names  of  lore* 

Twas  thus  I  struggled  to  support  that  hour. 
Which  tore  thee  from  me.— ^Filrd  with  these  fond  hopei, 
I  bore  to  Idok  upon  thy  face  in  death, 
And  saw  the  dark  cold  grave  close  on  thee. 
I  fought  against  my  nature.    I  supprest 
Tears,  sighs,  and  every  common  si^  of  griei* 

▼OIm  Till*  X 
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J  thotia;ht — 1  said — we  were  not  parted  qurte^ 

A  father's  love,  I  deein'd,  would  still  preserve 

Thy  image  in  my  heaft^  my  eye,  my  mind. 

Ah  no  !  it  must  not  be.     A  few  short  months. 

Not  fuH  two  fleeting  years,  have  serv'd  to  chase 

That  iF(>age  from  my  eye  ;  I|a?c  rettdcred  dumb 

That  voice  of  transport*     I  no  longer  view 

Those  angel  smiles  :  no  longer  now  I  hear 

Those  soft  sweet  tones.    Hours,  days,  weeks  pass. 

And  still  remembrance  is  a  joyless  blank. 

Save  when  mild  Spring,  or  golden  Summer  leads^ 

Or  sober  Autumn  tempts  me  forth  to  roam : 

Alone,  the  woody  glen,  the  pathless  hill, 

The  wild  brown  moor,  or  river's  shelving  bankji 

At  morn,  at  eve,  I  wander.     Pausing  oft. 

Struck  by  the  rude  n^agnificcuce  of  scenes 

In  pensive  mood,  the  prospect  I  survey  ; 

Fair  lawns,  and  cultur'd  meads,  and  nocks,  and  herdf^ 

Grey  clitTs,  dark  woods,  and  rolling  silver  streams, 

liamlets  and  village  spires,  green  fields  and  mountainf 

blue. 
Beyond  whose  airy  openings,  ocean  seema 
A  shining  speck,    immeasurable  space 
Before  me  seems  to  stretch.    The  lively  breeae 
Plays  on  my  cheek,  cxhciliDg  incense  sweet 
Of  bloom,  and  bud,  and  herb,  and  fruit,  and  flpw^fy 
In  wild  luxuriance  springing.    Lulling  soundS|^ 
The  sheep-hell's  tinkle,  and  the  low  of  kine» 
Heard  faintly  from  afar;  the  busy  hum 
Of  myriad  insects  aporting  on  the  wing  ; 
The  melody  of  birds  from  brake  and  bower ; 
The  church-clock  tolling  from  the  church  unsaea , 
The  mingled  swell  of  placid  elements. 
Of  winds  and  waters  murmuring  as  they  move; 
Steal  on  my  ear.    Tis  InariRATioii's  vuicq 
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That  calla  o^  ipan  ta  lift  his  soul  in  praise 

Of  hiRiy  the  Omnipotent,  the  Great  First  Cause 

Of  ait  created  being. — To  the  cloutts. 

That  in  majestic  volumes  roll  on  high. 

My  eye  is  raised.     Along  the  azure  skies. 

Their  march  I  wistful  mark,  and  gaze  intent. 

Until  the  sight  grows  humid*    Then,  ah,  then. 

Thy  angel  spirit  riaes  on  my  view* 

My  heart  is  full :  my  breast  too  small  to  hold 

The  tide  of  feeling. — ^Then,  I  hear — I  see 

Thee,  thee,  Maiia,  thee  my  best  beloved, 

A  cherub,  throned  amid  the  heavenly  choir. 

Hymning  the  glories  of  the  Eternal  One. 

Feb.  12, 1909. 


EPITAPH 
ON  MRS.  MARISSAL. 

BT  MRS.  RARBAULD* 

Farkvbll,  mild  saint !  meek  child  of  love,  farewell  \ 
111  can  this  stone  thy  finished  virtues  tell. 
Restt  rest  in  peace  i  the  task  of  life  is  o'er ; 
Sorrows  shall  sting,,  and  sickness  waste,  no  more* 
But  hard  our  task  from  one  so  lov'd  to  part, 
IVhiie  fond  remembrance  clings  around  the  heart  | 
Hard  to  resign  the  sister,  friend,  and  wife. 
And  all  that  cheers,  and  all  that  softens  life. 
Farewell !  for  thee  the  gates  of  bliss  unclose,. 
And  endless  joy  succeeds  to  transieat  woea* 

x2 
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While  lingers  yet  the  sigh  o'er  Nelsok  beav^d; 
Yet  bloom  the  garlands  roond  hfs  trophies  wcav'd^ 
A  loss  more  grievous — ^sorrows  more  severe 
Weigh  on  the  heart,  and  urge  the  falling  tear* 
Fur,  bright  as  glory  glitters  round  his  urn, 
At  other  shrines  its  lamps  with  lustre  burn  : 
Still  valour's  blaze  illumines  Britain's  skies; 
And  Stars  that  set  leave  other  Stars  that  rise; 
But  talents  to  direct  ks  erring  force, 
And  guide  th'  eccentric  lightning  in  its  course; 
Its  powers  to  asccrfain,  its  means  provide, 
And  turn  to  peaceful  ends  war's  wasteful  tide. 
In  vain  we  look  for : — the  extinguished  Light, 
Deepened  by  contrast,  leaves  the  shades  of  night. 

Then  whil^  around  the  clouds  of  darkness  rolh^ 
As  one  vast  empire  spreads  from  pole  to  pole; 
Crushed  by  its  weight,  while  Taste  and  Science  fall^ 
And  thickening  dulness  slowly  covers  all ; 
Ere  yet,  benumb'd  in  one  cold  mass,  mankind 
To  servile  torpor  yield  all  power  of  mind  > 
Ere  silence  reign  vn  universal  sleep. 
Let  Freedom's  faltering  voice  her  Hero  weepj? 
Breathe  her  last  sigh  to  consecrate  his  name, 
An(\  in  her  last  sad  lay  bis  worth  proclaim. 

Yes,  mighty  Genius  !  though  a  thankless  ag^ 
Blinded  with  prejudice  and  drunk  with  rag^ 
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Despis'd  ihy  warning  voice,  and  madly  httrl'd 

In  slavery's  yawning  gulf  a  frantic  world  : 

Still  wisdom's  light  shall  glimmer  round  thy  tomb  ; 

Still  shall  thy  sense  illuminate  the  gloom; 

Anil,  on  the  wreck  of  all  thou  wouldst  have  sav'd, 

Display,  in  notes  indelible  engrav'd, 

Th'  immortal  rdicks  of  that  godlike  mind 

Which  liv'd  to  teach,  and  toil'd  to  serve  mankind. 

Then  error,  free  from  rhetorick's  tinsel  vicw'd, 
Shall  make  men  blush  at  what  they  long  pureuM  ; 
And  wondering  nations,  who  with  stupid  gaze 
FoUow'd  wild  meteors  through  a  trackless  ma^e^ 
With  penitential  awe  jtoo  late  revere 
That  counsel  which  they  once  refus'd  to  boar  : 
Millions  shall  cry,  while  gall'd  by  slavery's  chain, 
**  This  had  we  shun'd,  had  FOX  not  spoke  :u  vain ; 
**  This  had  we  shua'd :— but  passion,  urg'd  by  pride, 
**  Mock'd  the  xralni  voice  of  reason'^  steady  guide ; 
**  Follow'd  ambition's  vain  delusive  charms, 
*'  When  rashness  led  by  folly  rush'd  to  arms: 
'*  Still  had  we  liv^d  unfetter'd,  unopprest, 
**  Blessing  our  Country — by  our  Couatry  blest ; 
'*  Still  undisturbed  in  peaceful  valleys  pl&y'd, 
**  Had  THY  prophetic  wisdom  been  obcy'd  1" 

Ah  !  while  these  little  Islands  yet  remain 
A  doubtful  refuge  from  the  Oppressor's  chain ; 
While  3'et  uiiaw'd  thy  recent  loss  we  mourn, 
And  the  heart's  tears  bedew  thy  sacred  urn. 
Let  tardy  penitence  to  Heaven  atone 
For  errors,  which,  alas  !  were  all  our  own  ; 
Let  us,  appall'd  by  thy  untimely  death. 
Catch  inspiration  from  thy  parting  breath  ; 
And,  while  remembrance  cherishes  the  gleam. 
Whose  light  jdispcU'd  9mbitio|)'s  frycriith  drcaqj. 
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Retrieve  our  faults,  if  yet 'tis  not  too  late. 
And  kill  avert  th'  impending  shaft  of  Fate  ! 

Though  cWd  for  ever  be  that  piercing  eye 
Which  saxv  effects  in  embryo  causes  lie ; 
Though  mute  the  voice,  which  spoke  but  to  dispcnaa 
Prophetic  reason  and  unerring  sense ; 
In  lasting  records  may  its  accents  live, 
And  counsel  still  with  wonted  wisdom  give  ; 
Still,  unsubdu'd  by  censure  or  applause. 
Direct  our  efforts  in  the  generri  cause ; 
The  weak  invigorate,  the  rash  control. 
Connect  the  parts,  and  animate  the  whole. 

But  what  bold  hand  th'  adventurous  task  shall  dare  f 
Where  he  felt  doubt,  what  heart  shall  not  despair  ? 
Who  shall  ambition's  latent  wiles  unfold  ? 
Who  the  firm  shield  against  corruption  hold  f 
Who  round  the  sword  the  olive  still  entwine, 
And  dauntless  vigour  with  mild  temper  join  f 
Who,  mid  the  rocks,  the  sea-worn  vessel  guide. 
While  o'er  it  thundering  breaks  the  boisterous  tide  f 
What  now  is  left  for  wearied  Hope  to  try  ? 
Say,  to  what  Pilot  can  she  now  apply  ? 

Alike  all  ages,  nations,  states,  and  climes, 
Abound  in  talents  fit  for  common  times ; 
Pageants  of  office,  who  with  starch  grimace 
Display  the  garb  of  sense  in  pomp  of  face ; 
Who,  wise  in  forms,  to  forms  alone  attend. 
And,  busy  in  the  means,  neglect  the  end  ; 
Who,  in  their  little  circle's  narrow  bound, 
'1  hink  ihcy  move  forward,  while  they're  moving  round  | 
And,  dreading  innovation,  still  pursue 
The  beaten  track,  when  all  around  is  new. 
Idols  ot  court,  and  puppets  of  debate, 
Awbib  they  deck  the  pantumiroe  of  state; 
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tike  l)ubble8  float  tipon  the  tide  of  power, 

And  shine  the  glittering  meteors  of  an  hour. 
But  genius,  choicest  gift  of  favouring  Heaven, 

Once  in  a  thousand  years  is  scarcely  given : 

Pure  mental  essence,  of  celestial  birth, 

It  rarely  mixes  with  the  dross  of  earth, 

To  show  creation  on  a  nobler  plan, 

And  give  the  world  Heaven's  model  of  a  roan. 

Before  it  Science,  Art,  and  Learning  bend  ; 

Through  all  at  once  its  radiant  lights  extend ; 

Scorning  the  aids  which  humbler  minds  require, 

It  mounts  spontaneous  in  electric  fire ; 

Intuitively  pierces  each  disguise. 

And  drags  to  light  each  truth  that  hidden  lies; 

In  native  energy  serenely  strong. 

Pours  the  full  tide  of  eloquence  along ; 

Prepared  al?ke  in  every  mode  to  shine, 

To  guide  a  senate,  or  to  point  a  line  ; 
Empires  to  rule,  and  armies  to  direct, 
Or  metaphysic  fallacies  detect ; 

Aloft  to  soar  on  fancy's  eagle  wing, 
Or  dive  self-thouglit  in  learning's  deepest  spring. 
Gilding  its  track  with  wisdom's  purest  ray, 
Th' ethereal  light  of  intellectual  day. 

Such  light  was  thine,  O  FOX  !  in  thee  alone 
With  undiminish'd  splendor  still  it  shone 
From  earliest  youth,  till  life's  expiring  flame 
Reluctantly  forsook  thy  wasted  frame, 
Superior  still  to  all — ^and  e'en  in  death 
Its  brightness  glimmer'd  in  thy  parting  breath  : 
In  life's  last  ebb  the  Statesman's  wisdom  flow'd ; 
In  thought's  last  gleam  the  Patriot's  vioour  glow'J, 
Nor  pain  nor  terror  mov'd  his  steady  mind ; 
The  pain  he  felt,  was  piey  for  mankind. 
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Thus  born  with  talents  every  state  to  fit. 
To  shine  the  Statesman,  Scholar,  Sage,  and  Wit| 
Whatever  ambition  prompted  to  perform, 
And  steer  triumphant  thro^  its  wildest  storm ; 
To  glare  a  meteor,  or  a  comet  blaze, 
And  dazzle  nations  with  disastrous  rays ; 
Innate  benignity  of  soul  restrain'd 
Each  adverse  power,  and  wisdom's  rule  maintain'd  } 
Which  firm  amid  contending  factions  stood, 
Sooth'd  passion's  storms,  and  stayed  the  tide  of  bloocU 
While  stiibborn  pride,  with  ineffective  rage. 
Still  kindled  wars  it  knew  not  how  to  wage. 
And  brib'd  weak  states  to  give  their  all  away 
To  Britain's  deadliest  foes  for  British  pay  ; 
Hb  whose  vast  genius,  with  successful  aim. 
Had  seiz'd  scci^re  the  blood-stain'd  wreath  of  fame, 
Despis'd  each  selfish  triumph,  and  pursu'd 
No  lure  of  glory,  l^ut  hjs  Country's  good. 

But  not  the  Statesman's  toils,  the  Patriot's  fame. 
The  suffrage  of  the  Muse  alone  mqst  claim  : 
'Tis  in  familiar  life's  domestic  cares 
That  mild  affection  all  the  bosons  bares ; 
Tis  in  warm  friendship's  gayly  social  hour 
The  mask's  thrown  by,  too  often  worn  in  power* 
Tis  then  deep  Statesmen  aqt  no  studied  part ; 
But  speak  the  genuine  dictates  of  the  heart ; 
Praise  without  guile,  and  blame  without  control  ; 
Laugh  the  heart's  laugh,  and  opf^n  all  the  soul. 

And  here  let  grateful  memory  bring  to  view 
Scenes,  which,  alas  !  it  never  can  renew  ; 
When  all  the  bright  effulgence  of  His  miqd 
Through  mildest,  geutlesr,  simplest  manners  shin'd  { 
When,  only  anxious  to  instruct  and  please, 
The  Statesman's  sense  assum'd  the  Courtier's  ease : 
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Anil  all-commiinding  talent  lowered  its  tone, 
That  feebler  minds  might  not  despise  their  own. 
No  pomp  of  speech,  in  learning's  garb  array'd. 
Dazzled  the  ignorant,  the  weak  disma/d ; 
Mo  pointed  sentence  of  sarcastic  wit 
The  unoffending  or  defenceless  hit ; 
No  proud  display  of  what  His  mind  contain'd 
AbashM  the  timid,  or  the  meek  restrained  ; 
No  gawdy  rhetorick,  with  selfish  aim, 
In  private  converse,  courted  public  fame ; 
No  quaint  allusion,  with  ambiguous  sense, 
To  blushing. ni^esty  e'er  gave  offence  ; 
No  prim  conceit,  in  foppish  neatness  drest. 
No  hoarded  repartee,  or  studied  jest. 
Slyly  conceal'd,  in  watchful  ambush  lay, 
Till  apt  occasion  prompted  its  display. 

Above  each  trick  of  art  His  genius  tower'd. 
And  intellect's  full  tide  spontaneous  pour'd ; 
To  embellish  truth  with  unforc'd  effort  sought ; 
With  observation  just  and  vigorous  thought ; 
With  sense  profound,  in  richest  fancy  drest ; 
With  learning's  stores,  in  purest  taste  exprest ; 
Deep  and  yet  clear  its  copious  currents  rolFd 
Their  amber  waves  o'er  beds  of  native  gold* 

Whether  the  Politician's  sense  reveal'd 
Events  in  pregnant  causes  long  conceal'd, 
The  complicated  scroll  of  time  unroll'd, 
And,  too  prophetic !  Europe's  fate  foretold  : 
Whether  the  Critic  oped  his  ample  store. 
And  spread  profuse  the  feast  of  Grecian  lore ; 
Or,  playfully  redundant,  scatter'd  round 
The  dowers  which  fancy  cuU'd  on  fairy  ground? 
]f  pleas'd  in  mctaphysic  maze  to  tread. 
And  trace  coy  science  to  its  fountain  hcad^ 
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Philosophy  distWd  the  tpiings  bf  mind, 

Unravei'd  thought,  aod  analys'd  mankind  ; 

Alike  the  varying  stream  abundant  fld/d^ 

Alike  the  clearness  of  its  fountain  show'd : 

While  still,  in  each  effosion  of  his  mind, 

Appeared  the  heart's  warm  slow — affections  kind  p^^ 

That  firm  and  proud  iategnty  of  soal 

Which  knew  no  selfish  passion*s  base  control ; 

Truth  undisguis'd,  in  native  charms  adorn'd. 

Which,  unobtrusive,  all  concealment  scorn'd ; 

Alike  averse  to  flatter  or  offend, 

And  never  captious,  though  untaught  te»  bend ; 

Honest  ambition,  whose  unbiass*d  aim 

Was  to  deserve,  not  win  the  smile  of  fame ; 

Which  ask'd  no  favour,  courted  no  assent, 

Nor  e'er  profess'd  what  was  not  fully  meant ; 

The  powerful  knave  and  wealthy  blockhead  scorn'd ; 

but  chcrish'd  all  whom  real  worth  adorn'd ; 

Which  through  the  paths  of  glory  still  pursu'd 

One  only  object'*--univcrsal  good  : 

Which- health,  and  ease,  and  life  itself  resigned. 

To  save  his  Country,  and  to  serve  Mankind. 

While  o'er  His  tomb  desponding  millions  moan. 
Who  in  His  fate  anticipate  their  own  ; 
For  HIM,  though  borne  on  an  untimely  bier, 
Philosophy  shall  dry  Affection's  tear : 
For  what,  alas  I  can  length  of  days  bestow. 
But  lengtlioii'd  misery  and  lengthen'd  woe  ? 
Tis  but  in  vain  to  draw  precarious  breath, 
Shivering  beneath  th'  impending  dart  of  Death ; 
Benurab'd  in  dull  forgetfulness  to  sleep. 
Or  for  expiring  friends  to  wake  and  weep ; 
Like  some  old  oak,  upon  a  naked  strand. 
The  relict  of  a  foUen  grove  to  stand  ; 
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Upon  whose,  widier^d,  bald*  and  blighted  head. 
The  damps  of  every  passing  cloud  are  shed ; 
From  whose  bare  trunk,  now  mouldering  in  decay^ 
Each  passing  tempest  tears  some  limb  away ; 
Whose  roots,  expos'd  beneath  th'  inclement  sky. 
No  more  its  vital  nourishment  supply ; 
Th'  incumbrance  of  the  soil  it  falls  at  last, 
Th'  unheeded  victim  of  some  wintry  blast. 

But  though  to  Him  the  loss  of  life  be  sm'all. 
What  have  not  they  to  dread,  who  mourn  His  fall  ? 
What  have  not  they  to  dread,  who  still  remain 
To  hear  the  doleful  clink  of  slavery's  chain  ; 
To  see  its  low'ring  clouds  diffus'd  around. 
In  one  wide  waste  creation  to  confound  ? 
While  all  benumb'd  in  deathlike  sleep  obey 
One  mighty  Master^s  universal  sway  ; 
From  whose  vindictive  wrath  no  power  can  save. 
No  earthly  refuge  shelter — but  the  grave  ! 

E'en  Afric's  sons,  condemned  in  hopeless  toil 
To  till,  in  torrid  climes,  th'  unhealthful  soil, 
Their  Patron's  fall  in  dumb  despair  shall  hear. 
And  drop,  'mid  bloody  sweats,  the  silent  tear  : 
Wearied  and  spent,  while  o'er  his  aching  head 
Their  hottest  fires  meridian  sunbeams  shed. 
While  ebbing  life  exudes  at  every  pore. 
And  e'en  tiie  lash  can  now  extort  no  more  ; 
The  slave  for  Freedom's  friend  shall  heave  a  groan. 
And  iu  His  fate  awhile  forget  his  own. 

And  can  then  hope  no  distant  comfort  show  } 
No  future  bliss  irradiate  present  woe  I 
Yes  : — spite  of  all  the  cold  narcotic  lore 
Which  reason  spreads  where  fancy  loves  to  soar  ; 
Which  holds  in  philosophic  doubts  confin'd 
Each  source  of  sentiment  and  spring  of  mind; 
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What  no  deep  senrch  of  science  can  unfold, 

Shall  modest  faith  with  sacred  awe  behold ; 

And  teach,  as  through  ^on  boundless  space  of  skiet 

Worlds  beyond  worlds  in  endless  myriads  risey 

O'er  each  presiding  emanations  reign, 

Direct  their  orbits  and  their  fires  maintain ; 

While  one  Almighty  universal  soul 

Lives  in  each  part  and  regulates  the  whole ; 

Bidding  in  infinite  succession  flow 

Whatever  beams  above  or  breathes  below ; 

And,  still  advancing  on  from  sphere  to  sphere, 

As  intellectual  brightness  burns  more  clear, 

Th'  ethereal  efflux,  till  its  splendors  shine 

Pure  and  immortal  as  its  source  divine  ! 

Then  shall  th'  uncumber'd  Spirit  freely  rove 
With  those  who  living,  most  deserv'd  its  love  ; 
Whose  virtues  on  the  same  broad  basis  stood 
Of  private  worth  employ'd  for  public  good ; 
Who  greatly  acted,  or  who  wisely  thought. 
And  for  their  Country's  freedom  toil'd  or  fought  t 
Who  in  the  glorious  cause  each  effort  tried, 
And  justly  triumph'd,  or  unjustly  died  ; 
Who,  to  no  sect's  or  party's  views  confin'd. 
Sought  but  the  general  welfare  of  mankind. 
Then  in  th'  eternal  mansions  of  the  blest 
Shall  good  Timoleon  welcome  Thee  his  guest ; 
Approving  Doria  nod  his  hoary  head, 
And  wipe  the  tear  o'er  fallen  Genoa  shed  ; 
While  happier  Washington  shall  feel  the  flame. 
He  living  felt,  rekindle  at  thy  name ; 
And,  conscious  of  what  few  have  understood. 
That  to  be  truly  great  is  to  be  good. 
Look  down  on  despots,  who  shall  blushing  own, 
He  best  deserv'd^  who  dar'd  despise  a  thronc« 
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With  kindred  warmth  Epaininondas  glows, 
While  Solon's  wisdom  in  soft  numbers  shows 
How  all  the  Po<*t's  elegance  refin'd 
AH  that  the  Legislator's  skill  designed. 
Around,  the  intellectual  feast  to  share. 
Congenial  Spirits  float  in  ambient  air; 
And  garlands,  gather'd  from  ambrosial  bowers^ 
Entwifie  with  wreaths  of  amaranthine  flowers. 

Yet  sure,  (riumphanl  o'er  this  nether  world, 
Some  ruling  fiend  his  banners  hath  unfurl'd  ; 
Whoy  in  those  fields,  where  guiltless  thousands  bled. 
And  winged  death  on  every  bullet  sped. 
Where  Wild  promiscuous  slaughter  rag'd  around. 
And  purple  torrents  drench'd  the  thirsty  ground, 
From  civil  vengeance  join'd  to  hostile  strife, 
Pres«rv'd  secure  its  great  Oppressor's  life ; 
While  HE,  whose  hand  had  checked  his  lawless  sway. 
Untimely  falls  in  premature  decay ; 
Just  when  distress  had  made  his  Country  wise. 
And  pressing  danger  oped  its  Rulers'  eyes ; 
When  taught,  too  late  perhaps  !  by  errors  past. 
They  listened  to  the  voice  of  truth  at  last; 
Obey'd  that  counsel,  which,  obey'd  when  given. 
Had  sootb'd  the  wrath>  and  stay'd  the  bolt  of  Heaven. 

O  may  o.ur  late  contrition  yet  prevail, 
And  Heaven  protect,  where  human  succours  fail ! 
May  that  just  Power,  which  *claim'd  him  for  its  own, 
Propitious  still  in  Freedom  s  cause  be  shqwn ; 
Preserve  its  glorious  gift,  nor  take  from  man 
What  best  remains  oi  hts  Creator's  plan ! 

Then  round  tht  tomb  shall  happy  myriads  raise 
The  song. of  gratitude  and  hymn  of  praise  ; 
With  liberal  heart  bestow  what  envious  pride 
To  all  THT  virtues,  living,  long  denied  ; 
And,  to  the  memory  of  thy  genius  just,  [bust. 

WfTB    glory's   richest  SPLENDOURS  CROWN  THY 
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LINES, 

BT  MR.   CHAftLBS   LLOTD, 

JFritien  on  the  12tk  of  February  ^  1797* 

THI   AVTHOn'S   BIBTH-DAT. 


This  is  my  Natal  Dat  !  To  roe^  the  thought 

Awakens  serious  musings,  and  the  sigh 

Of  soften'd  recollection.     Heretofore, 

This  day  has  ne'er  returned,  since  manhood  shapM 

My  wayward  heart,  not  finding  me  the  dupe 

Of  feverish  day-dreams,  and  the  very  slave 

Of  Hope's  delicious  phantasies.    This  day 

Has  ne'er  return'd,  not  finding  me  possest 

Of  HEE,  whose  parent-claims  to  love  were  lost 

In  Friendship's  mightier  attributes  !  O  God ! 

And  am  I  doom'd  this  very  day  to  know 

Those  dreams,  Hope's  phantasies,  and  my  first  friend. 

For  ever  gone  I 

—-It  boots  not  to  complain ; 
Therefore  will  I,  with  meek  and  bowed  thoughts. 
Muse  calmly  on  life's  desolated  path ! 
As  the  way^wanderer,  who  the  onward  track 
Gazes  unanxious,  tho'  the  bleak  day  fede — 
Tho'  the  wet  winds  sweep  chilly ;  and  the  bark, 
Of  shepherd's  watch-dog,  from  the  far-off  hill. 
Die  on  the  gusty  blast,  if  he  reflect 
That  still  in  scenes  remote,  a  goodly  home 
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Awaits  his  wearied  feel.    Yes,  so  can  I 
Look  on  life's  waste  with  the  composed  smile 
Of  resignation  (tho*  amid  that  waste. 
For  me  no  flow'ret  blossom)  hoping  yet 
To  enter  the  abode  where  tears  are  wiped 
From  every  eye,  where  the  dear  huried  friend 
Shall  recognise  her  long-bewilder'd  child ! 

Yet  let  me,  as  I  travel  on,  if  chance 
A  pilgrim,  like  myself,  cross  the  drear  scene 
I  needs  must  tread,  mingle  with  his  mv  teara 
For  this  bad  world — ^beguile  the  little  hour 
With  what  my  spirit  from  its  scanty  store 
May  spare,  in  kindliest  sort,  to  entertain 
One  haply  not  unsuffering ;— then  pursue 
My  simple  path,  nor  let  thi^  woes  or  joys 
Of  weak,  self-satisfied  Humanity, 
Break  the  long  sabbath  of  my  centred  soul. 
Enough,  if  1  the  vacant  moment  soothe 
With  social  intercourse  !  'Tis  not  in  man 
To  fill  the  aching  breast !  My  God  thou  know'st 
How  the  heart  pines,  that  rests  on  human  love. 


THE  TlilUMPHAL  CAR  OF  MEDICINE. 

Tran$iatisfn  qfVtr^es  ol  the  EnA  ^Dr.  Oanm's  Zoanamia^ 

He  comes ! — his  brandish'd  arms  I  see  from  far. 
And  hear  the  thunder  of  Hygeia's  car : 
Phcebus  with  laurel  binds  his  brow-^and  Fame 
Sounds  from  her  silver  trump  his  deathless  namcil 
Hurrying  behind,  rides  Age,  with  feebly  ory. 
Eager  to  tell  the  sage,  that  lie  must  die  I        a.  L.  >• 
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SONG. 


BT  THE   LATE   MISS   ELIZA   RYVES« 


A  NEW  fallen  lamb,  as  mild  Emroeline  past. 

In  pity  she  turn'd  to  behold , 
How  it  shiver'd  and  shrunk  from  the  merciless  blasts 

Then  fell  all  benumb'd  with  the  cold. 

She  rais'd  it^  and  touchjd  by  the  innocent's  fate^ 

Its  soft  form  to  her  bosom  she  prest ; 
But  the  tender  relief  was  afforded  too  late, 

It  bleated,  and  died  on  her  breast* 

The  moralist  then,  as  the  corse  she  resigned, 
And  weeping,  spring  flowers  o'er  it  laid, 

Thus  mus'd,  '*  So  it  &res  with  the  delicate  mind. 
To  the  tempests  of  fortune  betray'd. 

**  Too  tender,  like  thee,  the  rude  shock  to  sustain^ 
And  denied  the  relief  which  would  save, 

Tis  lost ;  and  when  pity  and  kindness  are  vain. 
Thus  wc  dress  the  poor  suflfcrer's  grave !" 


LINES, 

to  tie  Memory  of  ike  Rev.  G.  Wakefield. 

<— — — — ^M<t 

Frtxnd  of  departed  worth  !  whose  pilgrim  feet 

Trace  injur'd  merit  to  its  last  retreat. 

Oft  will  thy  steps  imprint  the  hallOw'd  shade. 

Where  Wakefield's  dubt,  erabalm'd  in  tears  is  laid ; 

**  Here  (wilt  thou  say)  a  high  undaunted  soul. 

That  spurned  at  palsied  caution's  weak  controul— 

A  mind  by  learning  stored,  by  genius  fired. 

In  Freedom's  cause  with  generous  warmth  inspircdi 

Moulders  in  earth  ;  the  fabric  of  his  fame 

Rests  on  the  pillar  of  a  spotless  name  V 

Fool  of  corruption — spaniel  slave  of  power  \ 
Should  thy  rash  steps  in  bome  unguarded  hour 
Profane  the  shrine,  deep  on  thy  shrinking  heart 
Engrave  this  awful  moral,  and  depart ! 
That  riot  the  shafts  of  slander,  envy,  hate, 
The  dungeoh's  gloom,  nor  the  cold  hands  of  fate, 
Can  rob  the  good  man  of  that  peerless  prize 
Which  not  pale  Mammon's  countless  treasure  buys* 
The  conscience  clear  whence  secret  pleasures  flow, 
And  friendship  kindled  ^mid  the  gloom  of  woe. 
Assiduous  love  that  stays  the  parting  breath. 
And  honest  fame  triumphant  over  death. 

For  you,  who  o'er  the  sacred  marble  bend, 
To  weep  the  husband,  father,  brother,  friend, 
And,  mutely  eloquent,  in  anguish  raise 
Of  keen  regrets  his  monument  of  praise-^ 

TOL.  Vlil.  T 
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May  Faith,  may  Friendship,  dry  your  stresimiiig  eyes^ 

And  Virtue  mingle  comfort  with  your  sighs; 

'i'ill  Resignation  softly  steaHng  on, 

With  pensive  smile  bid  ling'ring  grief  begone, 

And  tardy  Time  veil  o'er  with  gradual  shade, 

All  but  the  tender  tints  you  would  ngt  wish  to  fade. 




EPITAPH, 

On  his  Sister,  Lady  Betty  Mansel; 

BY  JOHN  LORD  H£]tTET« 

'  Reader  attend  !  and  if  thine  eye  let  fall 
A  silent  tear,  confess  it  Nature's  call : 
Consign'd  to  God,  from  whom  the  blessing  came. 
Here  lye  the  precious  relics  of  that  frame. 
Which,  when  inform'd  with  life,  attractive  shin'd 
With  all  wc  hope  or  wish  of  woman  kind. 
Those  different  attributes  of  chaste  and  fair, 
(When  join'd  how  lovely ;  yet  alas  !  how  rare  f) 
SVhich  charms  united  did  in  her  combine ; 
The  sex  was  female,  but  the  soul  divine  : 
Virtue,  discretion,  and  a  graceful  ease, 
(For  sure  in  her  'twas  natural  to  please,) 
Adom'd  her  manners  in  each  sphere  of  life. 
The  daughter,  friend,  the  sister,  and  the  wife : 
*rhis  treasure  lost,  what  tongue  can  speak  the  smart 
Her  mourning  parents  feel,  and  every  kindred  heart  f 
But  chiefly  his,  whose  faithful  bosom  prov'd 
The  last  endearments  of  his  sole  belov'd ; 
Yet  mourn  not,  youth,  the  lot  to  either  given, 
You've  liv'd  iu  Paradise,  she;  lives  in  Heav'u. 
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PR0LOGUfi» 

As  intenM  to  hwct  been  Spoken  before  the  DranuUk  Enter' 
tdnnmt  of  *'  Not  at  Home;'  by  K  C.  DoUas^  Bsf. 

MTEITTIN    BT   WALLSa  RODWELL  WaiOHT^    SSQ  *• 


-».al^  t.l^K^i 


_  • 

Our  Author.  anxioHs  for  jour  approbation^ 
Has  sent  me  bere  by  way  of  preparation  ; 
But  undeterrained  stili  what  me4u^  to  use, 
To  recommeDd  ifais  bantling  of  his  Muse : 
From  thought  to  thought  with  double  haste  he  roY'J> 
As  fancy  led  or  judgment  disapproved  i 
I  could  not  bear  to  see  him  thus  perplex'd^ 
So  cried,  *'  I'll  take  your  title  for  my  text/^ 
At  homit  or  iwt  at  Aom^^-^h  !  tis  a  them6 
As  vast  as  Folly's  never-failing  stream. 
AVhy,  Not  at  hom/s  the  vice  of  diodern  days, 
Which  every  age,  and  sex,  and  rank  displays ; 
And  Coxcombs,  from  the  'Prentice  to  the  i^r, 
Disdain  the  limits  of  their  proper  spheres- 
Observe  my  Lotd — the  copy  of  his  grodm-^ 
In  all  the  scenes  of  vulgar  liftie  at  home  ; 
At  home  to  all  the  Puligistic  train. 
Lord  of  the  ring  aild  hero  of  the  rein : 
But  not  at  home  when  tradesmen  would  be  paid, 
Or  worth  and  genius  supplicate  his  aid ; 
And  least  at  home^  Oh  !  mean  and  groveling  mind  ! 
in  that  high  station  which  his  birth  assigned. 

*  Author  of  the  I^oem  entitled  Uonm  loiftoa* 

T  2 
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In  those  dull  moments  when  ennui  prcvailf^ 
And  beaox  forget  to  call,  and  scandal  fails, 
>Vhat  dame  of  fashion  e'er  can  condescend 
jit  home  the  solitary  hours  to  spend  ? 
At  home  \  Oh  monstrous !  is  there  then  no  way 
To  kill  the  languor  of  the  irksome  day  ? 
Call  my  barouche !  V\\  drive  to  Lady  Bloom  : 
Our  mutual  watchword  still  is— ^Ab^  tf/  home:' 
And  Mrs.  Shuttle,  odious,  rustic  creature  I 
Whose  suppers  we  endure  from  mere  good  nature* 
Brisk  at  his  post,  and  practised  in  reply, 
The  powdered  footman  tells  the  ready  lie ; 
Not  so  the  simple  lad  just  come  to  town, 
Scarce  half  a  coxcomb,  more  than  half  a  clown*. 
With  awkward  shame  he  turns  his  bead  away, 
And  blushing  stammers — Not  at  home  to-day. 

To  Bond  Street  next  to  cheapen  fans  and  laces. 
Or  bny  at  Overton's  the  Loves  and  Graces. 

These  follies  driire  away  the  morning  spleen ; 
Rout,  Opera,  Concert  close  the  evening  scene. 
Thus  haviwg  trod  the  giddy  circle  o'er, 
7'ill  fasbien  palls,  and  folly  charms  no  more, 
Listless  and  tir'd,  at  length  she  condescends 
To  pass  one  night  at  ^ome^-but  tees  herfriendt* 
Forth  %  a  thousand  cards,  and  each  conveys 
Her  summons,  couch'd  in  true  laconic  phrase  ; 
Her  Ladyship  at  Aome.— Well  1  view  her  there: 
Order  your  coach  at  ten  to  Berkeley  square; 
Along,  the  crowded  staircase  force  your  way. 
Where  costly  flowers  their  mingled  sweets  display : 
Approach  the  long  saloon  where,  biasing  bright, 
Rich  chandeliers  refract  the  varied  light. 
Her  sofa  deok'd  with  oriental  pride, 
Ail  ICgypt's  monsters  grinning  at  ber  sido^ 


r  ^ '^pv^«*^Bi^^^^*«%«^^p^^* 
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Midst  shapeless  mockeries  of  Greece  and  Rome, 

111  tawdry  pomp — my  lady  is  at  home. 

While  these  gay  scenes  her  restless  thoughts  employ. 

She  scarcely  feels  a  transient  glcai9  of  joy  ; 

With  vacant  eye  reviews  the  splendid  dome, 

A  Ad  sighs  that— Happiness  is  not  at  home. 

Not  such  their  Home  whom  Love  has  taught  to  know 
From  that  blest  source  what  real  transports  flow. 
Home  !  'tis  the  name  of  all  that  sweetens  life ; 
It  speaks  the  warm  affection  of  a  wife, 
The  li^og  babe  that  prattles  on  the  knee 
In  all  the  playful  grace  of  iu&ncy, 
The  spot  where  fond  parental  love  may  trace 
The  growing  virtues  o(  a  blooming  race  : 
Oh  !  'tis  a  word  of  more  than  magic  spell, 
Whose  sacred  power  the  ivandcrer  best  can  tell  f 
He  who,  long  distant  from  his  native  land. 
Feels  at  her  name  his  eager  soul  expand  : 
Whether  as  Patriot,  Husband,  Father,  Friend, 
To  that  dear  point  his  thoughts,  his  wishes  beud ; 
And  still  he  owns,  where'er  his  footsteps  roam, 
life's  choicest  blessings  c^ntej:  all — at  homf. 


FROM  MARTIAL, 

EPIGRAM    78p    B.   VTII. 

'^  The  simple  truth  1  wish  to  hear, 
Nothing  so  grateful  to  my  ear  !" 
This,  when  your  speeches  you  rehearse, 
Or  ioi>g  essays  in  prose  and  verse. 
Is  still  to  me  your  constant  cry. 
And  'twere  unfriendly  to  deny. 
Come  then— But  simple  truth,  1  fear, 
WiU  not  be  grateful  to  your  ear* 
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IIVENING, 


The  deepening  shades  o'erepread  the  golden  west, 
The  mottled  clouds  sweep  on  before  the  breeze, 

Rude  Labour  leaves  his  weary  sons  to  rest. 
And  sea-like  murmurs  sound  among  the  trees. 

The  muified  owl  sails  by  on  silent  wing, 
The  downy  moth  pursues  his  dusky  way, 

Ughtrcrestcd  gnats  their  busy  carols  sing, 
And  closing  flow'rets  moi|rn  departing  ^ay. 

Soft  dews  descending  bathe  the  thirsty  ground, 
A  mingled  fragrance  cheers  the  pensive  ni|;hty 

Dim  rising  vapours  slowly  roll  around, 
And  wand'ring  glow.worms  shed  their  emerald  light. 

Now  breathe  the  high  romantic  love* lorn  tale. 

And  mix  ideal  sceni^  of  fairy  bliss  \ 
Let  airy  harps  from  every  passing  gale 

Steal  heav'nly  notes  with  soft  enchanting  kiss* 

The  mingled  charm  shall  cheat  mjf  ar4e9t  soul ; 

And,  gleaming  through  the  dim  fantastic  Ij^ght, 
Bright  shadowy  forms  around  my  head  shall  roll, 

And  golden  visions  bl^ss  my  r4vi,sb'4  ^^j^^^ 
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THE  BARBER. 

PARODY  UPON  GRAY'S  CELEBRATED  ODE 

OF  «  THE  BARD  *." 

BY   THE   HON.  TnOMAS   ERSKINK. 

A  fragment  of  a  Pindaric  Ode,  from  an  old  Manuscript 
in  the  Museum^  which  Mr.  Gray  certainly  had  in  his 
Eye  when  he  wrote  his  ^  Barp." 
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*  Ruiv  seize  thee«  scoundrel  Coe ! 
'  Confusion  on  thy  frizzing  wait; 

*  Hadst  tbou  the  only  comb  below, 

*  Thou  never  more  shouldst  touch  my  pate. 
'  Club  nor  queue,  nor  twisted  tail, 

*  Nor  e'en  thy  chatt'ring,  barber!  shall  avail 

^  To  save  thy'  horse-whipp'd  back  from  daily  fears  ; 

^  From .Cantab's  curse,  from  Cantab*s  tears!' 

Such  were  the  sounds  that  o'er  the  powdered  pride 

Of  Coe  the  Barber  scattcr'd  wild  dismay, 

As  down  the  steep  of  Jackson's  slippery  lane 

He  wound  with  puffing  march  his  toilsome  tardy,  way. 

*  Tills  Parody  ^as  written  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  near 
two  and  forty  years  ai^o  \  and  aiose  from  tlie  drcuaulanse  of  Iher 
Author's  Barber  coming  too  late  to  dress  him  at  his  lodgings,  at  tlie 
shop  of  Mr.  Jackson,  an  apothecary  at  Cambridge,  where  he  lodged^ 
till  a  vacancy  in  tlie  College,  by  \*'hich  he  lost  his  dinner  in  the 
Hall:  when,  ia  imitation  of  the  despairing  Bard,  wlio  prophccied 
the  destruction  of  King  Edward*s  race,  he  poured  forth  his  curses 
upon  the  whol&race  of  Barbers,  predicting  their  ruia  in  the  sua* 
plicity  of  a  future  ^eaeratioiv 
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In  a  rooiDy  where  Cambridge  town 

Frowns  o'er  the  kennels'  stinking  flood y 

Rob'd  in  a  flannel  powd'ring  gown, 

Wit\i  haggard  eyes  poor  Erskine  stood ; 

(Long  his  beard,  aiid  blouzy  hair, 

Stream'd  like  an  old  wig  to  the  troubled  air ;) 

4^nd  with  clung  guts,  and  face  than  r^or  thinner, 

l^wore  the  loud  sorrows  of  hi$  dinner. 
Hark  !  bow  each  striking  clock  apd  tolling  bell, 
With  awful  sounds,  the  hour  of  eating  tell  I 
Oer  thee,  oh  Coel  their  dreaded  notes  they  wave. 
Soon  shall  such  sounds  proclaim  thy  yawning  grave | 
Vocal  in  vain,  through  all  this  ling'ring  day, 
The  grace  already  said,  the  plates  all  swept  away. 

III. 

Cold  is  Beau  *^  toijgue, 

That  sooth'd  each  virgin  s  pain  ; 

Bright  perfumed  M^*  has  cropp'd  liis  head  : 

Almacks !  you  moan  in  vain  ! 

Each  youth  whose  high  toupee 

Made  huge  Plinlimmon  bow  his  cloud-capt  head^ 

In  humble  Tyburn-top  we  sec, 

Esplash'd  with  dirt  and  sunrburnt  face ; 

Ykt  on  befofe  the  ladies  mend  thieir  pace, 

The  Macaroni  sneers,  and  will  not  see* 

Dear  lost  companion^  of  the  coxcomb's  art, 

Dear  as  a  turkey  to  these  famish'd  eyes. 

Dear  as  the  ruddy  port  which  warms  my  heart, 

Ye  sunk  aniidst  tne  fainting  Misses*  cries — 

No  more  I  weep — ^They  do  not  sleep : 

At  yonder  ball,  a  slovenly  band, 

I  see  them  sit ;  they  linger  yet. 

Avengers  of  fair  Nature's  hand  ^ 
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'  With  me  in  dreadful  resolution  join, 

*  To  CEO p  with  one  accord,  and  starve  their  cuned  line* 

IV, 

**  Weave  the  warp,  and  weave  the  woof, 

**  The  winding-sheet  of  barbers'  race ; 

^'  Give  ample  room  and  verge  enough 

*'  Their  lengthen'd  lanthorn  jaws  to  trace* 

**  Mark  the  year,  and  mark  the  night, 

**  When  all  their  shops  shall  echo  with  affright, 

*.*  Loud  screams  shall  through  8t.  James's  turrets  ring, 

**  To  see,  like  Eton  boy,  the  King ! 

**  Puppies  of  France,  with  unrelenting  paws 

*^  That  scrape  the  foretops  of  our  aching  heads ; 

'*  No  longer  England  owns  your  fribblish  laws, 

^'  No  more  her  folly  Gallia's  vermin  feeds. 

"  They  wait  at  Dover  for  the  first  fair  wind, 

'*  Soup-meagre  ii)  the  van,  and  snuff,  roast-beef  behind* 

V. 

f*  Mighty  barbers,  ipighty  lords, 

*'  Low  on  a  greasy  bench  they  lie  ! 

**^  No  pitying  heart,  or  purse,  affords 

**  A  sixpence  for  a  mutton-pye ! 

**  Is  the  mealy  'prentice  Oed  ? 

**  Poor  Cqe  is  gone,  all  supperless  to  bed. 

**  The  swarm  that  in  thy  shop  each  morning  sat, 

**  Comb  their  lank  hair  on  forehead  flat : 

"  Fair  layghs  the  mori),  when  i^ll  the  world  are  beaux, 

**  While  vainly  strutting  through  a  billy  land, 

f'  In  foppish  train  the  puppy  barber  goes, 

**  Lace  on  his  shirt,  and  money  at  command, 

'*  lleg9.rdless  of  the  skulking  bailiff's  sway, 

f  *  That  hid  in  some  dark  court  expects  his  evening  prey. 


330 

VI. 

^  Hie  porter-mug  fill  high, 

*'  Baked  curls  and  locks  prepare  ; 

**  Reft  of  our  heads,  ihey  yet  by  wigs  may  live, 

«*  Close  by  the  greasy  chair 

**  Fell  thirst  and  famine  lie— 

**  No  more  to  art  will  beauteous  nature  givcb 

**  Heard  ye  the  the  gaug  of  Fielding  say, 

**  Sir  John  *  at  last  we've  found  their  haunt ; 

^  To  desperatiou  driven  by  hungry  want, 

^*  Thro'  the  crammed  laughing  Pit  they  steal  their  way. 

**  Ye  tow'rs  of  Newgate !  London's  lasting  shame, 

'*  By  many  a  foul  and  midnight  murder  fed, 

"  Revere  poor  Mr.  Coc,  the  blacksmith's  f  fame, 

"  And  spare  the  grinning  barber's  chuckle  head. 

VII. 

••  Rascals !  w©  tread  thee  under  foot, 
"  (Weave  we  the  woof,  the  thread  is  spun  :) 
**  Our  beards  we  pull  out  by  the  root ; 
**  (The  web  is  wove;  your  work  is  done.*^ 

*  Stay,  oh  stay  !  nor  thus  forlorn 

*  Leave  me  uncurl'd,  undinner'd,  here  to  mourn, 

*  Thro'  the  broad  gate,  that  leads  to  College  Halt, 

*  They  melt,  they  fly,  they  vanish  all. 

'  But,  oh  !  what  happy  scenes  of  pure  delight, 

*  Slow  moving  ou  their  simple  charms  unroll! 

*  Ye  rapt'rous  visions  !  spare  my  aching  sight, 

*  Ye  unborn  beauties  croud  not  on  my  soul ! 

*  No  more  our  long-lost  Coventry  we  wail : 

^  All  hail,  ye  genuine  forms;  fair  Nature's  issue,  hail! 

^  Sir  John  Fielding  the  active  Police  Magistrate  of  that  day. 
i  Coe's  &thtiv  the  blackanutli  of  Cambiidge. 
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VIII. 

Not  frisz'd  and  frittered,  pinn'd  and  roHM^ 

Sublime  their  artless  locks  they  wear, 

And  gorgeous  dames,  and  judges  old, 

Without  their  t^tes  and  wigs  appear ; 

In  the  iqidpt  a  form  diving, 

Her  dress  bespeaks  the  Pennsylvanian  line. 

Her  port  demure,  her  grave,  religious  face, 

Attempered  sweet  to  Yirgin  grace. 

What  sylphs  and  spirits  wanton  thro'  the  air  1 

What  crouds  of  Uttle  angels  round  her  play ! 

Hear  from  thy  sepulchre,  ^ reat  Peon !  oh  hear ! 

A  scene  like  this  might  animate  thy  clajr* 

Simplicity  now  soaring  as  she  sings. 

Waves  in  the  eye  of  Hea/n  her  Quaker-coloured  wingSA 

IX. 

No  more  toupees  are  seen 

That  mock  at  Alpine  height. 

And  queues  with  many  a  yard  of  ribbon  bound, 

All  now  are  vanish'd  quite. 

No  tongs,  or  torturing  pin, 

But  ev'ry  head  is  trimm'd  quite  snug  around ; 

Like  boys  of  the  cathedral  choir. 

Curls,  such  as  Adam  wore,  we  wear ; 

Each  simpler  geaeratkui  blooms  a^ve  lair,, 

Till  all  that's  artificial,  oxplre. 

Vain  pupfy  lK>y  !  think'&t  thou  y^n,  essanc'd  ctoud, 

Rais'd  by  thy  pu^  can  vie  with  ifaiturt'i  hua  i 

To-morrow  see  the  variegated  croud 

With  ringlets  shining  like  )he  morning  dew« 

Enough  for  me ;  with  joy  I  see 

The  differeivt  dooms  otir  fates  assign ; 

Be  thine  to  love  thy  trade  and  starve ; 

To  wear  what  Heaven  bestow'd  be  mine ;' 
He  said,  and  headlong  from  the  trap-stairs'  height, 
Quick  thro'  the  frozen  street,  he  ran  in  shabby  plight. 
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EPIGRAM. 


ON  CERTAIN  FASfflONABLES* 


Yx  wits  ^nd  moralists,  forbear 
The  driving  band  to  blame ! 
Their  conduct  s|ieaks  a  prudent  care, 
,  And  praise  may  Justly  claim. 

^They've  heard  that  he,  in  lordly  state 
Who  proudly  rears  his  bead» 
May  yet  be  doom'd  by  cruel  Fate 
To  earn  his  daily  bread. 

Too  weak  the  arms  of  modern  beau:^ 

To  delve  the  stubborn  soil ; 
Too  weak  their  heads,  alas  !  Heaven  knows. 

To  live  by  mental  toil. 

And,  therefore,  do  they  seek  the  skill 

To  use  the  whip  and  reins. 
Since  well  the  coachman's  place  to  fill 

Requires  nor  strength  nor  brains. 

Should  cards  and  dice  their  fortunes  swallow, 

They  still  may  'scape  starvation, 
For  they  have  learn'd,  and  thcu  may  follow. 

One  houest  occupation. 

B.  A*  D.    ' 


3dS 


TO    PHCEBE. 


Say,  lovely  Fhahe^  wliy  has  heaven, 

In  every  end  divinely  wise. 
Perfection  to  thy  features  given. 

Enchantment  to  thy  radiant  eyes  F 

Was  it  that  mortal  men  might  view 
Thy  charms  at  distance,  and  adore } 

Ah  no!  the  man  who  would  not  woo, 
Were  less  than  mortal,  or  were  more  ! 

The  budding  rose  of  ruddy  dye, 
Burn  to  be  loved,  admired,  carest. 

We  leave  not  on  the  stalk  to  die, 
But  match  its  beauties  to  the  breast; 


There,  unsurpassed  in  sweets,  it  dwell 

Unless  the  breast  be  Pkabe's  own ; 
There  blooming,  every  bloom  excells— ^ 
-  Except  of  Phctbt*%  face  alone ! 

O  PnaBE  !  life  is  on  the  wing, 
And  ye^rs,  like  rivers,  glide  away; 

To-morrow  may  misfortune  bring- 
Then  gentle  girl,  enjoy  to-day  ! 
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Nor  liad  I  pourM  in  numbers  warm^ 
A  song  even  Ph(ebe  might  approve^ 

Had  she  a  face  less  formed  to  charm^ 
Or  I  a  heftrc  less  apt  to  love  I 
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ANACREON, 

OBI&  XU  TRAKSLATED* 

Ovoi»  a  bee,  unseen  while  sleeping, 

Touch'd  by  Love,  from  rose-buds  creeping^ 

Stung  the  boy,  who  blood  espying 

On  hid  finger^  fell  a-crying  3 

Then,  both  feet  and  pinions  straining, 

Flew  to  Venus/  thus  complaining : 

**  Oh  !  mamma,  mamma,  I'm  dying, 
Me  a  little  dragon  spying, 
Which  the  ploughman-tribe,  so  stupid, 
Call  a  bee,  has  bit  vour  Cupid/' 

"  Ah  V  quoth  Venus,  smiling  shrewdly, 
**  If  a  bee  can  wound  so  rudely, 
Cupid,  t)iihk  how  sharp  the  sorrows 
CattS'd  by  ^y  envenom'd  arrows!" 

J.  w. 
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LINES 

To  the  Memory  of  the  Right  Rev.  Thomas  fercf^  UOt 
Lord  Bishop  of'Dromore^  who  died  Sept  30, 1811. 


If  Fancy  sculpture  o'er  the  Poet's  dust 

A  guardian  Genius  jealous  of  its  trust ; 

If  civic  crowns  the  Patriot's  worth  record. 

Or  palms  denote  the  servant  of  the  Lord  ; 

Let  Percy's  urn  these  blended  symbols  claitti^ 

To'  mark  the  Poet's,  Saint's,  and  Patriot's  name : 

He  with  nice  taste  the  Minstrel's  harp  restrung, 

And  prais'd  the  feudal  chiefs  from  whom  he  sprung : 

Grav'd  in  his  youth  on  Britain's  classic  page, 

A  mild  Maecenas  in  his  happy  age : 

By  genius  rais*d,'to  genius  still  a  friend. 

He  grac'd  the  patronage  he  lov'd  to  lend ; 

Pleas'd  to  converse  on  Shenstone's  flowing  straiif, 

Great  Johnson's  depth,  and  Goldsmith's  pleasant  vein, 

I'ill  buried  Sascs  seem'd  to  hover  nigh, 

And  give  the  vision  of  an  age  gone  by. 

Yet  higher  praise  is  due  to  Percy's  bier, 
More  than  the  filial  or  the  grateful  tear ! 
Twas  not  enough  that,  kind  and  unreprovM, 
The  needy  blesi  him,  and  his  kindred  lov'd : 
He,  when  Rebellion  rous'd  her  murderous  host. 
Stood  firm,  a  Christian  Bishop  at  his  post ; 
Preserv'd  his  flock  from  Faction's  wild  alarms, 
And  died  at  last  a  Patriarch  in  their  arms : 
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True  to  the  trust  the  Master-Shepherd  gave'/ 
He  only  dropt  his  crosier  at  the  grave) 
Nor  let  us  wonder  that  his  dying  bed 
Still  like  bis  life  benign  instruction  shed  ; 
When  in  full  prospect  of  the  mortal  strife. 
He  took  a  tranquil  retrospect  of  life ; 
Nor  fearM  the  vale  his  Saviour  once  had  trod. 
But  saw  in  death  a  passport  to  his  God. 
.  Be  such  thy  Pastors,  Britain,  and  defy 
The  tempest  brooding  in  thy  darken'd  sky ; 
Embrace  thy  brother  Man  in  every  eone, 
Whate'er  his  faith  ;  but  firmly  keep  thy  own. 
Thy  wise  forefathers,  when  they  made  thee  great, 
Bound  fast  the  Mitre  to  thy  Keg&l  State. 
Gay  Erin,  oft  the  wily  traitor's  spoil, 
Asks  other  Percys  of  her  Sister*lslc, 
Tho'  hard  to  rule,  and  eager  to  contend, 
Her  own  warm  heart  discern'd  and  lov'd  her  Friend ; 
AVho  taught  her,  by  example's  guiding  light. 
That  man's  best  privilege  is  acting  right. 

JANE  WEST. 
November  7. 


OK  THE  DEATH  OF  LORD  FISCOUNT  NELSON* 

O  Valour,  dear,  to  every  bosom  dear. 
Departed  valour !  take  the  ^'  human  tear  !•' 
Call  no  man,  (thus  the  Sage  his  counsel  gives,) 
Call  no  man  fortunate,  while  yet  he  lives ! 
How  happy,  N  elson,  fled  thy  generous  breath, 
A  victor  living,  victor  still  in  d<^ath  ! 


K.    K 
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bVDEk  tHS  DIRBCTtOSr  OF  DtVllTB  ^ltOVtDS*Ctf« 

C0NZ>t7CTINO  THE  CHILDREN  OP  tS&AEL  f  BOM  EGYPT  TO  Tfl% 

PROMISED  LAND. 

A  PriieP^m;  rtoM  ifi  t^  jTbeatrf^  O^arA^  m  Ifce  Fear  180r. 

Or  for  that  spirit  which  on  Moses^  lyre 
Poured  from  the  fount  of  light  celestial  fire. 
Or  whi(^h,. 'mid  Sion's  courts,  in  later  day, 
Raised  to  sublime  the  Monarch-Prophet's  lay ! 
For  high  the  theme  these  numbers  would  rehearse, 
High  as  e'er  blest  the  happier  Sons  of  Verse ! 
A  nation  fettered,  from  a  tyrant  land 
Snatched  by  an  arm  outstretched,  and  miehty  hand, 
Through  pathless  wilds  by  signs  and  wonders  ledy 
While  swept  twice  twenty  summers  o'er  its  head, 
And  taught  at  length  to  rear  its  infant  throne 
In  distant  lands  and  regions  not  its  own. 
And  ask  of  days  that  were  from  elder  timei 
Ask  of  yon  orb  which  visits  every  clime. 
If  e'er  they  heard,  since  first  they  rolled  along^ 
A  theme  so  worthy  of  an  Angel  s  song ! 

Great  was  the  shout  from  glad  Arabia's  ahorey 
<'  Sunk  is  Nile's  warrior  pride  to  rise  no  more  !" 
Sublime  the  triumph  swells :  to  him^  the  Lord, 
The  God  of  Battles,  wakes  each  tuneful  chord  ; 
Their  full  applause  the  deep-mouth'd  clarions  raise. 
And  virgin  timbrels  join  their  softer  praise:  * 
From  thousand  altars  holy  perfumes  rise. 
And  myriads  bow  in  one  vast  sacrifice. 

Are  these  the  tribes  which  late  by  *  Sihor^s  tide 
Wept  o'er  their  wrongs,  iknd  loud  for  vengeance  cried  f 

*  Asothec  name  for  the  Niliw 
TOL.  VXII*  % 
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Por  them  Hope  beamed  fiot ;  but  a  nigbt  profoand/ 
An  endless  night,  seemed  gathering  fast  around} 
Yet  did  the  Day-spring  rise,  the  captivts's  groan 
Went  not  unheeded  to  his  Father's  throne ; 
He  heard  the  mother's  shriek^,  in  anguish  wild, 
Ask  from  the  tyrant's  hand  her  murdered  child *> 
He  saw  the  toiling  slave,  the  inhuman  lordy 
And  the  keen  tortures  of  the  knotted  cord* 
Th rice-fa voufed  race !  Jehovah's  parent  eye 
Marked  every  tear,  and  numbered  every  sigh  ! 
And  though  full  many  a  dreary  age  had  shed 
Slavei^'s  worst  woes  upon  the  unsheltered  head. 
Though  dark  and  long  the  night,  yet  morn  could  bring 
Joy  in  its  eye,  and  healing  on  its  Wifig. 

t  And  lo !  he  comes,  the  Seer,  whom  Greece  would 
Her  Guardian-Power  by  many  a  fabled  name ;     [claim 
Meekest  of  men,  by  God's  own  voice  decreed 
His  chosen  flock,  with  shepherd  care,  to  lead ; 
For  this  was  Mercy's  arm  outstretched  to  save 
His  infant  promise  from  an  early  grave, 
When  Nile's  tamed  billow  kissed  his  rushy  bed, 
And  the  green  snake  played  harmless  o'er  his  head : 
For  this,  when  Science  taught  his  wondering  view 
To  read  the  stars,  and  look  all  nature  through ; 
When  Wealth  and  Honotir  led  his  Youth  along, 
And  Pleasure  wooed  him  with  her  Siren  song ; 
For  this  (as  warmed  he  felt  his  spirit  rise. 
And  kindling  claim  its  high-born  destinies,) 
For  this  he  spurned  them  all ;  and  now  his  hand 
Sheds  pale  dismay  on  Egypt's  trembling  land, 

*  Alloding  to  Pharaoh's  edict  for  the  destruction  of  all  the  male 
children. 

t  Huct  has  given  a  list  of  the  difiareot  Deities  sappofed  to  be 
lb*  same  with  Musoi^ 
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• 

A  [id  tir'avej  exulting  the  triumphant  Rod* 
Israel's  release,  and  symbol  of  his  God* 

Tis  past — that  hour  of  death!  the  eye  of  light 
On  its  own  towers  *  looks  down,  in  glory  bright : 
Yet  ne'er  on  host  so  tstst  its  golden  beam, 
Waking,  hath  shone,  as  now,  witli  mighty  stream 
Of  mingled  man  and  hefd,  from  Goshen's  land 
Pours  frequent  forth,  a  more  than  locust  band. 

They  go  ;  but  all  is  silent  as  the  tomb-a- 
For  look  !  ^here^  columned  high  in  massy  gloom, 
Deep  as  the  darkness  of  the  coming  storm. 
Moves  slow  before  the  host  a  giant-form  ; 
And  see,  as  all  the  twilight  landscape  fade», 
A  pale  and  dubious  light  the  mass  pervades, 
And,  as  the  night  rolls  oil,  the  wonderous  fram* 
Pours  a  broad  glare,  and  brightens  into  flame : 
'Tis  not  the  beacon-fire,  which  wakes  from  £ar 
The  wandering  sons  of  rapine  and  of  war ; 
'Tis  not  of  night's  fair  lamp  the  silvery  beam, 
Nor  the  quicK  darting  meteor's  angry  gleam ; 
No !  'tis  the  pillar'd  cloud,  **  the  torch  of  Heaven/^ 
Pledge  of  the  present  God,  by  Mercy  given  ; 
The  sacred  boon,  by  Providence  supplied. 
By  day  to  cover,  and  by  night  to  guide. 
And  He  the  great,  the  eternal  Lord,  whose  might 
All  being  owns,  who  spake,  and  there  was  Hght^ 
Who  gave  the  Sun  the  tower  of  day  to  keep, 
And  the  pale  Moon  to  watch  o'er  nature's  sleep. 
He,  present  still,  shall  aid,  shall  safety  yield. 
Thy  lamp  by  night,  by  day  thy  guide  and  shield. 

Not  such  their  trust,  when  by  the  Red  Sea  flood. 
Trembling  and  faiut,  the  affrighted  Myriads  stood, 

*  Hcliopoliin 
X.  2 
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When  War  formed  fierce  behind,  and  from  the  wave  • 

Despair  dark  frowning  yelled^  *'  Behold  thy  grave  :^ 

When  spurred  to  insult  rude^  the  impatient  crowd 

Chid  the  meek  man  of  God,  and  murmured  loud  : 

'*  Was  it  for  this,  that  Nile^s  obedient  flood 

"  Rolled,  at  thy  word,  a  sea  of  death  ami  blood  ^ 

*'  For  this,  to  life  did  evefy  sand-grain  spring, 

**  And  Famine  lurk  beneath  the  insect's  wing? 

*^  Was  it  for  this,  the  Sun  forgot  to  rise, 

*'  And  midnight  darkness  veil'd  the  noonday  skies  ? 

*^  Or  when,  high*borne  upon  the  sweeping  blast, 

**  The  avenging  Spirit  of  Destruction  passed^ 

*<  And  dealt,  with  viewless  arm,  that  mortal  blow, 

**  Which  laid  the  blooming  hopes  of  Egypt  low  ; 

*'  Was  it  for  this^  the  frowning  Seraph  staid 

"  The  fiery  vengeance  of  his  deathful  blade ; 

"  Bent  on  the  hallowed  blood  bis  altered  eye, 

*^  Owned  Mercy's  pledge,  and  pass'd  innocuous  by ; 

**  And  spared  us,  but  to  glut  the  savage  swojd, 

"  Or  groan  once  more  beneath  a  tyrant  lord  ?" 

Peace,  impious  doubts !  rebellious  murmurs,  hence  f 
Mark  the  raised  wand,  and  trust  Omnipotence  {*- 
H'is  done  !  obedient  to  the  high  decree 
Wave  parts  from  wave,  and  sea  rolls  back  from  sea  i 
Till,  sudden  checked  as  by  the  wintry  hand 
Of  the  stern  North,  the  solid  waters  stand. 
The  pillar'd  flames,  while  gathering  darkness  falb. 
Shed  passmg  radiance  on  the  crystal  walls ; 
And  now  those  caves,  where  dwelt  primeval  Night, 
Drink  the  warm  spirit  of  the  orient  light; 
Swift  through  the  abyss  the  pure  eifulgcilce  flies, 
And  earth's  foundations  burst  on  human  eyes. 

But  see !  where  Egypt  comes  I  with  steed  and  car. 
And  thousands,  panting  for  the  spoils  of  war; 
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Bold  waves  her  plume,  and  proud  her  banners  gleai&t 
As  now  they  basked  in  Victory's  golden  beam ; 
The  war*trump  speaks ;  maddening  she  spuros  the  shores. 
And  through  the.  yawning  surges  headlong  pours. 
But  wb«re  is  Egypt  now  ?  Where  all  her  might. 
Her  steeds,  her  cars,  her  thousands  armed  for  fight  i 
Where  is  the  bannered  pride  that  waved  so  high  f 
And  where  the  trump  chat  toU  of  victory  ? 
Ail,  ail  are  past;  the  chained  and  fettered  deep,   , 
Loosed  from  its  bonds,  at  one  tremendous  sweep  ! 

Whelmed  all  their  hopes,  and  not  a  wreck  is  seen. 
To  tell  to  future  times  that  they  had  been—     ■ 
And  thou,  infatuate  Prince,  of  stubborn  mould. 
Awed  by  no  terrors,  by  no  power  controlled  ! 
Hast  thou  too  felt  that  arm  thy  soul  defied  f 
How  is  thy  glory  fallen  !  how  changed  thy  pride* 
For  Hope  had  fondly  deemed  thy  death-cold  clay 
Should  mock  Corruption's  worm,  nor  know  decays 
But  ne^er  thy  scattered  bones  shall  now  be  hid 
In  the  dafk  bed  of  thy  proud  pyramid : 
But  thou,  vain  boaster,  and  thy  meanest  slave» 
Alike  must  glut  the  monsters  of  the  wave. 

And  now,  perchance,  Redeemed  of  Heaven,  for  you 
Hope  paints  new  lands,  in  Fancy's  fairest  hue ; 
Of  scenes  perchance  she  tells,  more  heavenly  blest 
Than  Tempo's  vale,  or  Lcuce's  fabled  rest. 
Where  vernal  flowers  'mid  Autumn's  fruitage  blow, 
Where  milky  streams  and  honied  waters  flow ; 
Ah,  trust  her  not !  Yet  stay,  fond  Flatterer,  $tay, 
For  long  and  sad  shall  be  the  wanderer's  way, 
And  scarce  an  eye,  that  now  so  brightly  beam*^, 
Shall  feast  on  Carmel's  palms,  or  Siloa's  streams. 
Then  once  again  thy  fairy  vision  give, 
Pour  warmer  tintsi  bid  fresher  colours  live; 
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It  must  not  be,  before  the  tempest  fly 

Hope's  rainbow  hues,  and  darkness  shrouds  the  skff 

What  now  avails  their  days,  with  wonders  blesti 
The  unwasting  sandal  and  unchanging  vest  f 
What  boots  it  now,  that  Morn's  ambrosial  dews 
Uncloying  sweets,  angelic  food  diffuse  ? 
That  balmy  Eve,  upon  her  dusky  wings, 
A  feathered  cloud,  a  he&ven-sent  banquet  brings  I 
For  faint  and  feeble,  on  Rephidim's  plain, 
Lies  like  a  scattered  fold,  the  sinking  train ; 
Wliile  the  flushed  cheek  and  panting  breast  proclaim 
That  fierce  within  them  burns  the  thinsty  flame. 
Around  jn  vain  they  cast  the  imploring  eye,— 7 
'Tis  all,  one  waste  of  sand,  one  blaze  of  sky  I 
ph  how  their  souls  for  Marah's  waters  yearn, 
And  ask  the  bitter  draught  they  late  could  spurn: 
But  past  are  Marah's  streams,  and  far  away 
O'er  .Elim's  wells  the  verdant  palm-trees  play : 
No  more  their  hearts  are  cheei:ed  by  Freedom's  smile^ 
But  many  a  warm  sigh  speeds,  to  where  the  Nile 
Rolls  its  cool  waves  through  bower  or  fertile  plain* 
And  Life  seems  lovely,  though  it  wear  a  chain. 

But  must  they  die  ?  Will  He,  their  Guardian  Pouter, 
Forsake  them  in  affliction's  darkest  hour  I 
No !  He  their  prayer  hath  heard ;  at  His  command. 
The  mighty  leader  lifts  the  soreieigu  wand; 
Astonished  Horeb  feels,  at  every  pore. 
Strange  waters  gush,  and  springs  unknown  before ; 
Swift  o'er  the  sands  the  newrborn  currents  glidci 
And  breeses  freshen  round  the  rolling  tide* 
In  sudden  terror  fixed,  and  mute  amase. 
Doubting  awhile,  the  exhausted  myriads  gaxe; 
Then  bursts  their  rapture  forth ;  and  young  and  ol4i 
Crowd  oyer  prowd,  like  gathering  surges^  rolled^ 
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Press  to  the  stream,  and  senil  to  Heaven  a  cry 
Of  high'raised  joy,  of  grateful  ecstasy. 

And  did  thy  sons,  with  more  than  filial  care, 
Their  Father's  love  in  holiest  memory  bear  f 
And  did  no  foal  revolt,  no  deep-dyed  crime, 
Stain  the  fair  record  of  succeeding  time? 
Ah,  witness  Thou,  whose  zeal  indignant  trod 
Prone  in  the  dust  the  people's  idol-god ! 
And,  witness  Thou,  that  oft,  in  folly  proud. 
Ungrateful  Judah  spurned  the  faith  he  vowed ; 
Tninsgressed  the  Law  by  matchless  wisdom  planned. 
And  dared  the  wrath  of  Heaven's  avenging  hand. 

Not  such  your  promise,  false,  apostate  race, 
When  pale  ye  bowed  at  Sinai's  trembling  base ; 
Shrunk  from  the  trumpet's  blast,  and  shook  with  fear. 
As  more  than  mortal  accents  met  your  ear. 
Why  didst  thou  tremble,  SiAai  ?  Why  were  spread 
Clouds  and  thick  darkness  round  thy  mystic  head  ? 
Why  like  a  furnace  glowed  thy  groaning  womb. 
And  shot  red  volumes  through  the  investing  gloom  ^ 
Let  him  declare,  who  in  that  dread  abode, 
Tremendous  thought !  held  converse  with  his  God  ! 

And  surf)  no  mortal  voice  was  that,  whose  sound 
Hushed  the  big  thundei^s  pealing  full  around  ; 
Ko  mortal  voice  was  that,  whose  mighty  din 
Shook  the  firm  frame,  and  moved  the  soul  within: 
)io,  froni  yon  oloud  eternal  accents  brake. 
And  He,  the  God  of  gods,  Jehovah  spake ; 
Earth,  seas,  and  skies  confessed  the  Almighty  word 
Which  gave  them  birth ;  which  must  again  be  heard. 
When,  like  a  vapour,  they  shall  melt  away— 
Oh  glorious  morn!  Oh  great,  terrific  day  ! 
Svch  as  hath  never  been,  since  first,  when  Time 
Through  hymning  orbs  began  bis  march  subliu(p  i 
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Nor  shall  be  morCi  till»  wrapt  in  billowy  ftref 
Worlds  headlong  rush,  and  Nature's  self  expire. 

Yet  though  by  God's  own  voice  the  Law  was  given, 
Graved  by  His  hand,  in  chanurters  of  Heaven ; 
Though  Mt;rcy  smi)ed,  though  threatening  Vengeance 
-Jacob's  false  sons  Jehovah's  power  disowned ;  [frowiied| 
Yet  still  His  eye  watched  o'er  them,  still  He  8prBa4 
His  guardian  pinions  o'er  His  people's  head. 
Still  bore  them  on,  till,  in  triumphal  pride, 
Their  sacred  banner  waved  o'er  Jordan's  tide. 

And  He,  their  Priest,  their  Prophet,  and  their  Chief, 
Source  of  their  bliss,  and  solace  of  their  grief, 
Oh  must  not  He  through  Jordan's  refluent  wave 
Still  lead  the  host,  his  arm  so  oft  could  save  f 
Must  not  those  hands,  which,  heavenward  raised,  made 
Of  the  proud  hopes  of  stubborn  Amalek ;  [wreck 

Which  bowed  pale  Bashan's  thousands  in  the  figbt, 
And  crushed  the  aspiring  crest  of  Sihon's  might. 
Must  not  those  hands,  with  vengeance  not  their  own. 
Tear  haughty  Canaan  from  his  guilty  throne } 
No,  Meribah  forbids;  yet  Mercy's  prayer 
Smooths  tbe  dark  frown  which  Justice  seemed  to  weaiv 

From  Pisgah's  hallowed  height  the  Seer  surveys 
Scenes  yet  to  be,  and  deeds  of  future  days ; 
Sees,  unassailed,  the  firm  and  solid  wall 
Bow  to  the  clanging  war-trump's  sevenfold  call ; 
Views  federate  monarchs,  trembling  and  dismayed, 
Bend  to  the  conquering  might  of  Joshua's  blade; 
And  kindling  marks,  in  triumph's  happiest  hour, 
Jehovah's  banner  float  from  Salem's  towe^. 
But,  sift  diviner  far !  his  raptured  eyes 
See  the  true  Prophet,  the  M^siah  rise ; 
View  Heaven  revealed,  and,  as  from  scenes  too  brigl}! 
Retiring,  shrink  into  the  shades  of  ni^lit. 
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Wherep  boast  of  Israel,  is  thy  secret  tomb  *  I 
Pid  Elarth  receive  thee  to  her  parent  womb  ? 
pid  Seraphtrhands  prepare  the  viewless  pyre  ? 
Or  didst  thou  mount  unchanged  on  wings  of  fire  f 
For  many  a  -tear  o'er  thee  did  Israel  shed. 
And  mourned  thy  spirit,  as  thy  cold  corse,  dead ; 
$}or  causeless  mourned,  for  ne'er  their  thoughts  could 
To  deathless  life,  to  worlds  beyond  the  skies  s         [rise 
O  it  was  dark  with  them ;  to  their  weak  sight 
The  future  all  was  wrapt  in  deepest  night ; 
Or  trembling  Hope  the  distant  scene  displayed. 
Dim  as  the  room's  grey  dawn,  or  evening's  shade^ 
But  on  our  view,  bright  bearoing  from  afar. 
Breaks  the  blest  ray  of  Bethlehem's  Morning  Star, 
While,  purged  from  e^ery  film.  Faith's  angel  eye  . 
Block's  Time's  thin  veil,  and  scans  Eternity. 

For  Christ,  our  hoiier  Passover,  is  slain, 
lAmb  without  spot,  and  pure  from  every  stain. 
Pledge  of  that  love,  whose  might  resistless  broke 
^in's  fiercer  reign»  and  Satan's  heavier  yoke  ! 
And  He  is  present  still — He  still  shall  bless 
The  thorny  path  of  life's  rough  wilderness. 
He  still  bids  springs  of  living  waters  rise. 
And  heavenly  food,  with  ceaseless  care,  supplies. 
And  when  by  Death's  cold  stream  we  trembling  standi 
The  stream  which  bars  us  from  our  Promised  Land, 
His  voice  shall  calm  our  fears.  His  hand  shall  guide 
Our  fainting  footsteps  through  that  fiercer  tide, 
And  land  us  safely  on  our  Canaan's  shore. 
Where  Toil,  and  Tears,  and  Death  are  known  no  more« 

KATTHKW   BOLLSSTON. 
Umvenity  College* 

*  Dent,  xxxiv,  C,    "  BQt  no  man  knoiyeth  of  hia  tomb  to  this 
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DIALOGUE, 

rHOK  THE  FHOSVISSJB  OF   SCRIPIDSt* 


There  are  two  pesaages  of  die  Qreefc  Tragediana,  one  !n  this  Draiiia« 
and  another  on  tlw  very  same  inbject  in  the  'Mwrm  Ivi  OvCmc  of 
.£schylusi  which  have  always  struck  me  with  pecali&r  force  at 
the  most  lively  representations  of  reality*  afforded  by  the  ancient 
models.  The  idea  has  been  adopted  by  Sheridan,  in  the  popular 
Play  of  Piaarro,  and  received  the  applause  it  deserved,  Voar 
readers  will  immediately  recollect  the  scene  In  which  a  young 
boy^  uKHinted  on  a  tiee»  describes  to  his  blind  father  what  he 
fees  of  a  battles  supposed  to  take  place  at  some  distance  from  tha 
stage.  The  same  enect  is  also  produced  by  Homer,  in  the  beauti<* 
fill  scene  of  Priam  and  Helen,  on  the  walls  of  Troy.  This  was 
probably  the  original  which  both  iEschylns  and  Euripides  had  in 
Tiew.  I  have  endeavoured  in  the  following  lines  to  give  some 
image  of  the  design,  but  not  an  accurate  translation  of  the  words 
of  the  latter  poet  An  old  man,  the  preceptor  of  the  family  of 
CEdipus,  is  standing  on  a  platform  before  the  palace,  overlooking 
the  adjacent  fields,  and  the  encampment  of  the  allied  po\«erg, 
Antigone  descends  from  her  apartment  to  join  him,  and  a  Dia* 
logne  ensues  in  irregular  measure. 


AKTIOOKE. 

O  GUARDIAN  of  my  early  day? 

Stretch  forth  thine  aged  arm  to  be 
The  kind  supporter  of  my  way, 

And  guide  ray  trembliug  feet  to  thee ! 

OLD   MAK. 

Take,  Virgin,  take  this  faithful  arm,  'tis  thine. 

Behold,  fair  Maid,  a  scene  that  claims  thy  care  ; 
In  martial  pomp  arrayed  (a  threatening  line) 

felasgia's  warriors  stand  embattled  there, 
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AVTIOONS* 

Gods]  what  a  sight;  the  moYing  field 
Bea^s^  like  a  polished  brazien  shield  1 

Oh  not  in  vain  has  Polynices  dared 

jfnvade  his  natiTe  land.    He  comes  prepared* 

Ten  thousand  horsemen  on  his  march  attend, 

Ten  thousand  glittering  spears  surround  their  friends 

ANTiaOVB* 

What  beams  of  brass,  wliat  iron  gate, 
Can  save  ^mphion's  sacred  state  f 

OLD   XAK. 

pe  calm,  my  Child,  the  city  fears  no  wound, 
^  calm,  and  safely  view  th'  embattled  ground; 

ANTIGONE* 

Whose  snow-white  plume  is  waving  there. 
Far,  far,  the  foremost  of  the  field  ? 

Who  brandibhes  so  high  in  air 
The  blazing  terrors  of  his  shield  ? 

OLD   VAN* 

The  chief  from  fair  Mycenae  claims  his  race, 
(Of  Lerna's  woods  the  terror  and  the  grace, 
far  famed  Hippomedou* 

ANTIGONE, 

-Ah,  me ! 


}Vhat  darkn<fS9  in  bis  face  1 9ee  | 
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How  fierce  his  air !  His  form  how  vast ! 
Some  earth-born  giant  was  his  sire  ;' 

He  owes  his  birth  to  deepest  Night, 

Unlike  the  children  of  the  Light ; 
IVhom  Heaven  bestows  and  men  desire-— 
And  that  intolerable  fire 

Flames  from  his  eyes,  mankind  to  blast* 

OLD   MAV* 

On  Dirce's  springs,  my  daughter,  cast  thy  sight. 
Where  stands  another  chief  (and  buhtis  for  fight), 
Tydeus  the  strong,  in  whose  undauifted  breast 
Tb'  i^tolian  God  of  Battles  rules  confcst*  * 

Is  that  the  chief  so  near  allied 
To  ray  own  brother's  gcutle  bride  ; 
How  strange  his  arms  and  nodding  crest. 
How  rude  his  half-barbaric  vest ! 

But  who  is  that,  of  front  severe, 
IVho  takes  near  Zcthus'  tomb  his  stand  I 

Loose  o'er  his  shoulderb  flows  his  hair. 
And  numerous  is  his  well  armed  band. 

OLD    MAN. 

Thine  eyes,  fair  Maid,  Parthcnnpoeus  see, 
The  huntress  Atalanta's  progeny. 

ANTfGON£. 

But  where,  oh  where,  my  friend,  is  he, 
By  Zethus'  tomb,  or  Dirce's  shore, 

Whom,  at  the  self-same  hour  with  me 
(Unhappy  hour)  my  Mother  boref 
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Say,  may  I  trust  my  wandering  eyes  ? 

Far  otf,  on  Dirce's  willowed  coast, 
I  see  him,  faintly  shadow*d  rise. 

The  dim  resembiance  of  a  ghost-^ 
I  know  faim  by  bis  royal  mien. 

His  manly  form,  his  eagle-sight'*- 
Ah  !  altered  have  the  moments  been. 
Since  last  that  manly  form  was  seen 
On  Dirce's  smooth  and  level  green  ! 

Since  last  that  keen  eye's  wakeful  light 
Repaid  a  sister's  fond  caress, 
\^ith  all  a  brother's  tenderness. 

EMMBLCBS* 
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EPITAPH 

ox   MISS  ELLIOT, 
BY   TUB    LATB   ARTHUR   MVUPHT,   BIQ, 

Of  matchless  form,  adorn'd  with  wit  refin'^ 
A  feeling  heart,  and  an  cnlighten'd  mind ; 
Of  softest  manners,  Beauty's  rarest  bloom; 
Here  Elliot  lies,  and  moulders  in  her  tomb.* 
O,  blest  with  genius !  early  snatch'd  away  I 
The  Muse,  that  joyful  mark'd  thy  opening  ntff 
Now,  sad  reverse !  attends  thy  mournful  bier. 
And  o'er  thy  relics  sheds  the  gushing  tear ! 
Here  Fancy  oft  the  hallow'd  mould  shall  tremd^ 
Recall  thee  living,  and  lament  thee  dead  ; 
Here  Friendship  oft  shall  sigh  till  life  be  o'er. 
And  Death  shaH  brd  thy  image  charm  no  more. 
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THE  NEGRO'S  PRAYEK; 


BT   MR.  THELWALL. 


O  spiftiT !  that  rid*st  in  the  whirlwind  and  stontt^ 

Whose  voice  in  the  thunder  is  fear'd, — 
If  ever  from  man,  the  poor  indigent  worm. 

The  prayer  of  affliction  was  heard,— 
If  black  man,  as  white,  is  the  work  of  thy  hand— » 
(And  who  could  create  him  but  Thee  ?) 
Ah  give  thy  command,— 
I^t  it  spread  thro*  each  land^ 
That  Afric's  sad  sons  shall  be  free  !-- 

If,  erst,  when  the  man-stealer's  treacherous  gmltf 

Entrap'd  roe,  all  thoughtless  of  wrong,---  . 
Fro^i  my  Ntcou's  dear  love,  from  the  infantine  smile 

Of  my  Aboo,  to  drag  me  along  ;— ^ 
If  then,  the  wild  anguish  that  pierced  thro'  my  heartf 
Was  seen  in  its  horrors  by  thee, 
O  ease  my  long  smart. 
And  thy  sanction  impart. 
That  Afric,  at  last,  may  be  free !— 
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If  while  in  tlie  Slave  Ship,  with  many  a  poBn^ 

I  wept  o'er  my  sufferings  in  vain ; 
While  hundreds  around  me,  reply'd  to  my  moani 

And  the  clanking  of  many  a  chain  ;— 
If  then,  thou  but  deign'dst,  with  a  pitying  eye. 
Thy  poor  shackled  creature  to  see ; 
O  thy  mercy  apply 
Afric's  sorrows  to  dry, 
And  bid  the  poor  Negro  be  free ! 

• 
If  here^  as 'I  faint  in  the  vertical  sun, 

And  the  scourge- goads  me  on  to  my  toil,— * 
No  hope  faintly  soothing,  when  labour  is  done, 

Of  one  joy  my  lorn  heart  to  beguile ; — 
If  thou  view'st  me,  Great  Spirit!  as  one  thou  hast  made^ 
And  my. fate  as  dependant  on  thee;— • 
O  impart  thou  thy  aid, 
That  the  scourge  may  be  stayed, 
And  the  Black  Man,  at  last,  may  be  free. 

Thus  pray'd  the  poor  Negro ;  with  many  a  groan. 

Whole  nations  re-echo'd  the  prayer ; — 
Heaven  bent  down  its  ear, — and  the  fiat  is  known^ 

Which  Britain,  iu  thunder  shall  bear. — 
Yes  hear  it,  ye  Isles  of  the  Westering  deep  1 
The  Lords  of  the  Ocean  maintain. 
No  traffic  of  blood 
Shall  pollute  the  green  flood. 
And  freedom,  for  Afric  shall  reign. 
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TO 


Oh  !  smile  hot,  Lady,  smile  not  sa^ 
Disguise  the  accents  of  tfiy  tongde ; 

That  smile,  that  voice,  but  aid  my  woet 
And  break  a  heart  most  deeply  wrung! 

For  thus,  in  days  for  ever  flown. 
That  magic  smile,  that  syren  voice, 

Beguil'd  this  heart,  to  sorrow  prone. 
And  bade  it  tremblingly  rejoice. 

Still  on  that  soft  enchanting  tone. 

With  joy  extatic  I  could  dwell, 
Still  think  that  smile  was  mine  alone, 

And  Fancy's  dreams  might  aid  the  spell  1 

Alas !  in  vain,  too  late,  I  see, 
What  cruel  chains  this  heart  enthrall : 

Those  smiles  exist,  but  not  for  me  ; 
Oh  !  not  for  me  those  accents  falL 

Then  smile  not,  Lady !  smile  not  so. 

Be  silent,  but  for  pity's  sake ; 
That  smile  would  aggravate  my  woe. 

That  voice  my  tortur'd  heart  would  break ! 

B.   B.  W^ 
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I'HE  DYING  NEGRO, 

A  POEM. 

tt  THE  I«AT£  THOMAS  DAT  AND  JOHK  BICKITELL  ^, 

fiSQUIRBS. 


ADyBRTXSBilBllT. 

'the  following  Poem  was  occasioned  by  a  fact  Which  hacl  tecentljr 
happened  at  the  time  of  its  first  pubucatton,  in  1773.  A  negro* 
belonging  to  the  Captun  of  a  West  Indiaman,  having  agjcod  to 
marry  a  white  woman^  his  feUow-aertant^  in  order  to  eSect  hb 
purpose*  had  left  his  master's  house,  and  procured  himself  Iq 
be  baptised ;  but  being  detected  and  taken,  he  was  sent  on 
board  the  Captain*s  vessel,  then  lying  in  the  river ;  where,  find- 
ing no  chance  of  escaping,  and  preferring  death  to  another  vov- 
age  to  America,  he  took  an  opportunity  of  stabbing  himself. 
Ai  soon  as  his  determination  is  fixed,  he  is  tapposed  to  write  ihia 
epistle  io  his  Intended  wife. 


Arm^o  with  tliy  sad  last  gift — the  ^ower  to  die. 
Thy  shafts,  stern  Fortune,  now  1  can  defy ; 
Thy  dreadful  mercy  points  at  length  the  shore, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  men  enslave  no  more ; 
This  weapon,  even  in  chains,  the  brave  can  wield| 
And  vanquishM  quit  triumphantly  the  field : 
Beneath  such  wrongs  let  pallid  Christians  live. 
Such  they  can  perpetrate,  and  may  forgive. 
''  Yet  white  I  tread  that  gulph's  tremendous  brink, 
**  Where  nature  shuddersi  and  where  beings  sink, 

*  Thm  Unea  tharked  by  inverted  commw  were  written  by  Mti 
Day. 
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Ere  yet  tbis  hand  a  life  of  sorrow  close, 
Aiul  end  by  one  determinM  stroke  ray  woes, 
^'  Is  there ^a  fond  regret,  which  movq^  my  inind 
'^  To  pause,  and  cast  a  lingering  look  behind  ? 
— O  my  lov'd  bride ! — for  I  have  call'd  thee  minei 
9carer  than  life,  whom  I  with  life  resign, 
•*  For  thee  even  here  this  faithful  heart  shall  gloW| 
''  A  pang  shall  rend  me,  and  a  tear  shall  flow,— - 
How  shall  I  soothe  tby  grief,  since  *fate  denies 
Thy  pious  duties  to  my  closing  eyes  ? 
*'  I  cannot  clasp  thee  in  a  last  embrace, 
''  Nor  gaze  in  silent  anguish  on  thy  face ; 
*^  I  cannot  raise  these  fettered  arms  for  tbee, 
*'  To  ask  that  mercy  heaven  denies  to  me  ; 
Yet  let  thy  tender  breast  my  sorrows  share, 
Bleed  for  my  wounds,  and  feel  my  deep  despair* 
Vet  let  thy  tears  bedew  a  wretch's  grave, 
Whom  Fate  forbade  thy  tenderness  to  save* 
Receive  these  sighs,  to  thee  my  soul  I  breathe, 
Fond  love  in  dying  groans  is  all  I  can  bequeathe* 

Why  did  I,  slave,  beyond  my  lot  aspire  \ 
Why  didst  thou  fan  the  inauspicious  fire? 
For  thee  I  bade  my  drooping  soul  revive; 
For  thee  alone  I  could  have  borne  t^  live; 
And  love,  I  said,  shall  make  me  large  amends, 
For  persecuting  foes,  and  faithless  friends : 
Fool  that  I  was  !  enur*d  so  long  to  pain, 
To  trust  to  hope,  or  dream  of  joy  again. 
Joy,  stranger  guest,  my  easy  faith  betrayed, 
And  Love  now  points  to  death's  eternal  shade  ; 
There,  while  I  rest  from  misery's  galling  load. 
Re  thou  the  care  of  every  pitying  god  ; 
Nor  may  that  demon's  unpropitious  power. 
Who  shed  bis  influence  on  my  natal  hour. 


fursUe  thee  too  with  unrelenting  Iiate^ 
And  blend  with  mine  die  colour  of  thy  fate* 
For  thee  may  those  soft  hours  return  again. 
When  pleasure  led  thee  smiling  o'er  the  plain : 
Ere,  like  some  hell-born  spectre  of  dismay, 
I  cross'd  thy  path,  and  darkened  all  the  wilv. 
Ye  waving  groves,  which  from  this  cell  I  view ! 
Ye  meads,  now  glittering  with  the  morning  dew  ! 
Ye  flowers,  which  blush  on  yonder  hated  %ore, 
That  at  my  baneful  step  shall  fade  no  more, 
A  long  farewell ! — I  ask  no  vernal  bloom — 
No  pageant  wreaths  to  wither  on  my  tomb. 
— Let  serpents  hiss,  and  night-^hadc  blacken  ther^^ 
To  mark  the  friendless  victim  of  despair  ! 
And  better  in  th'  untimely  grave  to  rot, 
The  world  and  all  its  cruelties  forgot, 
Than,  dragg'd  once  more  beyond  the  western  mdni 
To  groan  beneath  some  dastard  planter's  chain. 
Where  my  poor  countrymen  in  bondage  wait 
The  slow  enfranchisement  of  lingering  fate. 
Oh  !  my  heart  sinks,  my  dying  eyes  o'erflow, 
When  Memory  paints  the  picture  of  their  woe  I 
For  I  have  seen  them,  ere  the  dawn  of  day, 
Rous'd  by  the  lash,  begin  their  cheerless  way; 
Greeting  with  groans  unwelcome  morn's  return, 
While  rage  and  shame  their  gloomy  bosoms  burn  ; 
And,  chiding  every  hour  the  slow-pac'd  sun, 
Endure  their  toils  till  all  his  race  was  run  ; 
**  No  eye  to  mark  their  sufferings  with  a  tear, 
**  No  friend  to  comfort,  and  no  hope  to  cheer  ; 
Then  like  the  dull  unpitied  brutes  repair 
To  stalls  as  wretched,  and  as  coarse  a  fare ; 
Thank  heaven,  one  day  of  misery  was  o'er, 
And  sink  to  sleep,  and  wish' to  wake  no  more««H 
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Sleep  on  !  ye  lost  companions  of  my  woea^ 
For  whom  m  death  this  tear  of  pity  flows  ^ 
Sleep,  and  enjoy  the  only  boon  of  heaveoy 
To  you  In  common  with  your  tyrants  given  ! 
O  while  soft  slumber  from  their  couches  flies. 
Still  may  the  balmy  blessing  steep  your  eyes  ; 
In  sweet  oblivion  lull  awhile  your  woes. 
And  brightest  visions  gladden  the  repose  ! 
Let  fancy,  then,  unconscious  of  the  change, 
Thro'  our  own  fields  and  native  forests  range  ; 
Waft  ye  to  each  once-haunted  stream  and  grove. 
And  visit  every  long-lost  scene  ye  love  ! 
^^l  sleep  no  more — nor  in  the  midnight  shade 
Invoke  ideal  phantoms  to  my  aid  ; 
Nor  wake  again  abaudon'd  and  forlorn. 
To  find  each  dear  delusion  fled  at  morn  ; 
A  slow  consuming  death  let  others  wait, 
I  snatch  destruction  from  unwilling  fate  :— 
Yon  ruddy  streaks  the  rising  sun  proclaim, 
That  never  more  shall  beam  upon  my  shame  ^ 
Bright  orb !  for  others  let  thy  glory  shine. 
Mature  the  golden  grain  and  purple  vine, 
While  fetter'd  Afrie  still  for  Europe  toils. 
And  Nature's  plunderers  riot  on  her  spoils  ^ 
Be  theirs  the  eifts  thy  partial  rays  supply, 
Be  mine  the  gloomy  privilege  to  die. 

And  thou,  whose  impious  avarice  and  pride 
The  holy  cross  to  my  sad  brows  denied. 
Forbade  me  Nature's  common  rights  to  claim. 
Or  share  with  thee  a  christian's  sacred  name  j 
Thou  too,  farewell  I  for  not  beyond  the  grave 
Extends  thy  power,  nor  is  my  dust  thy  slave. 
In  vain  heaven  spread  so  wide  the  swelling  sea,. 
Vast  wnter^  barrier,  'twixt  thy  world  and  me,; 
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Swift  ronntf  the  globe,  by  earth  nor  heaven  controIlM, 

Fly  stem  oppression,  and  dire  lust  of  gold. 

Where'er  the  hell-hoands  mark  their  bloody  ^vay, 

Still  Nature  groans,  and  man  becomes  their  prey. 

Id  the  wild  wastes  of  Afric's  sandy  plain, 

Where  roars  the  lion  thro'  his  drear  domain. 

To  curb  the  savage  monarch  of  the  chace. 

There  too  heaven  planted  man's  majestic  race ; 

Bade  reason's  sons  with  nobler  titles  rise. 

Lift  high  their  brow  sublime,  and  scan  the  skies. 

What  thb*  the  sun  in  his  meridian  blaze, 

D^rt  on  their  naked  limbs  his  scorchiug  rays ; 

What  tho'  no  rosy  tints  adofn  their  fece. 

No  silken  tresses  shine  with  flowing  grace ; 

Yet  of  ethereal  temper  are  their  souls. 

And  in  their  veins  the  tide  of  honour  rolls ; 

And  valour  kindles  there  the  hero's  flame, 

Contempt  of  death,  and  thirst  of  martial  fame; 

And  pity  melts  the  sympathising  breast, 

Ah  !  fatal  virtue !  for  the  bn^ve  distrest. 

**  My  tortur'd  bosom,  sad  remembrance  spare!     <% 
**  Why  dost  thou  plant  thy  keenest  diners  there  ?     > 
**  And  shew  me  what  I  w|is,  and  aggravate  despair  ?   3 
**  Ye  streams  of  Gambia,  and  thou  sacred  shade ! 
"  Where  in  my  youth's  first  dawn  I  joy^l  stra/d, 
^  Oft  have  I  rous'd,  amid  your  caverns  dim, 
**  The  howling  tyger,  and  the  lion  grim  ; 
**  In  vain  they  gloried  in  their  headlong  force, 
**  My  javelin  pierc'd  them  in  their  raging  course. 
**  But  little  did  my  boding  mind  bewray, 
**  Tjie  viptor  and  his  hopes  were  doom'd  a  prey 
**  To  human  brutes  more  fell,  more  cruel  far  than 

"  they. 
**  Ah  !  what  avails  the  conqueror^s  bloody  meed, 
**  The  generous  purpose,  or  the  dauntless  deed  { 


^'  This  hapless  breaat  exposM  on  every  p|aiii| 

**  And  liberty  preferred  to  life  Jii  vain  ? 
**  Fallen  are  my  trophieS|  blasted  is  my  fame, 
**  Myself  become  a  thing  without  a  name, 
"  The  sport  of  haughty  Tords,  and  even  of  slaves  the 
"  shame. 

**  Curst  be  the  winds,  and  curst  the  tides  ivhich  bofo 
"  These  European  robbers  to  our  shore ! 
"  O  be  that  hour  involved  in  endless  night, 
**  When  first  thei|r  streamers  met  my  wondering  sight ! 
**  I  calVd  the  warriors  from  the  mountain's  st^ep^ 
"  To  meet  these  unknown  terrors  of  the  deep  r 
U  Rous'd'by  my  voice,  their  generous  boson^sglow,  ^, 
**  They  rush  indignant,  and  demand  the  foe,  f 

And  poise  the  darts  of  death,  and  twang  the  bended  T 
"  bow :  3 

When  lo  !  advancing  o'er  the  sea-beat  plain, 
I  mark'd  the  leader  of  a  warlike  train : 
**  Unlike  his  features  to  our  swarthy  race^ 
^*  And  golden  hair  play'd  round  his  ruddy  faqe. 
^'  While  with  insidious  smile,  and  lifted  hand| 
He  thus  accosts  our  unsuspecting  band  : 
Ye  valiant  chiefs,  whom  love  of  glory  leads 
To  martial  combats,  and  heroic  deeds  ; 
No  fierce  invader  your  retreat  explores, 
Ko  hostile  banner  waves  along  your  shores. 
From  the  dread  tempests  of  the  deep  we  %, 
Then  lay,  ye  chiefs,  these  pointed  terrors  by ; 
And  O,  your  hospitable  cares  extend, 
So  may  ye  never  need  the  aid  ye  lend  ! 
So  may  ye  still  repeat  to  every  grove 
The  songs  of  freedom,  and  the  strains  of  }ove  I' 
*'  Sott  as  the  accents  of  the  traitor  flow, 
^^  We  melt  with  pity,  and  unbend  the  bow^ 
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**  With  liberal  hand  our  choicest. gifis  we  bring', 
^  And  point  the  wanderers  to  the  freshest  spring* 
**  Nine  days  we  feasted  on  the  Gambian  strahd, 
**  And  sbngs  of  friendship  echoed  o'er  the  land  *• 
"  When  the  tenth  morn  her  rising  lustre  gave, 
•*  The  chief  approachM  me  by  the  sounding  wave. 
O,  youth,'  he  said,  *  what  gifts  can  we  bestow;'  ' 
Or  now  requite  the  mighty  debt  we  owe  ? 
For  lo  !'  propitious  to  our  vows,  the  gale 
With  milder  omens  fills  the  swelling  sail. 
To-morrow's  sun  shall  see  our  ships  explore 
These  deeps,  and  quit  your  hospitable  shore. 
Yet  while  we  linger,  let  us  still  employ 
The  numbered  hours  in  friendship  and  in  joy; 
Ascend  our  ships,  their  treasures  arc  your  own^ 
And  taste  the  produce  of  a  world  unknown.! 
He  spoke  ;  with  fatal  eagerness  we  bum,^ 
♦♦  And  quit  the  shores,  undestin'd  to  return  !' 
*^  The  smiling  traitors  with  insidious  care 
**  The  goblet  proffbr,  and'  the  feast  prepare, 
**  Till  dark  oblivion  shades  our  closing  eyes, 
**  And  all  disarmed  each  fainting  warrior  lies.    ' 
**  O  wretches !  to  your  futirre  evils  blind  ! 
•*  O  morn  for  ever  present  to  my  mind ! 
*^  When,  bursting  from  the  treacherous  bands  of  sleep, 
<'  Rous'd  by  the  murmurs  of  the  dashing  deep, 

*  "  Which  way  soever  I  tarned  my  eyes  on  tbis  spot,  I  beheld 
a  jierfect  ioiaga  of  pare  fiatuxe.  an  agreeable  solitode,  bonaded  tin 
every  aide  by  charmiug  Uiidscape« ;  the  rural  aitaatiou  oi'  cottages 
in  the  midst  of  trees;  the  ease  and  indolence  of  the  negroes*  re> 
cUned  under  the  shade  of  their  spreading  foliage ;  the  simplicilrf  • 
of  their  dress  and  manners ;  the  whole  revived  in  my  uiind  the 
idea  of  our  tot  patents*  and  X  seemed  to  contemplate  ihe  world  in 
its  primitive  state.  Th'iy  are*  generally  speaking,  very  good-na- 
tured, sociable^and  obliging.*' — H»  Adatuon*5  Votfagc  to  Senegali  jc. 
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* 

**  I  woke  to  bondage  and  ignoble  pains, 

**  And  all  the  horron  of  a  life  in  chains  *• 

**  Ye  gods  of  Afhc  1  in  that  dreadful  hour 

''  Where  were  your  thunders  and  avenging  power! 

**  Did  not  ro  V  prayers,  my  groans,  my  tears  invoke 

**  Your  slumbering  justice  to  direct  the  stroke? 

**  No  power  descended  to  assist  the  brave, 

^  No  fightningiB  flash'd*  and  I  became  a  slave* 

From  lord  tp  lord  my  wretched  carcase  sold. 

In  Christian  traffic,  for  their  sordid  gold : 

Fate's  blackest  clouds  were  ggther'd  o*er  |ny  head; 

And,  bursting  now,  they  mix  me  with  the  dead. 

*^  Yet  when  my  fortune  cast  my  lot  with  thine, 
<*  And  bade  beneath  one  roof  our  labours  join, 
**  Surprised  I  felt  the  tumults  of  my  breast 
*^  Lull'd  by  thy  beauties  to  unwonted  rest, 
**  Delurijve  hopes  my  changing  soul  inflame, 
**  And  gentler  transports  agitate  my  frame. 
"What  tho'  obscure  thy  birth,  superior  grace 
Shone  in  the  glowing  features  of  thy  /ace. 

*  f  Ab  we  passed  along  the  ocMist,  wt  ifry  often  by  before  a 
town,  and  fired  a  gun  for  the  natives  to  cpme  qffy  bat  no  soul  came 
near  as.  At  length  we  learned  by  some  ships  that  were  trading 
down  the  coastf  i^iat  the  natives  seldom  came  on  board  an  English 
shipf  for  fear  oif  being  detained  or  carried  off;  yet  at  last  some  ven- 
tured on  board ;  hot  if  the^e  chanced  to  spy  any  axms,  they  would 
all  immediately  take  to  their  c«noes»  and  make  the  best  of  their  way 
honie.*'-^Smat&*|  Yo^t  t«  CftMlKO. 

*'  It  u  well  known  that  many  of  the  Euiope&n  nations  bave^ 
▼ery  unjustly  and  inhumanly,  witliout  any  provocation,  stoleo 
away,  from  time  to  time,  abundance  of  the  people,  not  only  on 
thia  coast,  but  almost  every  where  in  Guinea,  who  have  come  on 
board  their  ship  iu  a  harmless  and  confiding  manner ;  these  they 
have  in  great  numbers  carried  away,  and  sold  in  the  plantaliww»'W 
J.  JBorM's  i>acr^tton  ^' Guinea. 


Ne^er  had  jny  youth  kuch  winning  softness  seen. 

Where  Afric's  sable  beauties  dance  the  green. 

When  some  sweet  maid  receives  her  lover's  vow. 

And  binds  the  offer'd  chaplet  to  her  brow. 

**  While  on  thy  languid  eyes. I  fondly  gaze, 

^  And  trembling  meet  the  lustre  of  their  rays, 

**  Thou,  gentle  virgin,  thou  didst  not  despise 

**  The  humble  homage  of  a  captive's  sighs. 

^  By  heaven  abandon'd,  and  by  man  betray'd, 

^  Each  hope  resigned  of  comfort  or  of  aid, 

^'  Thy  generous  luve  could  every  sorrow  end, 

**  In  thee  I  found  a  mistress  and  a  friend ; 

**  Still  as  I  told  the  story  of  my  woes, 

**  With  heaving  sighs  thy  lovely  bosom  rose  ; 

**  The  trickling  drops  of  liqpid  crystal  stole 

**  DowQ  thy  fair  cheek,  and  mark  d  thy  pitying  soul : 

^  Dear  drops !  upon  my  bleeding  heart,  like  balm 

"  They  fell,  and  soon  my  tortur'd  mind  grew  calm ; 

Then  my  lov'd  countiy,  parents,  friends  forgot. 

Heaven  I  absolved,  nor  murmur'd  at  my  lot; 

**  Thy  sacred  smiles  could  every  pang  remove, 

^*  And  liberty  became  less  dear  than  love*, 

-r^  And  I  have  lov'd  thee  with  as  pure  a  fire, 
^  As  man  e'er  felt,  or  woman  could  inspire : 
**  No  pangs  like  these  my  pallid  tyrants  know, 
'*  Not  such  their  transports,  and  not  such  their  woe» 
^^  Their  softer  frames  a  feeble  soul  conceal, 
**  A  soul  unus'd  to  pity  or  to.  feel ; 
^*  Pamp'd  by  base  lupre,  and  repell'd  by  fear, 
^  Elach  nobler  passion  faiptly  blazes  here. 
''  Not  such  the  mortals  burning  Afric  breeds, 
^^  Mother  of  virtues  and  heroic  deeds ! 
**  Descended  from  yon  radiant  orb,  they  claim 
**  Suborner  coungoy  and j^  fiercer  Qame« 
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*^  Nature  hftfthel'ey  wichillM  liy  arf ,  impreit 
''  Her  awful  majesty  on  every  breast 
**  Where'er  she  leads,  impatient  of  coirtrcmly 
**  The  dauntless  Negro  rashes  tu  the  goal; 
**  Firm  in  his  love^  resistless  in  his  hate^    '•  • 
**  His  arm  is  conquest >  and  his  frown  is  fate* 

**  What  fond  aff(^tion  in  my  bosom  reigns  I 
**  What  soft  emotions  mingle  with  my  pains ! 
*^  Still  a&  thy  form  before  my  mind  appears, 
^*  My  haggard  63^6  are  bathed  in  gushing  tears; 
«*  Thy  lov'd  idea  rushes  to  my  heart, 
**  And  stem  Despair  suspends  the  lifted  dart;««« 
*^  O  could  I  burst  these  fetters,  which  restrain 
**  My  struggling  limbs,  and  waft  thee  o'er  the  main 
*^  To  some  jfar  distant  land,  where  Ocean  roars 
**  in  horrid  tempests  round  the  gloomy  shores ; 
^  To  som^  wild  mountain's  solitary  shade, 
**  Where  never  European  faith  betray'd ; 
**  How  joyful  could  1,  of  thy  love  secure, 
**  Meet  every  danger,  every. toil  endure. 
*^  For  thee  I'd  climb  the  rock,  explore  the  flood, 
**  And  tame  the  famish'd  savage  of  the  wood. 
M  When  scorching  summer  drinks  the  shrinking  streams, 
**  My  care  should  screen  thee  from  his  sultry  beams; 
"At  noon  I'd  crown  thee  with  the  fairest  flowers, 
"At  eve  I'd  lead  thee  to  the  safest  bowers ; 
"  And  when  bleak  %vinter  howl'd  around  the  cave, 
"  For  thee  his  horrors  and  his  storms  I'd  brave  ; 
"  Nor  sndws  nor  raging  winds  should  damp  my  soul, 
"  Nor  such  a  night  as  shrouds  the  dusky  pole  : 
**  O'er  the  dark  waves  my  bouuding  skiff  I'd  guide, 
*'  To  pierce  eacii  mightier  monster  of  the  tide ; 
"  Thro',  fro  Ken  forests  force  my  dreary  way, 
*^  In  their  own  den»  to  rousetbe  beasts  oi  prey  ; 
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**  Nor  other  blessing  ask,  if  this  might  proTe 
^'  HoV  fix'd  my  passion,  and  how  fond  my  love, 
**  —Then  should  vain  fortune  to  my  sight  display 
*^  All  that  her  anger  now  has  snatcad  away  ; 
^'  Treasures  more  vast  th^n  Avarice  e'er  designed 
*'  In  midnight  visions  to  a  Christian's  mind; 
**  The  Monarch's  diadem,  tlie  Conqueror's  meed, 
'^  That  empty  prize  for  which  the  valiant  bleed  ; 
^'  All  that  Ambition  strives  to  snatch  from  fate, 
^*  Ail  that  the  Gods  e^er  lavished  in  their  hate ; 
^*  Not  these  should  win  thy  lover irom  thy  arms, 
*^  Or  tempt  a  moment's  absence  from  thy  charms;. 
**  Indignant  would  I  %  these  guilty  climes, 
*'  And  scorn  their  glories  as  I  hate  their  crimes ! 

But  whither  does  my  wandering  fancy  rove  ? 
Hence  ye  wild  wishes  of  despouding  love  ! 
Ah !  where  is  now  that  voice  which  luli'd  my  woes  ; 
That  Angel  face,  which  sooth'd  me  to  repose  ? 
By  Nature  tempted*  and  with  passion  blind, 
Are  these  the  joys  Hope  whisper'd  to  my  mind  I 
Js  this  the  end  of  constancy  like  thine  ? 
Are  these  the  transports  of  a  love  like  mine  I 
My  hopes,  my  joys,  are  vanish'd  into  air. 
And  now  of  all  that  once  engag'd  my  care. 
These  chaii^s  alone  remain,  this  weapon  and  despair 

— So  be  thy  life's  gay  prospects  all  o'ercast. 
All  thy  fond  hopes  dire  disappointment  blast ! 
Thus  end  thy  golden  visions,  son  of  pride  1 
Whose  ruthless  ruffians  tore  me  from  my  bride ;  ' 
That  beauteous  prize  Heaven  had  reserv*d  at  lasty 
Sweet  recompence  for  all  my  sorrows  past. 
O  may  thy  harden 'd  bocom  never  prove 
f  he  tender  joys  of  friendship  or  of  love  I 
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Yet  may*st  ibou,  doomM  to  hopeless  flames  a  prey, 

In  unrequited  passion  pine  away  ! 

May  every  transport  violate  thy  rest, 

Which  tears  the  jealous  lover's  gloomy  breast ! 

May  secret  anguish  gnaw  thy  cruel  heart, 

Till  death  in  all  his  terrors  wing  the  dart; 

Then,  to  complete  the  horror  of  thy  doom, 

A  favuui'd  rival  smile  upon  thy  tomb ! 

Why  does  my  lingering  soul  her  flight  delay  f 
Come,  lovely  maid,  and  gild  the  dreary  way! 
*^  Come,  wildly  rushing  with  disordered  charms, 
**  And  clasp  thy  bleeding  lover  in  thy  arms ; 
**  Close  his  sad  eyes,  receive  his  parting  breath, 
**  And  soothe  him  sinking  to  the  shades  of  death ! 
"  O  come— thy  presence  can  my  pangs  beguile, 
**  And  bid  th'  inexorable  tyrant  smile  ; 
**  Transported  will  I  languish  on  thy  breast, 
••  And  sink  enraptur'd  to  eternal  rest : 
**  The  hate  of  men,  the  wrongs  of  fate  forgive, 
**  Forget  my  woes,  and  almost  wish  to  live. 
**  Ah  !  rather  fly,  lest  aught  of  doubt  controul 
**  The  dreadful  purpose  labouring  in  my  soul ; 
**  Tears  must  not  bend  me,  nor  thy  beauties  move, 
"This  hour  I  triumph  over  fate  and  love. 

'Again  with  tenfold  rage  my  bosom  burns. 
And  all  the  tempest  of  ray  soul  returns  ; 
Again  the  furies  Are  my  madding  brain, 
And  death  extends  his  sheltering  arms  in  vain  } 
For  unreveng'd  I  fall,  unpitied  die. 
And  with  my  blood  glut  Pride's  insatiate  eye. 

*^  Thou  Chribtian  God  I  to  whom  so  late  I  bowM, 
**  To  whom  my  sotil  its  new  allegiance  vow'd, 
"  When  crimes  like  these  thy  injur'd  power  prophane, 
^  O  God  of  Nature !  art  thou  caU'd  in  vain  ? 
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**  Didst  thou  for  this  sustain  a  mortal  wounds 

**  While  Heaven^  and  £arthy  and  Hell,  huog  trembling 

•*  round  ? 
**  That  these  vile  fetters  might  my  body  biod^ 
**  And  agony  like  this  distract  my  mind? 
^*  On  thee  I  call'd  with  reverential  awe, 
**  Ador'd  thy  wisdom,  and  embraced  thy  law  ; 
**  Yet  mark  thy  destin'd  convert  as  he  ficsy 
**  His  groans  of  anguish,  and  his  livid  eyes, 
**  These  galling  chains,  polluted  with  his  blood, 
**  Then  bid  his  tongue  proclaim  thee  just  and  good  I 
^*  But  if  too  weak  thy  vaunted  power  to  spare, 
**  Or  sufferings  move  thee  not,  O  hear  despair  ! 
**  Thy  hopes  and  blessings  1  alike  resign, 
*^  But  let  revenge,  let  swift  revenge  be  mine  ! 
**  Be  this  proud  bark,  which  now  triumphant  rides^ 
**  Toss'd  by  the  winds,  and  shattered  by  the  tides ! 
*^  And  may  these  fiends,  who  now  exulting  view 
**  The  horrors  of  my  fortune,  feel  them  too ! 
"  Be  theirs  the  torment  of  a  lingering  fate, 
^  Slow  as  thy  justice,  dreadful  as  my  hate ; 
**  Condemned  to  grasp  the  riven  plank  in  vain, 
**  And  chac'd  by  all  the  nionsters  of  the  main ; 
<<  And  while  they  spread  their  sinking  arms  to  thee, 
**  Then  let  their  fainting  souls  remember  me ! 

— '^  Thanks,  righteous  God  ! — ^Revenge  shall  yet  b« 
*'  mine ; 
*'  Yon  flashing  lightning  gave  the  dreadful  sign, 
'M  see  the  flames  of  heavenly  anger  hurl'd, 
**  I  hear  your  thunders  shake  a  guilty  world* 
^  Hie  time  shall  come,  the  fated  hour  is  nigh, 
**  When  cuiltless  blood  shall  penetrate  the  sky. 
^'.Amid  these  horrors,  and  involving  night, 
^  Prophetic  visions  flash  before  my  sight ; 
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*'  Eternal  jusHcc  wakes,  and  in  tlieir  tutli 

**  The  vanquisVd  triumph,  and  tie  victors  motim  i— • 

Jjo !  Discord,  fiercest  of  the  infernal  band. 

Fires  all  her  snakes,  and  waves  her  flaming  brand ; 

No  more  proud  Commerce  courts  the  western  ga1c9| 

But  marks  the  lurid  skies,  and  furls  her  sails  ; 

War  moants  his  iron  car,  and  at  his  wheels 

In  vain  soft  Pity  weeps,  and  Mercy  kneels  ; 

He  breathes  a  savage  rage  thro'  all  the  host, 

And  stains  with  kindred  blood  the  impious  coast ; 

Then,  while  with  horror  sickening  Nature  groans, 

And  earth  and  heaven  the  monstrous  race  disownS| 

**  Then  the  stern  genius  of  my  native  land, 

**  With  delegated  vengeance  in  his  hand, 

*'  Shall  raging  cross  the  troubled  seas,  and  pout 

**  The  plagues  of  Hell  on  yon  devoted  shore. 

"  What  tides  of  ruin  mark  his  ruthless  way"! 

V  How  shriek  the  fiends  exulting  o'er  their  prey  ! 

**  I  see  their  warrioi's  gasping  on  the  ground,— 

"  I  hear  their  fiaming  cities  criash  around. — 

"  In  vain  with  trembling  heart  the  coward  turns, 

"  In  vain  with  generous  rage  the  valiant  burns. — • 

**  One  common  ruin,  one  promiscuous  grave, 

"  O'erwhelms  the  dastard,  and  receives  the  brave— 

"  For  Afric  triumphs ! — his  avenging  rage 

^'  No  tears  can  soften,  and  no  blood  assuage. 

*^  He  smites  the  trembling  waves,  and  at  the  shock 

*^  Their  fleets  are  dash'd  upon  the  pointed  rock. 

''  He  waves  his  flaming  dart,  and  o'er  their  plainSi 

"  In  mournful  silence.  Desolation  reigns — 

**  Fly  swift,  ye  years  ! — Arise,  thou  glorious  morn ! 

"  Thou  great  avenger  of  thy  race  be  bom  ! 

**  The  conqueror's  ^alm,  and  deathless  fttme  be  thtnet 

*'  One  generous  strokcj  and  liberty  be  mine  ! 


f*  —And  now,  ye  Powers,  to  whom  the  brave  are  dear^ 

**  Receive  me  falling,  and  your  suppliant  hear. 

**  To  you  this  unpolluted  blood  I  pour, 

**  To  you  that  spirit  which  ye  gave  restore  ! 

'*  I  ask  no  lazy  pleafiurcs  to  possess,  . 

**  No  long  eternity  of  happiness  ;-7- 

"  But  if,  unstainM  by  voluntary  guilt, 

**  At  your  great  call  this  being  I  have  spilt, 

**  For  all  the  wrongs  which  innocent  i  share^ 

"  For  all  Tv^  suflfef'd,  and  for  all  I  dare ; 

*'  O  lead  me  to  that  spot,  that  sacred  shore, 

'*  Where  souls  are  free,  and  men  -oppress  no  more  I 


EPITAPH 

Cy   MRS.    F.    LITTLE, 
Br  MISS  H.  MORE. 

Qh  !  could  this  verse  her  bright  example  apread^. 
And  teach  the  living  while  it  praisM  the  dead. 
Then,  reader,  should  it  speak  her  hope  divine^ 
Kot  to  record  her  faith,  but  strengthen  thine; 
Then  should  her  every  virtue  stand  confbss'd| 
Till  every  virtue  kindled  in  thy  breast; 
But  if  thou  slight  the  monitory  strain. 
And  she  has  liv'd  to  thee  at  least  in  vain  ( 
Yet  let  her  death  an  awful  lesson  give. 
The  dying  Christian  speaks  to  all  that  live; 
Enough  for  her  that  here  her  ashes  rest, 
Till  God's  Qwn  plaudit  shall  her  worth  attaslb^ 
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LINES 

Oil  tie  Late  Reo.  Henry  Moore,  of  Idskeard* 

BT   HI88   LUCT   AIKIK. 

Bard  of  the  golden  lyre !  that  pour'd'st  again 
Immortal  Drydeo's  more  majestic  strain ; 
Taught  by  the  Muse  to  roll  in  pomp  along 
The  moral  thunders  of  her  loftiest  song ; 
To  fire  the  soul  in  god-like  Virtue's  cause. 
And  wake  the  echoes  of  well-earned  applause ; 
To  raise,  for  ^  Zion's^  fate,  the  deep-drawn  sigh^ 
While  Horror  glares  in  Pit/s  dew-bright  eye ; 
Or  breathe  in  fainter  notes  thy  widowed  heart. 
With  hope,  with  joy,  with  love,  condemned  to  part) 
Like  a  sick  babe  that  weeps  itself  to  rest 
>0n  **  Resignation^  soft  maternal  breast ; 
Fix'd  on  thy  page  while  admiration  hung, 
And  rapturous  wonder  chain'd  the  faultering  tongue. 
What  struggling  passions  kindled  in  my  soul, 
The  glance  indignant  flashed,  or  gave  the  tear  to  rolt  i 
Was  this  the  man  to  pine  in  shad.es  away,- 
Uncheer'd  by  Fortune's  animating  ray  f 
To  totter  feebly  on,  oppressed  wi&  gloom, 
To  cold  .Obscurity's  unlettered  tomb! 
No,  Genius,  no !  it  breaks,  the  envious  cloud, 
Potent  no  more  thy  sacred  beams  to  shroud  ; 
Haste,  to  hb  lips  the  sparkling  goblet  raise. 
Rich  with  the  cordial  nectar-draught  of  praise  ; 
Fame,  bind  the  laurel  round  his  hoary  head. 
And  o'er  his  fading  form  thy  wings  of  elory  spitsad  ! 
But  hush,  the  warbled  notes  have  reach'd  his  ear, 
And  Rapture  sparklet  in  that  falling  tear ; 
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That  conscious  smile  exulting  Genius  fires. 
That  throbbing  breast  extatic  Hope  inspires. 
Now,  now,  shall  glow  the  bard's  declining  day, 
And  late,  like  summer-suns,  fade  gloriously  away ! 
In  vain :-— chill  Palsy  marks  his  destin'd  prize, 
AVinged  with  keen  ice  the  unerring  javelin  flies— 
The  blameless  Poet  sighs  his  parting  breath, 
And  sinks  and  slumbers  in  the  arms  of  Death ! 
O !  much  lamented !  on  thy  modest  bier 
Lone,  long,  shall  stream  the  sympathetic  tear  ; 
Justice  shall  snatch  the  tardy  trump  of  Fame, 
And  mourning  Muses  hymn  thy  favourite  name* 
But  hence,  terrestrial  thoughts  of  vain  renown ! 
Thine  are  the  glories  of  a  nobler  crown. 
Our  transient  monuments  shall  die  away, 
Frail  as  ourselves,  the  feeble  sons  of  clay : 
Thy  spirit  soars,  from  earthly  bondage  free. 
To  grasp  the  peerless  prise-f-^— £^entt(y« 
1803. 


EPIGRAMS, 

On  Garrick  and  Barry  in  the  Character  of  King  Lear. 

BT   MR.   KKKDAL,   OV   PBTBa  HOUSE,    CAMBAXOGK. 

The  town  has  found  out  different  ways 

To  praise  its  different  Lears  • 
To  Barry  it  gives  loud  huzzas, 

Tu  Garrick  only  tears. 

A  king  ?  Aye,  every  inch  a  king-* 

Such  Barry  doth  appear : 
But  Garrick^s  quite  another  thing ; 
He's  every  inch  King  Lear. 
YOL.  Vux.  B  b 
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TH£  RHEDECYNIAN  BARBfiRS- 


AN  ODE. 


In  the  ei&hteenth  century,  the  Author  of  the  fbtlowiiig  Parody 
(not  a  Christ  Chdrch  roan)  being  at  Orford,  saw,  at  a  distance; 
twelve  persons,  running  at  fall  speed  to  Ckrist  Church  cloisters^ 
which  thc^y  entered ;  curiosity  led  him  to  follow  them ;  when^ 
looking  through  an  opening  in  the  door  of  a  certain  comiookierf' 
ha  saw  twelve  pale  figures,  resembling  men;  they  were  all  em« 
ployed  about  a  youth  ;  and,  as  th^y  worked,  they  sung  the  foU 
lowing  song ;  when  they  had  finished,  they  put  up  their  imple^ 
ments,  and  each  taking  hh  own,  they  scoured  away,  six  to  Peekk« 
water^  and  six  to  the  great  qmadrangle. 


Now  the  sky  begins  to  clear. 
Haste  !  the  powder-bag  prepare ; 

Showefs  of  sweets,. a^nd  perfumes  dear^ 
Hustle  in  the  thicken'd  ah*. 

Blackened  ivory  is  the  comb, 

With  which  thy  dusky  locks  we  strain ; 
Working  raanya  louse's  doom, 

KaEBPER^s  woe,  and  Krawler's  bane. 

* 

See  the  frosted  texture  grow--* 
Tis  of  Mar'chalie  powder  made ; 

And  the  tail  that  plays  below„ 
Hangs  from  •»••  ♦♦♦♦'»  head. 
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VHiite  stitch'd  shoesy  ne'er  dipt  in  dirt| 

Scud  the  quadi-angle  along ; 
String  in  bow-knot  neatly  girt 

Keep  the  quarters  close  and  strong. 

Han^s  Tom  *,  with  unkempt  head, 
Charles  *  the  scout^  in  hurry  see. 

Join  the  beauteous  work  to  aid-* 
'Us  the  work  of  frippery  1 

Now  the  ruddy  sUn  is  set. 

Chairs  must  shiver — students  sing ; 
Cap  with  clattering  cap  shall  meet-«r< 

Bottles  crash,  and  glasses  ring  I 

Oently  spread  the  perfumed  fat ! 

Let  us  go,  and  let  us  By, 
Where  the  youths  expectant  wait, 

Us  t6  powder,  us  to  tie. 

As  the  graveird  path  we  tread. 

Wading  through  the  empuddled  squafe^ 
Parapiuie  of  oil  silk  spread, 

O'er  the  youthful  beaU's  drest  hair. 

Swift  Italia's  perfumes  throw ! 
Our^s  to  plaistef ,  ours  to  plat ; 

Spite  of  weather  he  shall  go- 
Gently  spread  the  perfum'd  fat. 

Hairs  that  once,  like  bristles  grim, 

Greasy  grew  into  his  neck, 
Soon«  shall  stretch  in  order  trim. 

O'er  the  dark  brown  of  his  cheek. 

•  Two  Persons  well  known  at  Christ  Chiirch» 

B  bS 
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» 

Low  theobduratc  ciirl  is  I«ld, 

By  our  irons  straiten'd  down  ; 
Dress  demands  the  finislli'd  h^ad, 

Soon  the  foretop  shall  be  done. 

Long  shall  Chris C'Cliuit:li  smile,  tvith  joy^ 

Such  a  bead  as  this  to  see; 
Long  her  strains  in  praise 'ciDploy<*« 

Strains  of  wit  and  repartee^  . 

JMilleilciir  covers  all  his  pate ! 

Trickling  streams  of  ja^'^nine  runJ  .        , 
Wave  the.pufF  in  silky  state ; 

Brothers  cease  ! — the  work  is  doue* 

Hail  the  task,  and  hail  the  hands^ 

Joy  and  triumph  to  our  shop  ; 
Joy  to  our  barbaric  hands; 

Triumph  o'er  each  blackguard  crop. 

Valet !  thou  that  ticst  a  tail, 

Learn  thy  business  from  our  song ! 

Christ-Church,  thro' each  cloister  pale, 
Spread  our  fame  and  credit  long  1 

Brothers,  hence  !  your  puffs  lay  down, 

Each  his  powder-bag  comprest; 
Many  a  student  in  the  town 

Waits  impatient  to  be  drcst.  p.  fi. 


MARTIAL,  EPIGRAM  XXXVI.  B.  X. 

OK   A   VIKK-«KRCHANT. 

The  vilest  of  compounds  while  Balderdash  rends, 
And  brews  his  dear  poison  for  all  his  good  friends, 
No  wonder  they  never  can  get  him  to  dine ; 
He's  afraid  they'd  ol^lige  'him  to  drink  his  own  wine. 


373 


LINES, 

Written  under  the  full  length  Shade  of  Edward  Gibbon^ 
Esq.  as  exhUfitedin  his  posthumous  Iffin^kSf  published  by 
Lord  Sheffield. 


Tuov  puny  statesman^  thou  historian  bold, 
Struck  from  i^ind  Nature's  most  fantastic  mould. 
Queerest  of  shades  \  bail  to  thy  wondrous  sight, 
Which  sure  the  shades  below  did  much  affright ; 
By  Sheffield's  pious  care,  with  noble  clay 
Thy  carcase  rots,  and  thou  review'st  the  day. 
Com'st  thou  to  shew  bow  much  it  does  avail, 
To  write  like  Tacitus,  and  read  like  Baylc ; 
To  float  in  faith  'twixt  Mecca,  Dort,  and  Rome; 
To  live  like  Horace,  and  to  die  like  Hume  ? 
Com'st  thou  to  see  if  Oxford's  blear  ey'd  dons 
Take  council  from  her  more  enlighten'd  sons? 
Admire  the  fruit,  who  could  not  rear  the  tree, 
And  her  dead  Socrates  behold  in  thee ; 
Give  thee  for  thy  bold  censures  bolder  praise, 
And  from  these  lineaments  thy  statue  raise? 
Whate'er  thine  errand,  welcome  from  the  Styx  ! 
Cease  now  thy  wanderings  ;  here  thy  station  fix  ; 
Thy  darling  quartos  from  the  worms  protect ; 
Enjoy  the  utmost  heaven  thou  didst  expect ; 
Feed  on  th'  ethereal  vapour  of  thy  fame, 
And  be,  what  thou  hast  toil'd  to  be,<-^a  Name  ! 

ACAOEMICUS. 
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A  FAREWELL  TO  ENGLAND. 

By  Mm  Shackkion^  Daugbter  of  the  teamed  Qtuikei^ 
Abraham  S^ha/^Meton  t^Ballitore,  in  Ireland,  the  veu" 
known  Tutor  to  the  celebrated  Mr.  Burke* 


To  Britain's  isle  a  long  fareirell ! 
Where  plenty  smiles  and  pleastires  dwell  | 
Earewell,  ye  woods,  all  waving  wide. 
Ye  vales  attired  in  summer's  pride. 
Ye  towers,  which  prpudly  rise  in  air. 
Ye  cots,  so  cleanly  and  so  fair. 
Now  Cambria's  rocky  wilds  appear. 
Her  mountains  rude  and  vallics  drear, 
"While  solemn  midnight  rules  the  sky, 
And  darkness  veils  the  dangers  nigh. 
Save  when  the  sullen  gleams  display 
The  rocky  steep  beside  our  way  ; 
While  the  full  torrent's  hollow  roar 
Sounds  sadly  on  the  sandy  shore ; 
And  fancy  dreads  in  every  shade, 
The  midnight  robber^s  murdering  blade. 

And  now  we  view  the  ocean  wide« 
And  now  the  swelling  surge  we  ride: — 
Loud  roars  the  wind,  the  billows  heave. 
Swift  bounds  the  bark  froni  wave  to  wave  ; 
Oppressed  with  sickness,  pale  we  lie. 
And  wish  for  land, — the  land  is  nigh ; 
Hi  hernia's  welcome  isle  appears, 
Returning  health  our  spirits  cheers. 
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There,  seated  in  her  beauteous  bay, 
Eblana's  towers  their  pride  display  ; 
But  there  tumultuous  Folly  raves, 
And  high  her  torch  dife  Discord  waves  i 
Then  haste  me  to  my  native  plain, 
AVhere  all  the  peaceful  Pleasures  reign* 
Once  more  my  longing  eye  devours 
Her  silent  stream  and  modest  bowers ; 
Once  more  the  welcome  dear  1  prove 
Of  friends,  whom,  as  myself,  I  love; 
Once  more  confess,  where'er  I  roam^ 
No  place  I  find  so  dear  as  home. 
Oh  Thou  !  wl^ose  kind  paternal  hapd 
Preserves  by  sea,  protects  by  land« 
Gran^  us  sweet  peace — ^'tis  thine  alone—? 
To  a  tumultuous  world  unknown ; 
That — whether  warring  winds  engage^ 
Or  restless  human  passions  rage-r- 
A  sacred  refuge  we  may  find, 
The  temple  of  a  quiet  mind. 


TAXATION  OF  WHISKY, 

Being  the  Versification  of  a  Reply  by  the  Honourable 
Henry  Erskine  to  a  Highlander, 


u 

ti 
it 


Pray  can  you  tell  the  reason  why 

Our  whisky  has  been  tax'd  so  high  Y* 

Why  Sir  !"  said  Erskine,  *'  'tis  that  Pitt, 

'*  Who  some  sagacity  inherits. 

Has  on  this  sort  of  project  hit, 

^'  in  tli^c  hard  times,  to  raise  our  spirits.'' 

9EN£DIC7t 
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DISAPPOINTMENT. 


IMITATION   OF   MODE&V   POKTIIT* 


Xn  oT  a  breeze  crisp'd  the  leaves  of  the  bow'r. 
Not  a  murmur  was  heard  through  the  air. 

As  with  twilight  approach'd  the  bie&t  hour 
Love  had  fixed  for  a  sight  of  my  fail*. 

Expectation  had  flnsh'd  every  nerve. 

While  on  tiptoe  I  listened  around^ 
Not  a  soul  could  my  glances  observe. 

Not  a  footstep  was  heard  on  the  ground, 

Every  object  now  faded  from  sight. 

While  my  thoughts  were  still  fixM  on  my  love. 
O'er  my  fancy  they  beamed  such  a  light. 

That  I  mark'd  not  the  darkness  above. 

How  my  heart  beat  its  cell  in  ray  breast, 

As  the  form  of  a  female  I  spied. 
Till  in  rapture  to  feel  myself  blest, 

I  resolved  for  a  moment  to  hide. 

Then  I  heard  how  she  eagerly  sought. 

To  discover  the  nook  where  I  lay, 
Till  I  felt  so  transported,  I  thought 

Her  desires  were  increased  by  delay. 
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Round  the  boVr  she  repeatedly  movM, 

Like  an  angel  that  fancy  creates, 
^hcn  I  rushed  and  exclaimed-— '^  My  beloved  !" 

And  it  hoar^ly  replied  «'  Supper  waits/' 

A.  B.  V. 


IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL. 

Fr'ythes,  toast-master,  order  more  liquor. 

And  tip  the  brisk  waiter  a  wink : 
Let  the  bumpers  pass  quicker  and  quicker. 

Nor  ask  us  how  many  we'll  drink. 

Twere  as  likely  by  drops  we'd  be  able 
Tu  measure  the  punch  we  consume ; 

All  the  walnut-shells  count  on  the  table, 
Or  number  the  flies  in  the  room. 

How  many  ?  we'll  match  with  libations. 
Compute  them  as  high  as  you  may, 

All  the  clappings  and  vociferations 

For  **  God  save  the  King^"  at  the  play. 

ComUed  bumpers  seem  grudg'd,  like  a  penny 

Reluctantly  paid  by  a  Jew  : 
Honest  lad,  never  think  of  how  numy^ 

But  limit  and  welcome  how  few. 

IK.  B.  VALHBO^  X8Q. 
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ODE, 


CoMV,  thou  best  of  painters,  come ! 

Master  of  the  Rhodian  art, 
While  mem'ry  with  her  image  glows. 

Paint  the  mistress  of  my  heart. 

First  her  glossy  ringlets  trace : 
-—Paint  them  soft,  and  black  as  jet  f 

And,  if  such  thy  mimic  power, 
Paint  them  breathing  every  sweet* 

From  the  full  luxuriant  cheek, 
Peeping  thro'  her  dusky  hair. 

Let  the  ivory  forehead  rise 

Brightly-glittering,  smooth,  and  fair. 

Her  eye-brows  trace  with  steadiest  hand  ; 

With  care  the  graceful  arch  design ; 
Part  not  the  bewitching  curves. 

Nor  yet  unite  the  waving  line. 

Shaded  by  a  jetty  lid. 
Paint  me  next  her  eye  of  fire. 

Sparkling  bright  with  rays  of  sense, 
Melting  too  with  soft  desire. 

Roses  blend  with  whitest  milk — 
Tint  her  lovely  cheeks  with  this ; 

^nd  her  soft  persuasive  lips 
Challenging  t)i^  luscious  kiss. 
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Round  her  alabaster  neck 

Let  the  wanton  graces  play ; 
Shade,  with  a  robe  of  purple  dye. 

The  brighter  charms  that  shun  the  day* 

3nt  gently  thro'  the  careless  folds 

Let  the  snowy  bosom  break : 
-—Enough  !  'tis  she !  I  own  thy  power ; 

it  brea^es — ^it  live»T-)t  soon  will  speak ! 

W.  8HKFHKRD. 


SONG. 

Deaji  Chloe,  let  not  pride  devoyr 

That  little,  vaini  affected  heart; 
Because  I  said  the  sweetest  flower 

Ne'er  breathed  the  sweets  thy  lips  impart 

Nor  spoil  thy  face  with  airs  so  silly. 
Nor  point  those  lovely  eyes  with  scorn ; 

Because  I  swore  the  rose  and  lily 

Ne'er  gave  such  beauties  to  the  mom* 

Yes !  thou  art  like— 40  like  the  flower. 
Its  warning  fate  should  fill  with  sorrow ; 

The  blooming  plaything  of  an  hour. 

But  pluckt— and  torn—end  dead  to-morrow. 


8.  w. 
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ODE, 

Ferformed  in  the  Senate-Hoiue  at  Cambridge^  June  29, 18 1 1 , 
at  the  InstaUatUm  of'  his  Royal  Highness^  JVilliam  Fre* 
derick  Duke  of  Gloucester  and  Edinburgh,  Chancelior  of 
the  University, 

BT    PUOFESSOa    SMITH. 


KECITATIVB» 

Thou,  from  thy  realms  of  brighter  day. 

Thou,  the  bard,  whose  matchless  lay 
Ouce  gave  to  deathless  fame  thy  Fitzroy's  praise ; 

Now,  when  again  the  festive  pomp  we  lead, 

Oh  yet  receive,  for  'tis  the  poet's  meed, 
The  earthly  homage,  which  the  heart  would  raise ; 
The  fond,  warm  sigh,  that  would  to  life  restore 
The  genius  loved  and  mourned,  that  must  return  no 
more. 

AIR. 

O  thou  lost  Master  ot  the  British  Shell ! 
Pleased,  in  the  culm  of  academic  bowers, 
To  win  the  spoils  of  meditative  hours. 

And,  from  thy  studious  cell. 
See  thy  loved  arts,  and  Virtue's  gentle  train, 
Wide  round  the  world  securely  reign ; 

Alas !  how  is  that  world  defiled. 

How  changed  each  scene  that  peaceful  smiled. 
Since  in  this  crowded  dome  thy  skill  divine 
Did  laurel-wreaths  round  Granta's  sceptre  twine. 

CHORUS. 

— ^What  countless  Forms,  with  frantic  mien,  • 
Have  flitted  o'er  yon  darkened  scene— 
They  come — they  rage— they  disappear-— 
The  storm  is  woe — the  pause  is  fear — 
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ASGITATZVC* 

But  who  is  He,  that  treads  Ake  uncertain  gloomy 
That  comes  the  last,  nor  shares  the  general  doom  f 

Vain  now  each  mighty  name/ 
Thro'  ages  long  descended ; 

Each  banner's  storied  fame. 
Which  conquest  once  attended : 

BSCITATIVE. 

From  height  to  height  the  Alpine  eagle  fiown, 
Screams,  as  he  finds  no  wild  remain  his  own. 

BfiCrTATIVG. 

With  sullen  march  recede' 
The  Russian's  wasted  train ; 

The  hrgh,  rndtgaant  Swede  » 

The  oppressor  braves  in  Aain ; 
In  din  edif»e  the  Crestent's  glories  i^^  % 
And  the  far  Indian  sees  the  approaching  shade : 
Where,  mid  the  clouds  of  war, 
Where  now,  thetbrtuae  of  the  Austrian  star  ? 
The  high-born  maid,  in  bridal  garlands  shown, 
Leads  up  the  last  sad  pomp  that  speaks  a  world  o'er- 
tbrown. 

CHORUS. 

— ^The  shout  is  heard  cm  high-— 
Britannia !  hark— they  fly— they  fly^— 
Hark— 'fatien  is  the  foe,  and  thine  the  ▼ictory. 

On  Alexandria's  plains  glad  sounds  arise, 
Vimeira  loud  replies ; 

The  conquerors  of  the  world  are  conquered  now. 
Rise,  bind  the  laurels  on  ihy  brow, 

^Britannia  rise  !-^tift  thine— *'tis  thine, 

To  roll  the  thunden  of  the  biasing  line, 


383 

And  bid  the  ruin  wide  the  seattered  foe  pnnue  i 
And  thine  to  rush  amaih^ 
Alotig  the  embatiled  plain, 
Pour  o'er  the  opposing  ranks,  and  sweep  them  from  the 
Tiew« 

RECITATIVE  AND   AIB* 

On  Talavera's  heigh  t^ 

And  'mid  Barrosa's  fight, 
High  beat  each  English  heart  with  triumph  warm  t 
And  England's  cenius  o'er  the  battle's  storm 
Rose  proud,  and  showed  her  Edward's  laurelled  form. 
While  near  was  seen  the  sable  warrior-son, 
Crowned,  as  on  Poictiei^s  day,  with  wreaths  from  Cressj 
won. 

AfR« 

O  Gloster !  pleased  to  thee  while  Oranta  bends, 

And  gives  her  sceptre  to  thy  faithful  hand  t 
Oh  think,  while  round  the  baleful  storm  extends. 
Why  yet  thy  Native  Land, 

Why  yet  the  loved,  the  t>eauteous  Isle^ 
In  peace  can  rest,  in  virtue  smile*^ 

RECITATIVE* 

'Mid  states  in  flames  and  ruins  hurled. 
Why  England  yet  survives  the  world  i 

« 

AltL4 

From  hardy  sports,  from  manly  schools, 
from  Truth's  pure  lore  in  Learning's  bower^ 

From  equal  Law  alike  that  rules 
The  people's  will,  the  monarch's  power; 
From  Piety,  whose  soul  sincere 
Fears  God,  and  knows  no  other  fear  $ 
From  Loyalty,  whose  high  disdain 
Turns  from  the  fawning,  faithless  train  ; 
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Pf6m  deeds  the  Historian's  records  show. 
Valour's  renown,  and  Freedom's  glow^ 
'Tis  licnce  that  springs  the  unconquered  fire, 
That  bids  to  Glory's  heights  aspire* 

O  Gloster  !  hence  the  sage's  aim. 
The  scholar^s  toil,  the  statesman's  faroe^ 
The  flaming  sword,  still  ready  found 
To  guard  th»  paradise  around^** 
Here  in  their  last  retreat  are  seen 

The  peaceful  Arts,  the  classic  Muse ; 
And  heavenly  Wisdom,  here  her  light  serene. 

Her  holy  calm,  can  still  diffuse. 

AIR  AVi»  caoRirs. 
No  common  cause,  no  vulgar  sway, 

Now  Gloster,  claim  thy  generous  zeal, 
In  England's  bliss  is  Europe's  stay, 

.And  England's  hope  in  Granta's  weal. 

AIR. 

Thea  hare  the  marshalled  hosts  of  France  • 
Seen  on  their  firmest  ranks  advance ; 
Thine  was  the  soldier's  fearless  glow, 

And  thine  the  skill  that  watched  around ; 
Shamed  and  repulsed  the  conscious  foe 
The  laurel  gave,  'tho'  Fortune  frowned : 
And  England  heard,  with  loud  acclaim, 
The  promise  of  thy  youthful  fame : 

DUBT. 

The  modest  virtues  on  thy  steps  attend, 
To  thee  the  sons  of  grief  and  pain 
For  pity  tum,  nor  turn  in  vain  ; 
The  hapless  African  has  called  thee  friend-^ 
Qh  ever  thou  the  generous  cause  defend  t 
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'    CROAVS. 

Pursue  thy  conise ! — an  honest  fame  is  thine-— 

And  Granta  still  shall  bless  the  day, 
Granta  that  ever  loved  a  Brunswick's  name. 
The  honoured  day,  that  saw  her  thus  consign 
To  thee  the  ensigns  of  her  sway ; 
Thee,  guardian  of  her  laws,  her  rights,  her  fame^ 
Son  of  her  matron  lore,  Prince  of  her  Monarch's  line* 


LINES, 

Addressed  to  the  Queen  qfPrusaa,  on  her  Birth-Day. 

While  titled  suppliants  throng  the  glittering  scene 

To  hail  the  day  that  gave  the  world  a  Queen, 

Will  regal  beauty  deign  to  lend  an  ear. 

Nor  scorn  a  bard  uncourtly  and  sincere  ? — 

AVho  sees,  undaszled,  sceptered  pomp  displayed, 

Yet  bows  to  worth  that  shames  all  borrowed  aid ; 

To  worth  that  shines  untarnished  on  a  throne. 

In  fair  Louisa's  bright  example  shown  l 

O,  formed  alike  to  grace  the  courtly  scene, 

Or  smile  the  sweetest  on  the  village-green, 

'to  charm  alike  the  heart,  the  eye,  the  ear, 

And  <rlaim  the  palm,  though  all  around  were  fair  ;— 

Amid  the  varied  incense  of  the  day. 

Accept  the  tribute  of  an  honest  lay  ; 

Nor  deem  the  praise  it  bears,  though  warm  it  flows. 

An  eulogy  that  Flattery's  breath  bestows : — 

For  know,  while  such  desert  shall  grace  the  theme. 

That  Praise  for  Truth  is  but  another  name. 

B.  BB&£SJro&D. 
B«rlcii,  Jforc^  10»  1801.  ^ 
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MAHOMET: 

Si  Ifiiijt  Poem, 

]l£CiT£D  Xir  THB  THEATRE  OXFORD^  IN  THE  TEAR  1808« 


JRCl/MEA/T. 
SoBJtCT  proposed. — Mahomet's  triumpliant  retain  to  Me^ca— 
Apostrophe  to  the  Caaba — legends  connected  with  it,«^Tbe  Pro* 
phet*s  fl^elings  on  reviewing  the  cave  of  Hera — the  poem  now 
reverts  to  the  first  idea  and  developement  of  his  impostaret  of 
which  that  cave  had  been  the  scene— obstacles  to  his  early  sue* 
cess — his  courage  under  them — ^hls  flight  from  Mecca*  and  con« 
cealmentin  the  cave  of  Thor-Mreturn  to  his  present  situation— he 
resolves  to  propagate  his  religion  by  the  sword-^is  address  to 
his  soldiers*  including  a  description  of  th0  Maliometan  paradise 
and  hell — its  effect  upon  them — ^the  conquest  of  Arabia— Maho- 
met, tired  ot  war,  resigns  himself  to  pleasure — the  loveliness  of 
marriage  superior  to  the  delights  of  the  Harani*— Mahomet's 
deathp— does  not  check  the  progress  of  his  relieion— the  fall  of 
Byzantiaro — the  arms  and  doctrines  of  the  Moslems  ovemin  Pft- 
lestinc^^Africa — India.        Conclusion. 


Of  him  the  Impostor,  who,  in  Mecca's  fane, 
Reared  the  dark  throne  of  Falsehood's  impious  reign ; 
Bade  vanquished  Faith  confess  his  Prophet-nod, 
And  bathed  in  blood  the  altars  of  his  God ; 
Of  him  my  Song  would  tell :  nor  ye  the  theme. 
Nymphs  of  Castalia !  scorn,  by  your  fair  stream 
Though  yet  unheard  ;  for  not  more  vast  his  sway, 
Who  to  llydaspes  urged  his  victor  way ; 
From  West  to  East  his  rapid  thunders  burled, 
And,  still  unsated,  asked  another  world. 

Hushed  is  the  war,  the  torn  and  trampled  slain  • 
Tell  that  the  fight  was  fierce  on  BederV  *  plain ; 

*  The  scene  of  Mahomet's  fint  great  battle* 
▼OL.  VIII.  CC 
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While  Faith's  dark  banner,  as  a  gorgeous  palT, 
In  awful  triumph^  waves  from  Mecca's  wall. 
And  see  I  where,  raised  above  Medina's  bands. 
High  on  the  fane,  the  Impostor'Prophef  stands  9 
The  sword  of  Conquest  slnmbers  in  his  sheath. 
And  twice  two  hundred  Idols  blasre  beneath. 
No  more,  with  burnished  casque  and  beamy  lahcCy 
In  stem  array,  Mohammed^s  host  advance ; 
In  the  mean  Ibrahm  *  clad,  with  head  and  feet 
All  bare,  and  naked  to  (he  blistering  heat. 
Like  lions  tame,  sedate  in  conscious  pride. 
The  warrior  pilgrims  swell  the  gathering  tide ; 
And,  mid  the  loud-sung  praise,  or  whispered  vow^ 
In  lowliest  guise,  before  the  Temple  bow« 

Illustrious  Fane !  from  age  to  age  ador'd 
By  despot  chieftain,  and  by  robber  horde  ; 
Pole-star  of  prayer  I  to  thee,  at  early  dawn,  ' 
Moon-tide,  and  eve,  Faith's  ardent  eye  is  drawn. 
And  from  each  clime,  where  zeal  for  Islam  burns. 
Alike  to  thee,  its  hallowed  centre,  turns ; 
To  thee  Arabia's  loveliest  gems  belong. 
Her  seven-stringed  f  Harp,  her  fairest  flowers  of  song* 
And  sacred  is  thy  dome ;  for  legends  feign. 
Cloud- like,  from  Heaven  it  sank  on  Mecca's  plain  ; 
And  here,  'tis  fabled,  Hagar's  outcast  child 
Found  peace  and  safety  from  the  thirsty  wild, 
Drank  of  thy  J  well,  by  Mercy's  Angel  led. 
And  pillowed  on  thy  §  stone  his  wearied  head. 
Here  too  Mohammed  first,  by  power,  by  rage- 
Una  wed,  dared  ope  the  Koran's  mystic  page ; 

*  Tbe  Ibrahm  b  the  dress  of  the  Pilgrims. 

t  AUading  to  the  sevca  Arabian  pocou  suspended  in  the  Ca«b«t 

X  The  SHcred  well,  Zemsen. 

i  A  targe  black  stone,  Mually  styled,  ^^  The  Stoiw  of  Abrahan." 


And  tioiTf  illustrious  Fane,  with  hteft  etitte^ 
As  bends  once  more  the  Prophet  at  th^  gate^ 
Medina's  lord,  high  thoughtsi  though  ill  repressed^ 
Yet  mocking  utterance,  burn  within  his  breast« 
But  when  by  Eve's  pale  planet  Hera's  *  cell^ 
Dear,  cherished  scene,  where  pensive  musings  dwell^ 
Lone  he  revisits,  b'er  his  glowing  soul 
Far  lovelier  joys^  far  keener  transports  roll ; 
Foiid  Memory  s  touch  recalls  each  faded  hue, 
And  all  the  past  comes  rushing  on  his  view. 

For,  in  that  cell,  by  that  piUe  planet's  light, 
Oft  had  he  watched,  in  youth ^  the  sleepless  night. 
And  there  would  sit  in  solemn  thought,  and  brood 
O'er  his  first  woes,  his  orphan  t  solitude ; 
Wbuld  scan  his  high  descent,  his  princely  race. 
And  the  long  line  from  sainted  Ishmael  trace. 
Then*  how  his  soul  would  swells  his  bosom  beat. 
How  flushed  his  dark  cheek  with  unwonted  heat| 
As  Fancy,  with  Ambition's  phrensy  warmed, 
Shapes  dimly  grand,  and  shadowy  phantoms  formed  ! 
A  new*bom  Faith,  a  Prophet's  glorious  name* 
Conquest,  and  kingly  Power,  and  deathless  Fame 
Obscurely  mingled,  like  a  feverish  dream, 
Or  twilight  landscape — but  the  sober  beam 
Of  rising  Reason  chas'd  each  wildering  shade* 
And  Fancy  shrank  from  what  herself  had  made* 

But^till  the  star  of  £ve,  as  darkness  fell. 
Saw  the  lone  man  in  Hera's  secret  cell : 
Still,  with  new  fires,  Ambition's  phrensy  burned* 
Still  Fancy's  shadowy  scene  more  strong  returned, 

*  A  Gmvem  at  a  tmall  dktaiice  from  Mecca,  to  which  the  youths 
h\  Enlhiuiaat  ragbdj  ratiied. 
t  Mahonet  wai  left  au  orphaa  at  a  vary  early  age« 
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And  still  tbe  CnthosSast  drank,  with  greedier  ga?ey     ^ 

The  daw  Ding  glories  of  succeeding  days, 

And  well-nigh  deemed  some  sacred  impulse  gtven. 

Some  Angel-vi»ion  from  according  Heaven. 

Shapes,  dim  of  late,  by  Hope's  broacl  beam  illtnued, 

A.  fuller  forroy  a  bolder  tint  assumed  ;  * 

Till  the  vast  Whole  in  bright  succession  moved. 

And  Reason,  doubted,  wondered,  and  approvedi; 

But  few  the  fruits  that  crowned  his  early  toil. 
For  rude  tht*  clime,  and  stubborn  was  the  soil. 
Blind  bigot  Zeal,  with  Pride  of  jealous  mind. 
And  ancient  Faith  in  hostile  league  combined  ; 
Vain  then  was  Anger's  threat,  and  Flattery's  strain. 
And  soft  Persuasion's  honied  breath  were  vain. 

Yet  burned  unquenched  the  fever  of  his  soul. 
And  Hope  still  spurred  him  to  the  glittering  goal. 
Not  though  (thus  proud  his  vaunt*)  the  Solar  blaze 
Should  pour  around  him  all  its  countless  rays; 
Not,  though,  to  check  his  glory's  high  career. 
The  full-orbed  moon  should  quit  her  starry  sphere ; 
Not,  o'er  his  head  should  crashing  Thunders  peal, 
And  yawning  Hell  his  last  abyss  reveal, 
Back  would  he  shrink,  but  still  right  onward  bear, 
And  draw  new  fire,  new  fury  from  dt*spair. 

Not  such  his  boast,  when,  thro'  th'  involving  shade; 
Trembling  he  ftcd  before  the  Koreish  blade ; 
Not  such,  when,  sad  in  Thor's  f  dark  cave  reclin'd. 
He  caught  the  moanings  of  the  midnight  wind ; 

*  '^  If  they  shoald  place  the  son  on  my  right  baud,  and  fb« 
**  moon  on  my  left,  they  should  not  divert  ine  from  my  course." — 
Gibbon's  Rom.  Km.  Vol.  IX.  p.  285. 

t  Three  days  and  three  nights  Maboinct  lay  conoaaled  in  tbia 
earem,  after  bis  flight  from  Mecca, 
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While  Tenor  heard,  in  every  passing  breath. 
The  keen  pursuer's  step,  the  sound  of  death* 

£xile  of  Mecca !  in  that  fearful  hour. 
Who  Iras  thy  shield,  thy  bulwark,  and  thy  tower  ? 
Say  was  it  he  * ;  that  Seraph  son  of  fire, 
Who  wont  thy  lonely  musings  to  inspire ; 
Who  bore  thee  through  the  night  air's  drear  expanset» 
On  wing  more  rapid  than  a  shot>star's  glance; 
Op'd  to  thy  feet  Heaven  gate,  and  to  thine  eye 
Bar'd  the  full  blaze  of  cloudless  Deity  ? 
Ko — it  was  He,  at  whose  divine  command. 
Famine. and  Plague  afflict  the  guilty  land  ; 
Whose  awful  will  th'  unconscious  winds  perform. 
Who  wings  the  lightning,  and  appoints  the  storm  ; 
His  heavenly  counsels,  too  sublime  for  man. 
His  secret  mind  decreed  thy  lengthen'd  span : 
He  bade  the  dove  {  her  saving  labours  ply. 
To  stay  th'  intruding  foot,  the  searching  eye; 
He. hung  with  insect  web  the  rock-stone  rude, 
To  tell  that  all  within  was  solitude ; 
Unseen,  ^  He  snatch'd  thee  from  th'  unequal  strife, 
And  gave  thee  back  to  liberty  and  life. 

'Tis  thus,  while  Conquest  waves  his  crimson  wing, 
And  prostrate  Mecca  hails  her  Pi  ophet^King, 
As,  oft  through  Hera's  mountain  cave  he  strays, 
Comes  o'er  his  breast  the  thought  of  other  days ; 

*  Gabriel,  with  whom  the  Imposior  pretended  to  ho)d  frequent 
converse. 

t  This  alludes  tn  his  famous  night  journey  to  Heaven. 

i  We  are  told,  that,  when  Mahomet  was  concealed  in  the  cave 
of  Thor,  his  pursuers  were  induced  to  retire,  by  the  j^ight  of  a 
pigeon's  nest  and  spider's  web,  whence  they  concluded  the  place 
wvas  solitury  and  inviolate. 

^  He  was  overtaken  by  the  Korelshites,  but  escaped. 
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And  it  18  sweet,  'mid  Victory's  smiles,  to  javtst 
On  Peril  past,  and  Fortune's  changeful  hues. 
Sweet,  as  to  weary  mariner  the  roar 
Of  winds  and  waves,  that  he  shall  tempt  no  morot 
For  now  is  Peril  past,  apd  Toil  and  Dread, 
Like  the  thin  cloud  at  summer  dawn,  are  fled ; 
And  with  tbeip  Mercy  vanished ;  the  rude  soun^ 
Of  Triumph's  joy  her  parting  accents  drown'd  ; 
Imposture  casts  th'  vnneeded  veil  ftway, 
And  bares  his  front,  ui^blushing,  to  the  day } 
No  flattery  now  is  his,  no  honied  breath, 
Nought  but  the  stern  award,  *'  Belief  or  Death/' 

Guy  shirics  the  mom,  and  light  the  sunbeam*  glanco 
From  mail,  and  crested  helna,  and  quivering  lance; 
Loud  pilings  the  trump ;  with  shout  and  martini  state 
The  answering  legions  pour  through  Mecpa's  gate; 
Part  borne  aloft  on  neighing  steed,  and  part 
On  foot  slowr pacing ;  but  th^  san^e  full  heart 
Seems  each  to  urge,  as  each,  with  conscious  mighty 
prasps  the  sheath'd  bl^de,  ai)d,  eftger,  pfints  fpr  fightf 
And  see,  where  tow'rs  the  ProphetrChief  on  high. 
Strength  nerves  his  arm,  Defiance  lights  his  eye  I 
With  kindling  soul  he  views  the  lengthening  train» 
And  holds,  in  pride  uf  thought,  unbounded  reign  ; 
Then,  as  the  glowing  scenes  his  breast  inspire,  - 
Lifts  his  tall  spear,  and  pours  the  wprd  of  fire. 

'*  Soldiers  of  God  !  wbos^  manly  hearts  beat  high, 
**  With  valorous  zeal,  and  i^rdent  piety ; 
^'  Who  burn  your  prophet's  name  abroad  to  spread ; 
**  And  deal  Heaven's  vengeance  on  th^  unfaithful  headj 
^'  Soldiers  of  God,  with  df^untless  souls  advance, 
^*  Smile  at  the  sabre,  and  defy  the  lance  ( 
'^  Tis  yours,  if,  seam'd  with  many  a  hallowed  spar, 
^^  Steru  Azrael  *  snatch  you  from  the  grasp  of  War^ 

*  Azrael  is  the  Angel  <if  Def^^. 


"  O'er  Sifaf  8  *  bridge,  with  lightning  speed,  to  flj, 
**  And  spring  at  once  to  seven-fold  ecstasy. 
^'  Yes^  it  is  your's  mid  argent  fields  to  stray, 
**  Space  without  bound,  and  everlasting  day ; 
^*  Grardens  as  Eden  fair,  where  Love  shall  strew 
**  Fresh  flowers,  fresh  sweets,  that  Eden  never  knew ; 
**  For  Beauty,  blooming  in  eternal  charms, 
**  Wooes  warrior  Valour  to  her  virgin  arms ; 
**  Andj  crown'd  with  thornless  roses,  young  Desire 
^*  Feeds  Rapture's  flame  with  never  dying  fire. 

^*  There,  while  your  vermeil  f  wounds  atone  each 
crime, 
^  And  add  new  grace  to  Manhood's  goodly  prime, 
**  There,  thro'  green  meads  unwearied  shall  ye  rove, 
**  Breathe  the  still  freshness  of  the  twilight  grove, 
^*  Or  by  some  streamlet's  palmy  marge  recline, 
^^  And  drain,  uncheck'd,  t  rich  juices  of  the  vine, 
*^  Till  o'er  each  sense  delicious  languor  creep, 
**  More  soft,  more  soothing,  than  the  dews  of  sleep. 

**  Such  is  your,  lot,  if  Honour  biiild  your  tomb ; 
^*  Not  so,  if  coward  Baseness  seal  your  doom. 

^*  What,  'mid  yon  barren  J  wilds,  tho'  wbirlwiuds 
bring 
''  Thirst  and  Despair  upon  their  sanded  wing ; 
**  Yet  heavenly  are  those  wilds  to  Vaults,  where  Pain 
**  And  Scorpion  Torments  hold  eternal  reign, 

*  A  bridge,  which,  Recording  to  the  Mahometan  faith,  all  disem- 
bodied spirits  must  pass  ia  their  way  cither  to  Paradise  or  Hell :  the 
fiirmer  shall  traverse  il  with  **  lightning-speed.'* 

t  **  Their  wounds  shall  be  resplendent  as  TermiKion." — Gibbon. 

t  Alluding  to  their  present  restriction  from  the  use  of  wine. 

$  The  soldiers  complained  ot*  the  heat  of  the  desert ;  '«  Hell  ii 
«f  mach  botter,"  replied  the  iiidij^naat  Prophet.-— Gibtion,  Vol.  IX, 
p.  dl9. 
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''  There,  wrapt  in  fires,  that  ask  no  feeding  oil, 
**  With  fiercest  beat  your  roadd'ning  brain  shall  JboiK 
**  Till,  parch'd  and  black,  your  flesh,  by  flames.embracMg 
*'  Shrivel,  like  palm  leaves  on  the  desert  waste. 
"  Nor  think,  one  drop,  from  rank  and  stagnant  pool, 
*^  One  smallest  drop,  your  burning  tongues  shall  cool  % 
**  Worlds  should  not  buy  it ;  but  one  sulph'roas  wave* 
**  Unfathom'd  flood,  your  writhing  limbs  shall  lave** 
**  Then  on  to  fight,  and  Allah  nerve  your  hands  l 
**  And  lo  !  e'en  now,  methinks.  Angelic  bands  f 
**  Hang  o'er  our  foes,  and,  from  the  car  of  flame, 
**  Launch  the  red  bolt,  the  forked  lightnings  aim. 
''  Nor  shrink  !  for  know,  to  each  th'  £ternal  Mind 
**  Excluding  Chance,  his  death-day  hath  assign'd  ; 
*^  Peace  could  not  shield  from  its  predestin'd  power,    • 
**  War's  thousand  perils  cannot  haste  its  hour— 
"  Then  on  to  fight !  and  be  the  battle  word, 
"  Woe  to  the  Proud,  the  Koran  or  the  Sword  l" 

Swift  as  th'  electric  shock,  the  fervor  runs 
From  rank  to  rank,  and  burns  thro'  Mecca's  sons, 
Hope  leads  the  v^in,  while  press  upon  the  rear 
'J^ishonour  foul,  and  hell-foreboding  Fear. 
Instant  each  blade  leaps  willing  from  its  sheath. 
And  on  they  rush,  to  conquest  or  to  death. 

Weep,  lost  Arabia,  Land  of  sadness,  weep  I 
llude  o'er  thy  head  the  storms  of  battle  sweep, 
f  >h  have  thy  de>erts  heard  the  angry  roar 
Of  midnight  tiger,  all  athirst  for  gore ; 


*  All  the  preceding  images,  both  of  pleasure  aud  pain,  are  bc« 
curate iv  copied  from  the  Koran. 

f  It  is  fabled,  that  at  the  battle  of  Beder  3000  angels  supported 
tho  troops  of  Mahomet,  and  that  many  of  these  heavenly  warriots 
constantly  accompanied  his  army. 
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• 

Oft  have  tHey  seen  the  Simoom's  ^kurple  hkst 
Shed  Plague,  and  Death,  and  Ruin  as  it  past ; 
Yet  not  the  Simoom's  blast,  nor  Beast  of  night. 
Raged  half  so  fierce  as  Mecca's  Fiends  of  fight. 
Dreadful  they  came ;  and,  as  the  torrent  flood 
Rolls  down  its  stream  huge  rock  and  antient  wood. 
Till  all,  save  where  some  scatter'd  stems  remain. 
Lies  one  wide  wat'ry  scene,  one  liquid  plain  ; 
So,  thro'  thy  land,  each  tribe  and  wand'ring  hordo 
Sank  trembling  down  before  Mohammed's  sword. 
And  to  ihe  Koran's  sterner  rule  resign'd 
The  chartcr'd  birthright  of  a  free-born  mind ; 
Save  that  some  nobler  few,  content  to  roam, 
Their  wealth  the  javelin,  and  the  waste  their  home, 
Dar'd  live,  tho'  poor  yet  proud,  tho'  exiled  free, 
Or  die,  the  martyr'd  sons  of  Liberty, 

But,  sated  now  with  blood,  and  bow'd  with  spoils. 
Shrinks  Mecca's  Lord  from  War's  severer  toils, 
And,  while  his  hellhounds  track  the  deadly  scent^ 
Sleeps  in  the  rosy  shade  of  Pleasure's  tent* 
As  round  him  Beauty's  varied  blossoms  rise, 
On  vagrant  wing,  from  flower  to  flower  he  flies, 
And  drinks,  as  Chance  or  guiltier  Choice  impels, 
Unhallow'd  waters  from  an  hundred  wells. 

Slave  of  thy  lawless  Will's  imperious  reign  ! 
Oh  !  hadst  thou  known  to  burst  th'  ignoble  chain ; 
(iadst  known  to  quench  the  flame  of  wild  De&ire, 
And  light  at  Hymen's  torch  Love's  chaster  fire-** 
Affection's  smile  had  cheer'd  thy  parting  gloom. 
And  widow'd  Virtue  sorrow 'd  o'er  thy  tomb  I 

For  high  the  bliss  that  waits  on  Wedded  Love^ 
IPest,*  purest  emblem  of  the  bliss  above ! 
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To  draw  fi«w  raptofftt  from  anotW^  jot  • 
To  share  each  grief,  and  half  its  sting  destroy; 
Of  one  fond  heart  to  be  the  Slave  and  Lord, 
Bless  and  be  bleas'd,  adore  and  be  adorM ; 
To  own  the  link  of  boul,  the  chain  of  miud^ 
Sublimest  Friendship,  Passion  most  refin'd  , 
Passion,  to  life's  last  evening-hour  still  warm. 
And  Friendship,  brightest  in  the  darkest  storm*-* 
Uves  there,  but  would,  for  blessings  so  divine, 
The  crowded  Haram'^  sullen  joys  resign  ! 

But  still,  Mohammed,  rove;  still  bid  thy  soul 
Drain  the  foul  <lregs  of  Pleasure's  madd'ning  bowl ; 
Still  swell  thy  power,  with  pride  si  ill  feed  thy  heart—* 
Yet  know,  thy  power,  thy  pride  shall  soon  depart  1 
For  not  the  Haram's  joys,  not  Pleasure's  draught, 
Tho'  to  its  dregs  the  madd'uing  bowl  be  quaff 'd ; 
Not  all  th'  ideal  Prophet's  high  renown. 
The  victor's  laurel,  and  the  Monarch's  crown, 
Can  the  slow  venom  *  check,  whose  mortal  force 
I-Iath  thro'  thy  veins,  for  four  long  years,  its  course 
Wound  unporcoiv'd,  knd  gradual,  in  its  way, 
Pal'd  thy  cheek's  bloom,  and  dirom'd  thine  eye-ball's 
day. 

Medina,  thou  whose  guardian  arm  outspread 
First  gave  its  safety  to  thy  Prophet's  head  ! 
Agaij),  f(md  City,  ope  thy  shelt'ring  breast, 
Again  leceivc  him  co  thy  seat  of  re^^t ! 
But  not,  as  then,  prcpar'd  his  brow  to  gem 
With  purple  pomp,  and  kingly  diadem, 

*  Mahomet  died  by  slow  poison,  administered  to  him  four  ythts 
piCTious  to  his  decease. 
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But  his  frail  dost  to  shroud  ;  for  now  his  San 
Is  set  in  Death's  cold  shade,  his  Race  is  run ; 
And  O  !  may  Darkness,  deep  as  ancient  night. 
Close  (f^r  his  name,  imd  veil  it  from  the  sight ! 

Vain,  fruitless  wish  I  no  mighty  voice  hath  said, 
**  Here,  Sea  of  ruin,  shall  thy  waves  be  stay'd  ;** 
But  still  they  roll  resistless ;  on  the  tide 
Ensanguin'd  Zeal  and  gaunt  Ambition  ride. 
Bysantipm  sinks  o'erwhelm'd,  and  fades  away 
The  last  faint  beam  of  Latium's  brighter  day. 
While  Rome's  proud  *  eagle,  he,  whose  pinions  wav^d 
O'er  Libya's  strand,  and  Thule's  tempest  brav'd. 
With  flagging  wing,  and  crest  to  earth  bow'd  low, 
Indignant  dies  beneath  a  Moslem's  blow. 

Alas  for  Palestine  !  her  palmy  vale, 
Her  grove  of  nard  that  scented  every  gale. 
Her  corn*lands  thick  with  sheaves,  her  chrystal  rills, 
Her  flocks  that  feed  upon  a  thousand  hiils. 
Her  Faith — than  flocks,  and  groves,  and  vales  more 
All  oivn  the  triumphs  of  Medina's  spear.  [dear 

For  Afric  weep  !  her  rich  and  radiant  store 
From  Ophir  rifled,  gem  and  golden  ore ; 
Her  ruvag'd  lands,  that  erst  so  beauteous  smil*d. 
From  Nile's  fair  bank  to  Niger's  mar^n  wild  ; 
Her  Sons,  imroers'd  in  Slavery's  darkest  night. 
All  tell  the  ruffian  Moslem's  conquering  might. 

But  oh  !  if  yet  the  tide  of  song  may  flow 
In  sadder  stream,  and  murmur  deeper  woe  ; 
If  yet  one  tear  be  wa^m  in  Pity's  urn — 
That  tear,  that  song,  to  wastpd  India  turn ! 

*  AUading  to  the  remoTHi  of  the  leat  of  empire  (torn  Rome  to 
Constantinople,  and  the  s^hsequent  conquest  of  that  city  by  the 
totarics  of  Maiiomct ! 
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For  she  was  happy  once;  her  citron  groves 
Sigh'd  to  the  whispers  of  the  purest  loves ; 
Her  proud  Pagodas,  in  the  First  of  time, 
Saw  Science  born,  and  wondrous  Lore  sublime; 
Lovely,  she  slept,  in  Cashmere's  fairy  bow'rs, 
Or  sat  enthroned  on  Delhi's  strength  of  towers. 
How  chang'd  the  scene  !  pale  Hymen's  altar  falls, 
Th'  impure  Seraglio  rears  its  prison  wails  ; 
Steals  o'er  the  soul  the  Koran's  chilling  gloom. 
And  Science  westward  bends  her  parting  plume. 

But  Time  speeds  on ;  and  tho'  th'  Impostor's  pow'r 
Fiercely  hath  rag'd  its  dark  and  dreadful  hour; 
Tho'  rude  o'er  Afric's  sands  the  whirlwind  pass'd. 
And  Asia  rock'd  beneath  the  rolling  blast — 
Yet  Hope,  soft-smiling,  lifts  her  seraph  form 
And  points  to  sun- bright  days,  beyond  the  storm  ! 

Hail,  sun-bright  days  !  more  fair,  than  was,  of  old, 
Saturnian  age,  b)'  fabling  Fancy  told — 
Hail,  sun-bright  days  1  bring  on  your  radiant  train^ 
peace,  Mercy,  Love,  resume  your  halcyon  reign  ; 
Bid  anciejit  Lore,  and  classic  Taste  refin'd. 
Raise  the  low  thought,  and  harmonize  the  mind ; 
While  heaven-born  Truth,  (tho  dimm'd,  forbid  to  fade,) 
With  beam,  more  strong  from  Error's  transient  shade, 
Breaks  forth  unclouded,  and  on  Mecca's  uight 
Pours  the  full  flood  of  everlasting  light. 

JdATTHEW   aOLLESTOir* 

Univertity  College,  Oxford. 
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ODE 


TO    **  *. 


Ses^  fkirest  of  the  nymphs,  that  play 
In  vernal  meadows,  blooming  May 

Comes  tripping  o'er  the  plain  : 
Lo  !  allthe  gay,  the  genial  powers 
»That  deck  the  woods,  or  tend  the  flowery 

Compose  her  smiling  train. 

See,  softer,  rosier  hues  adorn 

The  glowing  cheek  of  blushing  morn. 

When  first  she  wakes  the  light: 
Behold  !  a  thousand  gentle  shades 
Attend  the  evening,  o'er  the  glades. 

And  glad  the  sulkn  night. 

•What  sweets  perfume  the  balmy  air  I 
W<iiile  Flora  bids  her  glittering  care 

In  all  their  beauty  shine. 
See  Nature  round,  beneath,  above, 
All  big.with  joy,  all  breathing  1oyo«  '*' ' 

And  gratitude  divine*   - 
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0  say !  amid  these  general  smilesi 
What  care  corrodes — what  joy  beguikt 

My  friend'9  unsettled  soul  f 
Say,  does  he  join  the  senseless  throng 
Of  Comus'  sons,  and  raise  the  song 

Around  th'  empoison'd  bowl  ? 

But  no  r  my  •  •  • '  s  generous  mind, 
Adorn'd  with^native  tastei  refin'd 

By  all  the  powers  of  art, 
Would  never  basely  thus  resign, 
For  all  the  feverish  joys  of  wine. 

The  raptures  of  the  heart. 

Or  does  some  maiden,  heavenly  fair^ 
With  rosy  cheeks,  and  auburn  hair. 

And  Love's  inviting  breast^ 
At  length  awaken  young  Desire^ 
Set  all  his  glowing  soul  on  fire,  ^ 

And  break  his  gulden  rest  t 

But  lo  !  a  thousand  maidens,  all 
Just  ready  to  obey  his  call. 

Display  their  venal  charms. 
And  trim  their  locks,  and  tune  their  si^i, 
And  try  the  force  of  sparkling  eyes. 

And  wavt  their  snowy  arms  1 

Thus  Spring  revives,  and  Summer  gtows, 
And  Beauty  smiles,  and  Nectar  flowsi 

In  vain  to  soothe  his  soul : 
While  led  by  Fancy's  playful  blase, 
Th«  longing  youth  deluded  straysi 

UuUest  fiium  pole  to  pole. 
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Alas !  my  friend,  how  vain  to  roanip 
And  seek  abroad  the  joys  that  home 

And  home  alone  bestows : 
The  beam  of  mirth  that  lights  the 
The  love  that  warms  the  fond  embrace— 

The  bliss  that  ever  grows* 

What !  tho'  the  awful  pride  of  Rome 
Unequaird  swells  the- daring  dome. 

And  emulates  the  skies  : 
Tho'  many  a  temple's  sad  remains 
Spread  o'er  Hesperia's  storied  plains, 

In  broken  pomp  arise : 

Tho'  o'er  Helvetia's  magic  ground 
Rocks  swell  on  rocks  confus'd  around. 

And  torrents  roar  between  : 
Tho'  here  a  town,  and  there  a  farm, 
Perch'd  on  the  breezy  summit,  charm, 

And  soothe  the  Sylvan  scene  : 

What!  though  the  Rhine,  supreme  of  floods. 
Through  castled  cliffs,  and  pendent  woods. 

And  towns  reiiown'd  in  song : 
For  ever  full — for  ever  great — 
Thro'  every  age,  in  equal  state^ 

Majestic  rolls  along : 

Yet  say !  can  Art,  with  all  its  toys— - 
Can  Nature's  nobler,  better  joys. 

Content  the  restless  mind  ? 
Like  moniinff  dreams,  the  phantoms  plny^ 
One  fleeting  nour-^then  fade  away^ 

'lioT  leave  a  trace  behind. 
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Then  homeward  turn  !  there  at  thegate^ 
A  thousand  pleasures  ready  wait*-* 

A  thousand  dear  delightsy 
Amuse  the  vacant  hours  of  day, 
'Around  the  social  table  play, 

And  brighten  up  thy  nights. 

There,  fairest  of  the  powers  above. 
Young  Hymen  waves  the  torch  of  Love^ 

And  wooes  thee  to  advance : 
And  there  the  Loves,  a  blooming  band^ 
And  sister  Graces,  hand  in  hand, 

Begin  the  mystic  dance.' 

The  Muse,  that  loves  a  green  retreat. 
Already  hovers  o'er  thy  seat, 

And  wanders  thro  thy  groves  : 
Already,  hark  !  the  tuneful  powers 
Awake  the  echoes  of  thy  bowers. 

And  sing  thy  future  loves. 

Alas !  ray  *  *  *,  silent,  strong, 

Time's  treacherous  current  steals  along, 

And  bears  us  on  his  tide  : 
While  thinly  scattered  up  and  down, 
A  flower  may  deck,  a  thicket  crown. 

It's* bleak,  unsightly  side. 

Then  hasten  !  snatch  each  floweret,  while 
The  Fates  allow  it  still  to  smile. 

For  soon  it's  date  is  o'er  ; 
And,  as  you  pass,  enjoy  the  shade, 
.   Whose  vernal  honours  soon  roust  fade-*- 
« Must  fade-— to  bloom  iio  more* 

J.C.S. 

May,  1797. 
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IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL* 


£xALTEd,  Smarts  on  fasliioirs  tipV 

The  pink  of  petit-maitreshipy 

Dear  fellow,  some*  compassion  iheWf 

And  teach  me  how  to  be  a  beau. 

**  Hog !  "have  your  bair  dress'd  thrice  a-^ay,- 

**  Keep  a  pernimer's  shop  in  pay : 

**  Quote  Scraps  of  French  in  nasal  driawl, 

**  Now  fold  your  awkward  arms,  noi^  spra'wl : 

**  Die  for  ea^h  draggle-iail  you  see, 

'*  Haunt  them  at  church,  ait  park,  at  tea; 

"  And,  whispering  to  the  fair,  for  ever 

**  Grin,  as  if  what  you  said  was  clever. 

**  Want  tifne,  to  scribble  and  peruse 

''  Rhymes,  messages,  and  billet-doux  : 

*'  Shrink  nke  a  snail,  lest  Sir  John  Brute 

**  Soil  with  bis  wig  your  velvet  suit : 

**  In  the  town's  lewd  intrigues  be  Aee\ii 

**  Know  who  keep  girls,  and  whom  girls  k^p  i 

"  Ply  at  feacb  Faro  Coterie, 

**  And  sroatter  race-horse  pedigree/' 

— ^The  devil !  Smart !  if  this  be  so, 

Tis  an  egregious  thing,  a  Beau  I 

tOL.  Till.  K*  B.  H1I.0XDJ  XSQ, 
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THE  CUCKOO,  THE  NIGHTINGALE^ 

AND  THE  ASS. 

A  FABLE. 


Some  time  ago,  (like  Christian  folk. 
When  birds  and  beasts  good  English  spoke^ 
What  year  it  was  no  need  to  mention, 
Arose  a  Tery  warm  contention, 
Not  without  many  a  boastful  word, 
'Twtxt  Philomel  aiul  Cuckoo  bird, 
In  musiek's  art  who  most  exeellM, 
While  high  with  pride  their  bosoms  swell'd. 

Long  time  our  disputants  held  out, 
Each  in  his  own  opinion  stout; 
Till  of  the  sport,  at  length,  half-tir'd, 
A  parley  is  by  both  desired  ; 
On  which  it  is  determined,  since 
Neither  the  other  can  convince. 
Dispute  is  vain ;  so,  to  a  third 
The  matter  be  at  once  referred. 
Who,  weighing  it  with  due  precision^ 
Both  must  abidd  by  his  decision. 

It  chanc'd,  hard  by,  a  milkman's  Ass . 
EujoyM  in  peace  his  bit  of  grass. 
No  cares  disturbed  his  vacant  mind  ; 
In  thankful  silence  Donkey  din'd. 
On  him,  with  one  consenting  voice, 
The  rival  songsters  fix  their  choice. 
And,  without  farther  hesitation, 
Both  parties  pray  his  arbitration. 
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Music  for  him  fisw  charms  possessfed^ 
His  ear  had  discord  ne'er  distressed  ; 
From  which,  ^tis  clear,  this  simple  beast 
Was  never  at  my  Lord  Mayor's  feast. 
**  Really,  signor,''  quoth  he,  and  bow'd^ 
**  This  honour  makes  me  vastly  proud ; 
**  But,  with  your  leave,  as  I'm  a  sinner^ 
"  Just  now  I'd  rather  eat  my  dinner, 
*^  Besides,-  good  Lord  1  none  so  unfit 
*  As  I  could  here  in  judgment  sit, 
*^  Who,  would  you  think  it,  on  my  life| 
**  Scarce  know  a  fiddle  from  a  fife/' 

Now,  both  with  eagerness  reply, 
"  These  are,  dear  Sir,  but  vain  excuses  ; 
^*  This  small  request  you  can't  deny ; 
*'  You  must  not,  shall  not.  Sir,  refuse  us« 
*^  That  you're  a  judge  too  well  appears, 
''  Since  all  your  family  have  ears, 
"  We  could,  I'm  certain,  mention  twenty, 
**  And  each  a  noted  cognoscenti.'^ 
When  ev'ry  other  method  fails, 
A  spice  of  flattery  oft  prevails. 
By  this  emollient  pleading  won, 
"  Well  then,  for  once,"  cries  Mister  John- 
**  But  pray  dispatch,  for  if  you  don't* 
•*  I  really  cannot  stay,  I  won't." 

The  Cuckoo  said,  **  Aly  dearest  friend, 
**  I  only  beg  that  you'll  attend. 
•*  Observe  this  note,  how  full  and  clear ! 
**  Hark,  how  it  strikes  the  ravish'd  ear ! 
*^  To  such  distinct  articulation, 
*\  You  can't  deny  your  admiration ; 
**  And,  sure,  so  regular  a  pause 
*^  The  truest  harmony  must  cause.*^ 

Dd3 
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.  With  this  exordium  satisfied. 
After  s  clearing  hem  or  two, 
With  crest  elate,  "  Cuckoo  !"  he  cried^ 
Repeating  still,  "  Cuckoo !  Cuckoo !" 

With  many  a  rapturous  observation. 
In  some  such  modish  exclamation, 
'<  Bravo  t  benissinio  !  how  fine  1 
"  That  last  was  perfectly  divine  ! 
"  Enough/^  cries  Donkey,  **  this  will  do, 
"  Ma'am,  if  you  please,  iMl  now  hear  you." 

Waving  all  preface  and  palaver. 
To  gain  tne  long-ear'd  judge's  favour, 
Now  Eve's  sweet  songstress,  from  the  spray. 
Began  her  softl^^-plaintive  lay* 
Enraptured  with  the  thrilling  sound. 
The  grazing  herds  all  throng  around  ;  - 
While  neighbouring  birds  in  flocks  appear. 
And  even  two  ma^ies  stop  to  hear. 

The  modest  bird  pursues  her  song, 
With  tones  so  various,  clear*  and  strong. 
And  still  so  artfully  inflected. 
And  all  her  flights  so  unexpected. 
That,  had  she  piped  a  little  longer, 
The  boast  might  have  forgot  his  hunger; 
But,  happening  to  cast  bis  eye  on 
A  luscious  branch  of  dandelion,     . 
He  rudely  interrupts  the  strain. 
Braying  with  all  his  might  and  main. 
And  briefly  thus  decides  the  Case, 
With  wond'rous  sapiency  of  face-^ 
'*  You,  madam,  have  amused  us  well, 
*^  But  you,  in  method,  bir,  excel.'' 

B.  T. 


■•■'-  ^— — — —  PJ--  ■■--  — 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  itfr«  Murray,  on  the  Night  of  Mrs.  Ahmgtm*$ 
Return  to  the  Stage^  October  6,  1797i  ajhr  she  had 
been  absent  from  it  six  Years. 

BY  GEOaOE  CQLIXAN,  THE  YOUNGER,  ES9* 


Whenever  the  mind  assumes  a  pensive  cast, 
And  Memory  sits  musing  on  the  past; 
When  Melancholy  counts  each  friend  gone  by, 
True  as  Religion  strings  her  rosary, 
The  eye  grows  moist  for  many  in  silence  laid, 
And  drops  that  bead  which  Nature's  self  has  made* 
To  friends  alone,  then,  is  the  tearrdrop  due  } 
Oh,  no!  to  public  virtue — genius  too: 
Fondly  we  dwell  on  merit  Death  has  cross'd. 
On  talent  we  have  witness'd  and  have  lust. 
Here,  on  this  mimic  scene,  alas!  the  day  ! 
How  many  fleeting  time  has  snatch'd  away  { 
His  fatal  scythe,  of  late,  the  hoary  sage 
Has  swung  with  ampler  sweep  along  the  stage. 
Tardy  no  more,  he  treads  the  Drama's  ground, 
But  stiides  like  Mars,  and  mows  with  fury  round. 
Companions  of  his  course,  on  either  hand 
Death  glares — and  gentle  1  ly men  waves  his  brand* 
Here  Death  to  a  chill  grave  some  actor  carries, 
Here  Hymen  beckons — and  an  actress  marries. 
Thinned  thus  of  brilliant  talent  and  of  worth. 
Is  then  our  Drama  threatened  with  a  dearth? 
fJot  t.o,  we  trust — for  Judgment  sure  can  find 
Full  many  a  favi^uritc  still  left  behind. 
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Many  wbose  indastry  and  modest  sense 

Your  smiles  have  roellow'd  into  excellence ; 

V^hose  sparks  of  merit,  fann'd  into  a  flame 

By  Candour's  breath,  now  kindle  into  fame* 

And  if,  while  glancing  o'er  Thalia's  ground. 

The  critic  eye  some  casual  void  has  found. 

Can  she  not  fill  the  chasm  in  her  train, 

And  lure  some  favoured  votary  hack  again  ? 

Even  now  the  Muse  on  high  her  banners  rears ; 

Thalia  calls— and  Abinoton  appears  : 

yes,  Abinoton — too  long  we've  been  without  her. 

With  all  the  school  of  Garrick  still  about  her. 

Mature  in  powers,  in  playful  fancy  vernal-— 

For  Nature,  charming  Nature,  is  eternal. 

And  oh  !  while  now  a  favourite  returns, 

Whose  breast  for  you  with  grateful  passion  bums. 

Keep  up  Thalia's  cause  ! — scorn,  scof n  to  drop  it  !-r- 

And  cheef  her  priestess  who  now  comes  to  prop  it* 
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,    EPIGRAM, 

A  wsfiL-riB  Divine,  by  good  living  and  wine. 

Was  so  tortur'd  with  gout  he  no  more  could  endure  it; 
In  the  dead  of  the  night,  ere  his  suul  took  its  flighty 

He  was  join'd  by  his  wife  and  obsequious  curate. 
Tho'  they  both  wish'd  him  gone,  'tis  a  hundred  to  one^ 

You  don't  guess  their  opposite  causes  of  grieving ; 
His  spouse,  I'm  afraid,  wish'd  him  heartily  dead. 

The  curate  as  heartily  wish'd  for  his  living. 

CAiys  riT|;uEBA]r, 
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LLANGOLLEN; 

tt^rUtm  at  the  Close  of  the  Autumn^  179^. 

BT  W.   SOTHEBTy  ESQ. 


Thou  that  emboflomM  ia  the  dark  retreat 

Veii'st  from  profaner  gaze  thy  hallowed  seat,      , 

Genius  of  wild  Llangollen !  once  again 

I  turn  to  thy  rude  haunta  and  savage  reign : 

'Mid  the  grey  cliffs  that  o*er  you  heights  impend, 

O'ershadowing  mouutains  that  the  v^e  defend, 

Wood<i  whose  free  growth  the  doom  of  midnight  spreads, 

And  torrents  foaming  down  their  Hinty  heds, 

Within  thy  sheltered  solitudes  confined. 

At  distance  from  the  murmur  of  mankind, 

I  soothe  to  peace  the  cares  of  life  awhile. 

And  woo  lone  Nature  s  long-forgotten  smile. 

Lov'd  vale !  when  o'er  thee  beam'd  the  spring-tide  ray, 
And  from  thy  heights  slow  sunk  the  summer  day, 
From  thy  delightful  scenery  restrained. 
Far  off  by  fond  solicitude  detain'd, 
I  watch'd  where  pain's  wan  eye  sad  vigi]s  kept, 
Or  hung  upon  the  couch  where  languor  slept: 
Bright  Autumn  fading,  ere  my  footstep  came, 
On  the  illumin'd  forest  ceas'd  to  flame, 
But  now,  while  waning  to  his  mournful  end. 
He  sinks  from  sight  like  a  departing  friend, 
Swift  let  me  trace  the  varied  views  around, 
Spread  o'er  the  range  of  thy  enchanted  ground ; 
\Vhile  yet  upon  the  leaf  pale  hues  appear. 
And  Xhe  last  tint  yet  lingers  on  the  year ; 
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Tl^at,  lik«  the  flush  of  the  faint  hectic  strayt^ 
Wan-gleaming  as  jbe  bloom  of  life  decajs. 

While  the  retreating  shadows  of  ihe  night. 
Sail  from  yon  *  mountain's  dim-discover'd  height^ 
As  up  the  steep  my  rest)e$s  footsteps  cUphy 
And  from  the  path-way  brush  the  silver  rime. 
Mute  jare  the  melodies  that  wake  the  mom, 
And  silence  reigns  around  the  way  forlorn. 
Vain  fay  fond  wish  to  gaze  in  magic  trance 
CXer  the  unfolding  valley's  wide  expanse ; 
And  from  the  breezes  on  the  brow  inhale 
The  freshness  of  the  spirit-itirring  gale. 
Where  late,  by  eve's  pale  radiance  silver'd  o'er, 
Dee  wound  her  mazy  wave  from  shore  to  shore  ^ 
And  the  brown  fallow,  and  the  verdant  field, 
And  hill  and  dale  imroingling  shone  reveal'd  ; 
O'er  the  dank  vale^  the  vapour  streaming  wide, 
Rolls  onward  like  the  ocean's  foamy  tide  : 
Thick  darkness  lours  around,  save  where  a  beam 
Touches  the  village  spire  with  transient  gleam  ; 
Qr^  like  a  promontory's  chalky  brow. 
The  to>v'r's  hoar  crest  o'erhangs  the  flood  below. 
Dinas  f  !  more  beauteous,  thus,  in  late  decay, 
Ihy  castle,  cloth*d  with  pensive  colours  grey ; 

*  Dinas  Bran. 

t  "  Tlie  remains  q{  Dinas  Bran,  o^e  of  tl)e  primitiTC  Welsh 
f  castlesi  nearly  covier  the  summit  of  a  vast  conoid  bill,  steepiv 
f*  sloped  on  every  side^  The  founder  is  unknuwn.  In  the  reign 
f«  of  Henry  III.  it  was  the  retreat  of  Gryftyd  ap  Madog,.  who, 
*•  traiterously  confederating  with  the  English  against  his  country 
**  men,  was  obliged  to  secure  himself  from  their  vengeance  in  thi^ 
"  aerial  fastness.  On  the  death  of  Gryfiyd,  Edward  I.  ungrate* 
"  fully  bestowed  on  John,  earl  Warren,  the  wardship  of  the  eldesf 
*<  ft  n  of  his  old  ally  ;  as  he  did  that  ol  the  second  on  Roger  Mor- 
f*  timer.    These  Iqrds  caused  their  wards  to.be  droirned  nndex 


409 

jPleak  mountain!  vet  more  beaiiteoas  thus  thy  iieadi 
Untrac'd  but  by  the  stranger's  lonely  tread. 
Than  in  thy  gorgeous  day,  when  tyrant  power 
With  tropliies  hung  thy  far-*resplendent' tower : 
The  British  bard,  at  thy  unhonour'd  name, 
Points  to  the  wreck,  a  monument  of  shame  ! 
'*  So  fall  the  tow'rs,  by  vengeful  time  defac'd, 
''  That  stood  when  rebel  arms  their  strength  disgrac'd ; 
**  Moulder  the  walls  that  hid  the  traitor's  head, 
•'*  When  freedom  to  the  field  her  Britons  led. 
**  Wretch  1  that  expired'st  within  yon  rocky  moundf 
**  By  solitude  and  terror  cir/rled  round  ; 
^  Vain  was  thy  hope  on*  Edward  that  reposM  ; 
^  Vain  the  last  wish  thy  dying  breath  that  clos'd. 
**  Yet,  ere  the  requiem  bade  thee  peaceful  rest, 
^*  Scarce  cold  the  lip  that  utter'd  the  request, 
**  A  stranger's  hand  usuvp'd  thy  ancient  power, 
**  A  •stranger's  banner  glttter'd  on  thy  tower. 
'^  Lo  I  the  defenders  grateful  Edward  gave, 
^  To  soothe  thy  spirit  hov'ring  o'er  thy  grave. 
**  Stern  Avarice  and  Murder  stalk  around, 
^*  Sole  guardians,  thy  forsaken  infants  found. 
**  No  |>arent  on  their  death-bed  drops  the  tear ; 
No  parent  strews  \f  ith  flow'rs  their  honoured  bie^ 
Bat  the  rude  hinds  their  fate  obscure  bewail, 
**  Trac'd  in  the  strange  traditionary  talc  ; 
''  And  village  giris  point  weeping  to  the  wave 
^  Where  iairies  floated  o'er  their  wat'ry  grave.' 

So  fly  the^roams  deluded  youth  recalls. 
So  fade  the  giories  of  the  Gothic  halls ! 

«*  ^alt-bridge,  and  took  possession  of  their  e»tate.  An  obacore 
•*  tradition  of  their  murder  Has  current  in  the  country*  under  the 
«<  fable  ol  two  voung  fairies,  who  had  been  there  deatroyed  in  thit 
«*  manaer."'— iV r(iiaiit*i  T^tir  m  WaU»» 


fp 
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Wh^er  the  cattle  reared  its  flatelj  headp 
Oppression  prowi'd  aioundy  by  murder  fed. 
Above  the  banquet  foamM,  and  unrestrained 
Riotls  swdn  lip  the  overflowing  goblet  drained; 
While  in  the  dungeon's  gloomy  cave  beneath 
LurkM  famine,  list'ning  to  the  cry  of  deaths 
Stern  age !  at  distance  fair  thy  glories  gleam^ 
And  soft  the  lustre  of  thy  setuos  beam. 
Thus,  when  ^e  storm,  that  hid  the  golden  day^ 
Has  sunk  into  the  west,  and  fades  away ; 
While  on  the  furthest  kill  dark  $hadows  lour. 
The  sun- beams  strike  on  the  receding  show'r, 
Fr6m  the  illumin'd  cloud  gay  colours  shine. 
And  a. new  radiance  gilds  its  swift  decline. 
The  cataract,  that  from  yoo  Alpine  dale 
Hoarse  thunders  on  the  wide-resounding  gale, 
Lures  me  to  darksome  paths,  where  Deva  roars,  • 
And  sweeps  with  torrent  Hood  the  sounding  shores. 
Clear  are  the  mountain  streams  that  Cambria  lave, 
Beauteous  the  wooded  banks  that  shade  the  wave ; 
Fair-blooming  on  their  glades  the  vernal  flowers, 
And  sweet  the  bird  tliat  haunts  their  summer  bowers : 
Yet  nor  the  wooded  bank,  their  streams  that  shades. 
Their  silver  currents,  or  their  flow'ry  glades. 
Charm,. like  the  Dee's  wild  course,  that  varying  leads 
To  rocks,  dark  groves,  deep  glens,  and  sunny  meads ; 
Beauties  that  interchange  with  new  delight. 
Shift  like  a  scene  of  magic  on  the  sight. 
As  bending  o'er  the  bank,  in  pensive  mood, 
I  gaze  upon  the  swjft^desccnding  flood  ; 
Torrents  from  crag  to  crag  that  ccascle&s  thrown, 
Wear  the  rough  rocks,  and  smooth  the  polish'd  stone; 
Then  whiri'd  in  eddies  round  the  echoing  cave, 
Silver  With  flecpy  foam  the  distant  wave ; 
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Visions  of  ascient  glory  swarm  arotmdl. 
And  the  dark  glen  becomes  enchanted  ground  j 
Warm  inspiration  views  the  wizards  hoar 
That  listen'd  to  the  floods  prophetic  roar ; 
And  as  the  wave  its  changeful  *  current  roird. 
The  fpte  of  iiationsy  fall  of  kinp  foretold* 
Bold  lour  at  intervals  the  heights  around^ 
Orb  within  orb,  by  Druid  temples  crown'd. 
Half  hi4.beaeath  the  earth  huge  cromlechs  bend. 
And  Xhe  tall  qarneddss  less'ning  piles  ascend. 
Dark  on  the  mountain's  tempest- beaten  bea4, 
Bude  British  forts  their  massy  bulwarks  spread ; 
And  oft  when  time  has  battered  down  the  pilesi 
And  peace  on  the  forgotten  station  smiles; 
Though  long  the  summer  sun,  and  winter  snow, 
Has  mellow'd  the  deep  soil  that  turfs  their  brow. 
The  rich  grass. spiring  o'er  the  sheep*fed  heath. 
Points  out  the  levelled  turrets  sunk  beneath. 
Thus  where  of  old  the  light'ning's  dneaded  st^oka 
On  tha  wide  plain  in  curving  flashes  broke, 
Year  after  year  the  verdant  circles  spring, 
And  shepberd«'boys  retrace  the  fairy  ring. 

Pure  Dec  !  swift  welling  forth  from  lUran  hoazi 
Where  Arthur  f  listenM  to  the  wizard's  lore  ; 
Regions,  where  fancy  yvanders  unconliu'd, 
And  visionary  day-d reams  soothe  the  mind  ; 
From  yo^T  lov'd  hannt«,  triumphant  Cambria  leads 
Alqng  lilidcrnion's  iairy.tootcd  meads, 
To  point  the  mound  tl^at  Gwynedd's  camp  inclos^i 
And  bless  tl^c  soil  where  {ifc^erty  repos'd* 


*  Dravton's  Poly.    Soiig  X« 

t  Fttiry  QHeeii>  J^k  I.  Cniito  i^ 
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Fresh  fall  the  dews  ou  Corwen's  *  fertile  hetd. 
And  genial  gales  eternal  verdure  spread ; 
There  down  the  steep  the  watchful  warrior  bold| 
In  fateful  hour  the  storm  of  battle  roU'd ; 
And  while  the  moantaio  deluges  afiir. 
Flooded  the  vales,  and  swept  the  ranks  of  war» 
Before  pale  Henry's  van  rubh'd  flight  and  fear. 
And  pestilence  and  famine  dog^d  his  rear. 

Onward,  with  frequent  pause,  with  fond  delay. 
To  Corwen's  height  oft  bending  back  my  way, 
Along  the  maies  of  the  neigbbouring  glades  fy 
Through  desarts  rude,  and  unfrequented  shades, 
I  trace  the  caves,  and  deep  recesses  hoar, 
That  roof 'd  the  war-worn  head  of  wild  Glendore. 
'Mid  yon  dark  cliffs,  whose  woods  romantic  wreathe 
Athwart  the  wave  that  winds  their  roots  beneath, 
WhenWar*s  keen  blood-hounds  prest  their  weary 'd  prey. 
Couch 'd  in  his  lair  awhile  the  chieftain  lay  ( 
Alone  the  mountain  berry  gave  him  food, 
And  his  sole  drink  chill  Deva's  troubled  flood. 

Warrior  !  I  trace  thee  not  by  victory  crown'd, 
When  regal  honours  beam'd  thy  brow  around ; 
The  songs  of  other  days  thy  fame  record. 
And  British  miristrels  dwell  on  Cambria's  lord. 
Touch'd  by  the  strain,  at  twilight's  haunted  hour. 
Oft  as  1  stra/d  beneath  thy  ruin'd  tower, 
Metbought  the  Druid  harp,  the  haunts  among, 
To  many  a  note  of  echoing  triumph  rung, 

*  Corwen  is  celebrated  in  the  Welch  annals  for  the  ▼ictory 
gained  by  Owen  Gw^nedd,  in  ll65f  over  the  forces  of  Henry  IL 

+  Glyn-dwrdwy«  or  the  valley  of  the  Dee,  the  patrimony  of  the 
famous  Owen  Glendore.  Not  a  vestige  of  his  mansion  remains* 
In  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  it  is  related  that  he  was  forced  to  shel- 
ter himself  iu  caves  and  desart  places  from  the  fary  of  his  enemies. 
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^Vhikp  from  the  slumber  of  their  long  repose. 
Forms  of  old  kings,  and  British  warriors  rose. 
Lo  !  where  her  phantoms  wizard  Fancy  led. 
Untrodden  heaths,  and  silent  desarts  spread. 
In  vain  I  seek  where  luxury's  festal  pyre 
Flash'd  on  the  rocks  around  a  gleaming  fire ; 
When  the  lost  wanderer,  'mid  the  storms  of  night, 
Look'd  up,  and  blcss'd  the  hospitable  light* 
No  scattered  ruins  o'er  the  waste  extend. 
O'er  their  rent  base  no  tumbling  turrets  bend  ; 
Ko  broken  bastion  lies  with  moss  o'ergrowu. 
No  fragment  of  a  grey  and  mould'ring  stone* 

Sorrowing  I  turn,  and  through  the  birchen  shades, 
That  sweep  o'er  Llandysilio's  shelter'd  glades, 
Seek  the  deserted  fane,  when  day-light  smiles 
Through  the  rent  roof,  and  dim-discover'd  aisles. 
Vale  ot  the  cross  *  !  let  other  bards  explore 
Thy  sylvan  scenes,  green  heights,  and  mountains  hoar ; 
The  rill's  soft  lapse  thy  sloping  turf  that  laves, 
The  wood's  wild  growth  that  o'er  thy  abbey  waves  : 
Let  others  gaze  upon  the  solemn  hues 
Time's  mellowing  touches  on  the  st«>ne  diffuse. 
And  Qnsunn'd  damps  that,  mould'ring  where  they  fall. 
Stream  in  rich  stains,  and  picture  o'er  the  wall* 
I  pause— ->to  voluntary  woes  resign'd, 
Aiid  lenient  grief  that  leaves  a  balm  behind. 

Half  of  the  destin'd  days  of  life  are  o'er, 
Gone  like  a  dream  of  night,  to  rise  no  more ! 
Like  a  lone  pilgrim,  by  sad  penance  led, 
Fi'om  Po's  green  banks,  or  Arno's  fiow'ry  bed* 

*  The  abbey  of  Vtllc  Cmcis  was  a  house  of  Ciiteitianf»  iboiided 
i^  the  year  ItOO* 
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Far  off,  o'er  northern  solitudes  to  roanii 

Whoy  midway,  musing  on  the  toils  to  come 

Upon  the  Alpine  boundary's  lofty  crest. 

Lingers  awhile  his  weary'd  limbs  to  rest : 

There,  as  on  either  side,  the  realms  extend, 

Whence  iirst  he  wander'd,  where  his  wand'ring^  end  j 

Bends  wistful  to  the  regions  left  behind* 

And  loud  exclaims,  in  agony  o^mind  : 

**  Land  !  where  each  gale  like  vernal  fragrance  UoirSi 

"  Where  winter's  sun  on  rip'ninj^  plenty  glows; 

"  Where,  ever  as  I  past,  the  path  around, 

"  Bloom'd  with  fresh  flowers,   and  pendant  fruitage 

crown'd ; 
**  Hills,  whose  lone  tops  with  lighted  chantries  beamM, 
**  Vales,  in  whose  nightly  gloom  the  convents  sleamM; 
**  Retreats,  beneath  whose  shelter  peace  repos  d, 
**  And  the  tranc'd  eye  in  blissful  visions  clos'd. 
**  Farewell !  down  yon  rude  tract  forlorn  I  go, 
**  O'er  pathless  solitudes,  o'er  wastes  of  snow. 
**  Heaven  wills— fond,  hopeless  wish,  no  more  rebel ; 
**  Be  with  this  tear  forgotten ;— so,  farewell  !** 

Thus,  from  this  mid-way  bourn,  my  pausing  eyt 
Beholds  beneath  life's  varying  journeys  lie : 
O'er  the  fair  retrospect,  thus  memory  cast, 
Turns  ling'ring  to  the  dreams  of  pleasure  past. 

Pilgrim  !  thou  once  again  may'st  haunt  the  bowV 
Where  fond  affection  nurs'd  thy  infant  hour, 
And  lay  thee  down  in  age  within  the  glade. 
Where  innocence  and  thoughtless  childhood  play'd  ; 
But  never,  once  past  o'er,  shall  man  be  found 
To  sport  again  un  youth's  enchanted  ground. 
Then,  oh  1  thou  morn  of  life,  man's  vernal  prime. 
Light  joys  that  wave  the  downy  wings  of  time ; 
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Healthy  whose  bright  glow  on  roseate  vigour  bloom*d ; 

Pure  innocence,  whose  smile  each  look  illumin'd ; 

Gay  sprightlinets,  from  vivid  wonder  sprang  $ 

Fancy,  that  sparkl'd  life's  new  scenes  among ; 

Dreams  of  delight,  where  rapt  illusion  wrought 

A  golden  age,  more  fair  than  poets  taught ; 

Pensive  I  bid  your  fleeting  charms  farewell. 

And  breathe  a  sigh  o'er  the  dissolving  spell. 

Though  youth,  at  times,  not  unchastis'd  by  woe, 

Has  wander'd  in  the  gloomy  vale  below  ; 

Yet  back,  returning  still,  its  journey  lay 

Through  life's  illumin'd  path  and  (low'ry  way. 

Bright  on  each  year  the  sun  ojf  hope  arose. 

And  meek  content  srail'd  peaceful  at  its  closes. 

Then,  while  I  pause  upon  the  awful  doom 

That  waits  me,  bending  downward  to  the  tomb^ 

Check'd  be  the  thought,  that,  not  without  a  crime, 

Saddens  o'er  boded  misery  ere  its  time. 

Still  be  firm  faith  and  meek  submission  mine. 

To  bear  the  lot  of  man  at  life's  decline. 

So  shall  I  not  when  Nature  claims  her  debt. 

Mourn  o'er  past  youth  with  vain  and  weak  regret ; 

Mor  perish  my  unprofitable  birth, 

Like  a  fleet  shadow  passing  o'er  the  earth* 


EPIGRAM. 

fEOM     ££SaiVO. 


GauDOi  leaves  the  poor  his  whole  possessions  nearly  :• 
He  means  hit  next  of  kin  should  weep  sincerely. 
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IMITATION  OF  MARTIAL 


Fri^bls,  while  you  with  pride  advance 

Your  long  establishment  in  France, 

By  Paris  air  and  taste  refin'd 

To  something  of  the  monkey  kind  } 

Whene'er  we  gossip,  why  lug  in 

Some  term  significant  of  kin  ? 

Why  brother  countryman^  Td  know, 

To  IM,  John  Bull  from  top  to  toe  ? 

Say»  where  does  the  resemblance  strike^ 

And  how  are  we  so  very  like  ? . 

A  score  of  curls  in  fluttering  state 

Embellish  your  luxuriant  fiate : 

My  close-shom  poll  and  scanty  scut^ 

Aflect  the  smug  Tom  Onslow  cut ; 

Your  powders,  essences,  and  slops, 

From  twenty  advertising  shops, 

Creams,  pastes,  pomades,  and  drugs,  would  pb8# 

The  veriest  perfumer's  nose. 

My  sole  cosmetic  soap,  I  ween, 

I  ply  the  pump,  and  think  Vm  clean  i 

Your  languishing  falsetto  note 

Scarce  steals  in  whispers  from  your  throat  i 

Bly  boisterous  voice  from  leathern  lungs^ 

Otttbawls  a  dosen  ^hmen's  tongues. 

Hence  we're  no  more  alike,  I  gather^ 

Thau  Pacchierotti  and  bis  father. 
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but  if  we  must  alliance  claim. 
Because  our  native  soil's  the  same^ 
And  you  persist,  howe'er  absurd , 
To  brother  me  at  every  word, 
ni  call  you,  set  your  minil  at  ease, 
My  iUtcTf  Fribbie,  when  yoii  please, 

N,  B.  HALHBlyi  ISO* 
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Imitation  of  martial. 

Dbar  Sam,  who  the  camp  and  the  pulpk  have  tried^ 
You  ask  me  what  system  of  life  I  should  choose : 

To  manage  my  oWn  little  farm  is  my  pride, 

And  to  lounge  where  I  like  iii  my  dirty  old  shoes* 

In  a  patron's  chill  vestibule  t?hy  should  I  freeze, 
Why  dance  up  and  down  at  the  doors  of  the  great ; 

When  to  warm  my  own  hearth  I  can  clip  my  own  trees. 
And  pursue  my  own  game  on  my  own  small  estate  ? 

Who  would  angle  for  meals  that  can  catch  his  own  fish? 

As  the  honey  unbought  what  desert  half  so  sweet  f 
Give  me  egg;5  of  my  own,  in  a  clean  wooden  dish, 

And  my  hind's  lusty  daughter  to  cook  up  the  treat*' 

While  for  health  I  can  plough,  and  for  exercise  dig, 
May  the  wretch  who  dislikes  me,  my  system  forbear  i 

May  he  veil  his  grey  locks  in  an  alderman'ti  wig. 
Grow  gouty  while  Sheriff,  and  die  when  Lord  Mayor! 

ir.  B.  HAIiHBD»  ftSQ. 

f(^h.  tnu  B  e 
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SONNET 


OK   THE   author's   BIRTH-DAT. 


]^ow  (torn  the  orient  o'er  the  laughing  earth 
The  sun  obliquely  darts  his  ruddy  ray. 
And  in  unclouded  glory  leads  the  day, 

That  first  au&picious  dawn'd  upon  my  birth : 

Ifet  not  with  songs  of  joy  and  festive  mirth 
Can  I  this  rising  day  salute,  as  they, 
Who,  when  they  turn  their  actions  to  survey, 

With  every  added  year  see  added  worth. 

Me,  as  my  noon  of  manhood  hastens  on, 
Fierce  and  more  fierce,  the  heats  of  passion  bum; 
In  vain  with  many  a  fleeting  cloud  overcast ; 

For  soon  the  transitory  gloom  is  gone. 
And, soon,  forth-breaking  bright,  those  heats  return^ 
Tiii  th«  cool  eve  of  wcslaring  age  to  la^t J 
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SONNET 


^  MRS.  H.  OK  TBE  BIRTH  07  A  SOIT* 


* 


FiRRCB  are  the  pangs  that  rend  the  tortured  frame, 
When'frdm  ibn  ktb'ring  woteb^  the  encrea^ng  throM 
To  liiSd  at  length  the  straggling  birth  disdoM : 

Td  woman  such  the  doom  eternal  tame. 

But  who  the  counsels  of  the  AlUwise  shall  blame  f 
From  plemmne  pain^  from  pain  too  pleasnve  flowi. 
And  how  the  joy  which  in  thy  bosom  glowvj 

Pix^d  on  that  infiint  form>  thy  ey^es  prodlaimk 

O  may  that  joy  the  test  of  years  abide ; 

.   Mary  nerer  siren  Vice's  flattering  strtiin. 

Tarn  him  from  Virtue's  steady  course  aside !' 
May  he  with  pious  hand  thy  age  sustain, 

Like  *  her,  who  now  in  beauty's  opening  pride, 
Widi  ready  duty  cheers  this  hour  of  paiil. 

•  A  dftoghter  of  Mrs.  H.  liace  married  to  an  Offi6cr,aow  in  tfaj^ 
£ut.Iadxei. 
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SONNET 


WRItTEir   AT IN  tiAMPSalRB^ 


As  Nature  fondly  View'd  with  coAs^iots  pride 
This  airy  brow,  with  waving  forests  crowu'd, 
Th'  expanse  of  varied  green,  and  hills,  that  bound 

The  rich  domain,  "  Mine  be  the  praise,"  she  cried. 

*^  Not  thine  alone,  my  sister,''  Art  replied: 

**  I  cloath'd  in  livelier  green  the  various  ground  ; 
**  And  here  with  circling  woods  this  brow  embfown^d^ 

**  There  spotted  with  thin  shade  yon  mountain's  side/' 

^*  Yes;''  Nature  said  ;  ''  with  thee  that  praise  I  shares 
**  View  then  this  beauty  where  alone  I  reign ; 
**  Where  Art  has  added,  and  can  add  no  grace/' 

Her  haughty  rival  with  the  insulting  air 

Of  mockery  turn'd  ;  but,  when  upon  the  plaia 
She  saw  *  belina,  blushing,  vcil'd  her  face, 

*  Wife  of  the  gentlemiD,  whose  Kit  U  the  subject  of  the  Sonnet 
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WEITTBy  AT  THE  BAME  PLACE  OV  THE  BIRTH 

OF  TWINS. 


O  spRUVG  of  virtuous,  and  of  gentle  race ! 
Sweet  buds  of  infancy,  whose  secret  roots^ 
Together  spread  their  intermingled  shoots. 

Though  now  ye  branch  dissever'd  from  th'  embrace. 

As  now  the  bloom  unfolding  on  the  face 
With  fond  presage  my  friendly  muse  salutes, 
So  may  your  minds  too  blossom ;  may  the  fruits 

Of  wise  and  good  your  riper  season  grace ! 

O  brothers,  whom,  as  yet  unborn  ye  l4y> 
Nature  united  !  may  no  treacherous  wiles 
Of  foes  divide  you,  no  domestic  strife ; 

5trife  only  which  shall  best  with  love  repay 
Her  love,  who  fondly  gazing  on  your  smiles, 
forgets  iu  joy  the  pangs  that  gave  you  life* 


4^2 


SONNET 


TO   TSS   9*    FAMlI^y  OF   BRI9T0|.. 


Peace  to  this  roof  I  nor  can  Ibe  wish  be  Tain, 

Where  choice  approves,  whom  Nature  bade  be  dear; 
Where  filial  duty  builds  on  loye  her  fear, 

And  power  paternal  on  the  will  his  reign. 

Peace  to  the  bosoms  pf  this  virgin  train ! 
When  love  from  Mary's  lute  lamentSi  ao  tear 
Tell  ever  that  ye  know  those  pangs  severe ; 

Ko  sigh  breathe  discord  on  your  mingled  strait^* 

Live  happy  you.    I  (Such  the  imperious  law         ' 
Of  strong  necessity)  for  that  repose, 
Which  here  my  prayers  divide,  in  vain  must  pine ; 

For  in  the  unsocial  cloyster  doom'd  to  draw 
My  lingering  days,  while  yet  this. bosom  glows 
With  youthful  ardour,  how  can  peace  be  mine  I 
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SONNET 


TO  LIBERTY. 


Just  guardian  of  man's  social  bliss  !  for  thee 
The  paths  of  danger  gladly  would  I  tread } 
For  thee,  contented  join  the  glorious  dead 

Who  nobly  scornM  a  life  that  was  not  free. 

But,  worse  than  death,  it  pains  my  soul  to  see 
The  Lord  of  ruin,  by  wild  Uproar  led. 
Hell's  first-born.  Anarchy,  exalt  his  head^ 

And  sei^e  thy  throne,  and  bid  us  bow  the  knee« 

What  though  his  iron  sceptre,  blood-embrued, 
Crush  half  the  nations  with  resistless  might  $ 

Never  shall  this  firm  spirit  be  subdued : 
In  chains,  in  exile,  still  the  chanted  rite, 

O  Liberty !  shall  flow  to  thee  renew'd  ; 
O  still  be  sea«gtrt  Albion  thy  delight ! 

B«  A.  D« 

1798, 
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SONNET 


TO  THE  RIVER  EMONT,  CUMBERLAf?P. 


BT.  MK.  CHARLES   LLOTD. 


Sweet  siiqple  stream^  th?  shallow  waves  th^t  glide^ 

In  peaceful  murmurs,  o'er  thy  stony  bed-r- 
Sweet  simple  stream,  the  gleams  of  eventide, 

That  ou  thy  banks  their  mellowing  colours  shed^ 
Befit  the  temper  of  ipy  restless  mind  ! 

For  while  I  hear  thy  waves,  and  see  t;he  glean^ 
Of  latest  eve,  afar  from  human  ^ind, 

To  linger  here,  unknown,  I  fondly  dream 
I  snatch  Qiy  flute,  and  breathe  a  soften'd  lay ; 

Then,  melting,  view  it  as  an  only  friend  ! 
And  oft  I  wonder  much,  that  while  so  gay, 

And  all  unthinking,  others  onward  bend, 
I  here  should  sadly  linger,  and  rejoice 
To  hear  a  loue  stream,  or  the  flute's  soft  voice. 

1797. 
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SONNET 


TO  LOCH  LOMOND. 


BT  THE  SAME, 


liOXOVD !  thy  rich  and  variegated  scene, 
Fantastic  now — now  dignified,  severe; 

Thy  tufted  underwood,  of  darker  green. 
Thine  arrowy  pines,  that  mock  the  rolling  year; 
Thy  soft  diversity  of  sweeping  bays, 

Friug'd  with  each  shrub,  and  edg'd  with  tenderest  turf, 
V^here,  as  the  attenuated  north-gale  plays, 

The  wild  flowers  mingle  with  the  harmless  surf; 
Thy  loifg,  protsacted  lake,  expansive  now 

(Boldly  diversified  with  wood-crow n'd  isles) 
Imprisoned  wnp  by  rocks,  on  whose  stern  brow, 

Clad  with  cold  heath,  the  Summer  scarcely  smiles-— 
I  welcome y«ivr/ii%  /  and  hail  in  theci 
The  wildest  shapings  of  sublimity. 


♦f€ 


SONNET 

TO  A  WOOD-PIGEON, 

(WftlTTEN  IN  A  BOAT9  0^  LOCH  LOMOND,  ON  SEEING  ONB 
OART  INTO  A  COrSEy  ON  ONE  OF  THE  ISLANDS  OP  THE 
LAKE.)    ' 

BY  THE  SAME* 


Whither,  lene  wandereiv^wbithe?  art  thou  flown 

To  what  sequestered  bower  or  gloomy  dell  f-^ 
Say,  dost  thou  go  where  sorrow  is  unknown, 

Wbere  trouble  never  enters,  dost  thou  dwell  I 
Lend  me  thy  wing  then,  tenant  of  these  shades  I 

Lend  me  thy  wing^thy  gentle  aid  impart. 
For  I  would  fain  explore  these  wisard  glades, 

And  shun  the  feeblest  trace  of  human  att  ( 
Oh  !  kindly  guide  me  to  a  cuve  qf  nighty  * 

So  wild,  so  very  secret,  so  unknown. 
That  not  impervious  only  to  the  iigkif 

The  callous  mind  its  power  may  also  own  ; 
And,  darkened  Memory,  ceasing  to  inform, 
A  wretch  may  shelter  from  mislortune's  stornit 
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SONNET 


TQ  THE  SABBATH, 


BT  TBS  SAMK, 


An  t  quiet  day,  I  oft  recall  the  time. 
When  I  did  phase  my  childish  sluggishness 
(The  **  rear  of  darkness  lingering  stiir)  to  dress 
In  due  sort  for  thy  coming :  the  first  chime 
Of  blithsome  bells,  that  ushered  in  the  morn, 
Caroird  to  me  of  rest  and  simplest  mirth : 
Twas  then  all  happiness  on  the  wide  earth 
To  gaze !  I  little  dreamt,  that  man  was  born 
For  aXight  bi^t  wholesome  toil  and  holiest  praise. 
Thanking  that  Cod  who  made  him  to  rejoice ! 
But  I  am  changed  now  !  nor  could  I  raise 

My  sunken  spirit,  at  thy  well-known  voice; 
But  that  thou  seemest  soothingly  to  say, 
'^  Look  up  poor  mourner,  to  a  better  dayj* 
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SONNET 


BT  THE   SAMB* 


Did  I  not  sometimes  breathe  an  anxious  sigh 
Beyond  this  heartless  wilderness  of  men 
Heavenward;  and  did  not  Faith,  with  piercing  ken. 
Steal  on  the  solitary  hour,  and  dry 
Each  tear  ;  and  with  such  calming  kindliness, 
'  As  might  persuade  poor  Lunacy  to  sleep, 
Each  wayward  aching  in  oblivion  steep ; 
I  long  ere  now  had  fainted  !  Me  to  bless 
Love  never  comes — nor  Hope,  "  that  comes  to  all!" 

Strange  desolation,  bursting  from  above, 
Darkens  each  earthly  scene  !  My  God  !  I  call 
On  thee,  ere  yet  Grief's  cankering  worm  consume 
Life's  "  sear  and  yellow  leaf:"  O  may  it  bloom 
With  HER,  the  lostfriatd,  in  the  realms  of  Love ! 
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SONNET 


TO  A  FRIEND. 


£T  ME.  CHARLES  LAMB. 


Frieko  ot  my  earliest  years  and  childish  days, 
^y  joys  my  sorrows,  thou  with  roe  hast  shared^ 
Companion  dear,  and  we  alike  have  fared 

(Poor  pilgrims  we)  through  life's  unequal  wayt« 

It  were  unwisely  done,  should  We  refuse 
To  cheer  our  path  as  fcatly  as  we  may. 

Our  lonely  path  to  cheer,  as  travellers  use, 
'  With  merry  song,  quaint  tale,  or  roundelay  } 

And  we  will  sometimes  talk  past  troubles  o'er. 
Of  mercies  shewn,  and  all  our  sickness  healed, 
And  in  his  judgments  God  remembering  love; 

And  we  will  learn  to  praise  God  evermore, 
For  those  glad  tidings  of  great  joy  revealed 
By  that  sopth  Messenger  sent  from  above. 


4S0 


SONNET 


BY   THE   SAMBi 


The  Lord  of  life  shakes  off  his  drowsihed^ 
And'^ns  to  sprinkle  on  the  earth  below 
Those  rays  that  from  his  shaken  kicks  do  ilow| 

Meantime,  by  truant  love  of  rambling  led, 

I  turn  my  back  on  thy  detested  walls, 
Proud  City  !  and  thy  sons  I  leave  befaindi 
A  sordid,  selfish,  money-getting  kind ; 

Brute  things,  who  shut  their  ears  when  Freedom  calli. 

I  pass  not  thee  so  lightly,  well-known  spire. 
That  minded  me  of  many  a  pleasure  gone^ 
Of  merrier  days,  of  love  and  Islington  ; 

Kindling  afresh  the  flames  of  past  desirew 

And  I  shall  muse  on  tfaee^  slow  journeying  ofii 

To  the  green  pltuns  of  pleasant  Hertfordshire. 
X795. 
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SONNET 


TO    LOVE. 


Though  doomM,  alas !  to  slied  th*  unpftiect  tear^ 

And  breathe  unheard  the  sigh  that  rends  roy  breast> 
Though  ne'er  the  seraph  voice  of  Hope  I  hcar^ 

Soft  whispering  to  my  anguish'd  spirit—"  rest.!*' 
Yet  dear  to  me,  too  dear,  O  Love  I  the  sighs 

That  with  expressive  voice  my  sorrows  speak  ; 
The  tear  that,  stealing  from  my  languid  eyeS| 

Oft  slowly  wanders  down  my  fading  clieek« 
While  yet  on  earth  I  sadly  lingering  stray, 

The  tear,  the  sigh,  by  thee  inspirM,  be  mine : 
Still  from  my  bosom  chase  the  fiend  away. 

Whose  sullen  influence  chills  thy  flame  divine* 
Lord  oF  ipy  soul !  I  would  not  change  thy  woes. 
For  such  cold|  lifeless  calm,  as  Apathy  bestows  ! 

E.  A>  9. 
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SONNET 


TO  THE  EOLIAN  HARP. 


W  iLD  Harp !  at  midnigbt's  awe-inspiring  houf, 

When  to  the  moon  the  wandering  spectre  moans, 
While  sighs  the  blast  through  yonder  moss-clad  towef^ 

I  love  to  sit  and  listen  to  thy  tones* 
Full-fraught  with  rapture,  on  the  gale  now  floats 

A  strain  that  seems  from  lyres  angelic  stole ; 
And  now,  soft  warbling,  thy  melodious  notes, 

With  soothing  sweetness,  steal  into  the  soul. 
But,  far  more  sweet  to  me,  when,  from  thy  string^^ 

Pale  Melancholy,  viewless  gliding  by,  .  • 

On  my  tranced  ear  congenial  music  flings^ 

That  calls,  responsive,  from  ray  breast  the  sigh* 
Beneath  her  hand  I  bend  a  willing  slave,  " 
And  bless  the  power  that  sioks  me  to  the  grave. 

E.  A*  D» 
1791. 
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SONNET, 


wn^tiir  iris  Alt  Air  010  HAVftioir  at  hivitiobx. 


dftfa 


stt 


Is  spiry  tnrrets!  ye  embattled  walls! 
•  On  which  d^tFDying  Time  fulUloug  hathfrownMt 
While  ou  your  dusky  crest  the  moon-beam  falls. 

Pensive  I  stray  your  mournful  splendours  round ; 

And,  oft  awak'd  from  musing,  list  the  sound 
Of  the  far  distant  belli  or  the  shrill  tone 

That  breaks  from  yon  dark  groTe^  with  Vapours 
crown'd, 
Where,  while  the  bteeees  mid  the  foliage  moan, 

Deep-bosom'd  sits,  and  shrieks,  the  owlet  lone. 

Dear  to  my  bosom,  pi^rc'd  by  many  a  wound. 
Thou  mouldering  pile,  is  thy  congenial  gloom ! 

,For  here  may  I  \indulge  in  thought  profound, 
Mourn  Joys  that  perishM  ere  their  perfect  bloom. 
And  sigh  for  that  repose  which  dwells  but  in  the  tomb* 


B.  A.  D* 


1796. 


VOL.  VICI. 


f  f 
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'^OJfl4fe1>, 


LAKE  WITH  MUSIC  tV  TBS  CKRISTKAS  Of  179^ 


Wmv,  '^ikHk'^i  dript>?Kg,  llMugb  tfie  ^teiert  wa^te 

In  sad  dt!s;iohd«nte  rdV'd  tb^  slHpwreck'd  traib. 
And,  inly  miisihg  on  tlieir  B^hgets  past,. 

With'spet^chless  tierror  eyM  the  foaming  maiil^ 
Then,  lightly  htjiterrng  in  the  IrouWed  sky, 

Ihittibrtal  Ariel  ttin'dthe  silver  lyre, 
And  gently  shed  the  balm  of  tranquil  joy 

On  hearts  responsive  to  th^  quivering  wire. 
So  'mid  these  lengthening  ^ilds  and  barren  moors. 

While  pouifs  the  rain  and  howk  the  stormy  wind. 
The  pensive  stranger  marks  the  whitening  shores^ 

And  dltrksome  melancholy  clouds  his  mind : 
But  when  the  tuneful  Sisters  touch  the  strings, 
Wak'd  by  the  dulcet  iKmnd,  Joy  *waT€8  his  li^tsotei 
wings. 

W.  SHSPBBlitl. 


4d^ 


SOKNET 


TO  HOPE. 


*        • 


Wii£R£  sil^ut  woods  tlieif  dreary  shade  extendi 

And  give  new  horrors  to  the  gloom  of  night. 
If  chance  the  swain  his  fault'ring  foptsteps  be^^ 

In, terror  pausing  for  some  friendly  light. 
How  gladsopie  beats  his  he^rt  when  thro'  the  glad^ 

Piercing  the  clouds  he  sees  the  moon's  mild  ray. 
Onward  he  springs,  with  light  and  rigorous  trea^i 

And  hfuls  the  empress  of  the  fainter  d^y»*r- 
Thus,  while  thro'  life's  uncertain  paths  I  rove, 

Should  dark  despondence  spread  the  gathering  ^oom^ 
May  Hopes  soft  lustre,  streaming  from  above, 

Dispel  the  bodings  of  a  mournful  doom ; 
And  when  jsftd  friendship  m^ijn*  my  parting  bi^th, 

May  Hope's  benignant  beam  illume  the  vale  of  death* 

WILLIAM  BBMXBXn* 
Yf2 
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iSONNET. 


Harriot  !  tho'  sorrow  and  the  injttiy 
Of  faithless  man  are  marked  upon  my  bfoW 
Indelible;  tho'  on  my  sunken  cheek 
Of  fftding  hues,  Qsarprng  flushes  spenk 
Health's  slow  decline ;  yet  can  I  smile  with  thee, 
And  fn  thy  converse  all  those  pleasures  know 
Which  tranquil  miuds^  unwarp'd  by  worldly  woe^ 
Taste  unalloy'd  in  virttfous  sympathy^ 
Harriot !  the  cheering  influence  of  thy  smiles^ 
From  harassed  memory,  sickening  at  the  view 
Of  sorrows  piist,  which  my  dark  thoughti  pursue. 
When  I  revert,  the  lonely  hours  beguiles, 
And  calms  my  mind.     80  the  afar-seen  light 
Greets  the  benighted  wand'rer's  wear/d  sight* 

B«  w.  B, 
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SONNET. 


Harkiot,  the  smile  that  plays  upoo  thy  cheek. 
Whene'er  I  greet  thee;  and  the  thrilling  glance 
Of  those  bright  orbs,  that  wajses  me  from  the  trance 
Where  reason  ponders,  to  my  faint  heart  speak 
Love's  language;  ardently  pould  I  rejoice 
In  such  sweet  tokens;  but  I  fear  thine  eye 
Has  learnt  to  beam  with  Love's  hypocrisy ; 
And  Siren  wiles  dwell  in  thy  tuneful  voice ; 
For  now  of  studied  eloquenpe  thy  tongue 
Yields  to  the  ti^k,  lyhich,  to  my  list'ning  sense* 
Was  wont  of  yore  such  magic  charn^s  dispense. 
That  on  thy  lips  my  trembling  spirit  hung, 
Waiting  new  life. — Oh  I  free  me  from  my  pain— » 
3peak6  as  erewhil^  that  I  mi^y  love  again. 

B*  Wf  If* 


m 


5  0  N  K  KT 


TO  SLEEP. 


Oh,  gentle  Sleep !  cotild  I  command  tby  power 
To  bind  my  senses  in  thy  magic  sw&y, 

And  let  unfetter'd  Fancy  freely  play, 
Through  the  wild  mystery  of  the  midnight  houf ; 
Borne  on  thy  softest  pinions,  I  would  fly. 

And  seek  the  downy  bed  of  her  I  love ; 

O'er  all  her  beauties,  unresisted,  rove, 
And  feast  with  charms  my  mind's  enraptur'd  eye. 
Traitor !  beguird  with  hope  of  scenes  like  these, 

Each  night  I  court  thy  visionary  reign ; 
Each'nigh^  I  sink  but  to  Oblivion's  ease^^ 

Each  morn  but  wake  to  absence  and  to  pain. 
Oh,  Sleep !  or  bring  me  to  her  fancied  arms. 
Or  crush  uot»  by  thy  power,  the  metnory  of  her  charms. 

p.  c.  Jl. 
1797. 


m 
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LfOVBLT  my  way^  when  last  along  tUi  road. 
Heart-sick  an4  sad  i  jofirney'd ;  as  I  vent, 
Brooding  o'er  many  a  dream  of  discontent^ 

O'er  many  a  cherish'd  sorrow ;  nor  bestowed' 
.  Nature's  gay  scenes  one  charm  to  cheer  my  way  e 
For  on  the  sunny  scene,  with  reckless  eye. 
Sullen  I  gas'd,  and  passM  unheeding  by  1 

Sweet  are  the  sorrows  of  that  distant  day 

To  painless  memory !     O'er  the  self-same  plain 
I  journey,  blithe  of  heart ;  nor  heed  the  wind 

Sad  moaning,  nor  the  dark-descending  rain  : 
For  Hope  with  loveliest  visions  fills  my  mind, 

Of  cv'ry  blameless  joy  by  Virtue  giv'n. 

Of  Peace  and  Love — oh,  realize  them,-  Ht^v'n ! 


8. 
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Posts  of  Italy,  I  love  yon  well  I 

Whether  you  sing  in  your  immortal  straip^ 
Of  wars  and  warriors,  or  you  joy  to  tell 

Of  gentle  maidens  aud  of  faithful  swains: 
Whether  I  list  to  thee,  whose  mighty  pow'r 

Bade  the  dark  house  pf  Woe  her  guests  display  ; 
Or  thee,  wt>o  in  the  solitary  boiir 

Hast  won  Q)y  ear  with  many  a  lov&-lort\  lay. 
My  heart  is  so  deceiv'd,  that  it  prefers 

l^'eo  to  the  maj^ty  o(  classic  song 
Your  wilder  notes.    Y^t  balf  thei  charm  is  b^r'^ 

Who  tayght  m^  what  you  a^re.    To  hei^  belong 
My  thanks— —to  her  my  gratitude  is  due ; 
I  lov^  yov,  for  my  Laura  loves  you  too* 

W.  GRAY* 

Ske.  8,1796. 
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I 


Whev  twilight's  sombrous  tints  overspread  the  sceoe^ 

And  Cynthia's  silvery  orb,  in  solenin  state. 

Rides  in  the  blue  expanse,  I  love  to  stray, 

Where  its  rich  foliage  hangs  the  darksome  beach 

Over  the  dusky  stream. — ^The  eddying  water 

plays  round  yon  moss-grown  stone,  with  trembling  lights 

While  its  soft  plaintive  murmurs  meet  the  ear, 

]d  dying  cadence — From  the  mouldering  tower, 

Whose  shadow  rests  upon  the  broken  wave, 

Forth  flits  the  leathern  bat — Now  while  I  list 

To  the  soft  tinkling  of  the  distant  bell. 

My  soul,  attuned  to  harmony  and  peace, 

Learns  to  forget  its  cares. — Tis  the  still  hour 

■ 

Of  sweet  serenity  and  tranquil  joy. 
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BT   THE  LATE   REV.  W»   B.  STEVENS* 


Norwich,  witb  thee  my  sojourn  long  I  close ! 
Thy  proud  Cathedral,  with  its  numerous  fanes 
£ncircled|  as  a  hen  amidst  her  brood  ; 
Thy  castled  cliff  with  conscious  terror  view'd 
By  Caitiff  eye  from  thy  meandering  lanes; 
Thy  Tragic  belles ;  and  Metapl^ysic  beaux, 
Huroeites,  Bcrkleyans,  and  I  know  not  what; 
And  O  !  o'er  all  thy  Turkey- crowded  marty— * 
Mother  of  feasts  prolific,  sad  at  heart. 
And  with  slow  step,  1  leave !     My  uncouth  lot 
Calls  to  a  different  scene,  and  distant  far; 
There,  while  Trent  glides  my  sequestered  spot. 
Fancy  full  oft  shall  haunt  the  banks  of  Yar, 
Or  waft  my  absent  friend  to  bless  my  cot. 

Jaru  SO,  1791. 
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•  A  TENEMENT  TO  BE  LET. 


B 


O  Yez  !  ThiB  is,  that  all  may  learn, 
Whom  it  may  happen  to  concern, 
To  any  lady,  not  a  wife, 
Upon  a  lease,  to  last  for  life. 
By  auction  Will  be  let  this  day. 
And  entered  on  some  time  in  May, 
A  vacant  heart ;  not  ornamented 
On  plans  by  Chesterfield  invented, 
A  plain,  old-fashioned  habitation. 

Substantial  without  decoration, 

Large,  and  with  room  for  friends  to  spare ; 

Well-situate,  and  in  good  repair. 
Also  the  furniture ;  as  sighs, 

Hopes,  fears,  oaths,  prayers,  and  some  few-— lies. 

Odes,  sonnets,  elegies,  and  songs. 

With  all,  that  to  the  above  belongs. 

AlsOj — what  surae  might  have  ()een  glad, 

Tho*  in  a  separate  lot,  to  have  had, — 

A  good  rich  soil  of  hopeful  nature, 

Six  measured  acres  (feet)  of  stature* 
Ulcewis€f  another  lot — ^an  heap 

Of  tittered  modesty,  (]uitc  cheap. 

•  These  venes,  with  many  similar  advertisements  in  prose,  wete 
4QK>k«D  at  a  private  Masquerade,  iu  the  cbaraaer  of  a  Town'Cryer, 
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This  with  the  rest  would  have  been  sold ; 
But  that  by  several  we  were  told. 
If  put  up  with  the  heart,  the  price 
Of  that  it  much  might  prejudice. 

Note  well ;  the  estate,  if  managed  ably. 
May  be  improved  considerably ; 
Love  is  our  money,  to  be  paid 
Whenever  entry  shall  be  made  ; 
And  therefore  have  we  fixed  the  day 
For  entering,  in  the  month  of  May. 
But  if  the  buyer  of  the  above, 
Can  on  the  spot  pay  ready  love. 
Hereby -the  owner  makes  profession. 
She  instantly  shall  have  possession. 
'J'he  highest  bidder  be  the  buyer. 
You  may  know  further  of  the  Cryer^  f^ 


EPIGRAM, 

TO    CERTAIN    TASillONABLES. 

You  who,  on  coach^box  mounted,  whirl  along 
With  four  in  hand,  and  smack  the  sounding  throng, 
Who  think  to  drive  is  wit,  and  sense,  and  grace, 
What  shall  we  call  you?  in  what  station  place? 
You're  not,  'tis  plain,  true  gentlemen — for  those 
Who  bear  that  name  to  mean  pursuits  are  foes; 
You're  not  good  coachmen — for  each  Whip  that  passes 
Views  with  a  sneer,  and  calls  you  clumsy  asses. 
So  the  hermaphodite,  that  thing  uncommon, 
Sconi'd  by  each  sex,  is  neither  man  nor  woman  ! 

R.    A.   P. 
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SERENADE, 


BY  GBOROS  FREDE&IC   BUSBT,   BSO* 


Breathe  soft,  my  lyre;  in  lowly-murmured  strains 
Recount  ray  throbbing  bosom's  anxious  fears; 

Bid  Hope'9  elysian  whispers  soothe  my  pains. 
And  tell  Gonsalvo  his  Victoria  hears  : 

And  with  what  fond  excess  he  loves  her,  tell ;  . 

How  brightly,  chastely,  burns  the  flame  divine: 
Let  not  that  gentle  heart  from  love  rebel. 

But  all  its  thrilling  pulses  answer  mine. 

How  oft  by  Guadalquivir's  vine-bower'd  shores, 
Wheii  purple  Vesper  slept  in  western  skies^ 

I  watch'd  the  steps  of  her  my  soul  adores. 
Tears  my  oblation,  and  my  incelise  sighs ! 

While  every  glanpc  from  those  celestial  eyes. 
And  every  radiant  charm  that  met  my  sight, 

Was  clothV  in  such  a  soft,  angelic,  guise. 
That  love  was  mute  and  wrapt  in  dumb  delight. 

And  sure  the  heart,  that  tenants  that  soft  breast, 
Mu>»t  be  as  solft,  as  mild ;  and  those  dear  eyes, 

Whose  a2ttre  lightnings  murdered  all  my  rest. 
The  Stan  of  love,  will  bid  their  vassal  rise* 
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Those  ruby  lips,  impressed  by  Cupid's  seal. 

Shall  breathe  the  amorous  language  of  the  heart, 

And  virgin  blushes,  vjrgiii  sighs,  reveal 
The  melting  joys  love  only  can  impart. 

Thop,  foUing  in  these  blest,  these  rapturoas,.  arms. 
My  soul's  enchantress,  and  my  bosom's  queen^ 

That  glowing  paradise  of  heavenly  charms 
Shall  fling  its  rich  delight  o'er  every  scene. 

V^hether  to  those  inhospitable  climes, 

Where  Nature  sleeps  in  hyperborean  chains, 

Or  where  his  tropic  throne  Apollo  climbs. 

And  pours  his  scorching  fires  o'er  eastern  plaint, 

I  go*->De1ight  shall  wave  his  wings  around  me, 
Victoria's  eyes  shall  melt  the  yielding  frost, 

Victoria's  breath  dispense  refreshment  round  me, 
And  all  the  rigours  of  the  clime  be  lost. 

Nature's  vicissitudes  were  nought  to  me ; 

With  thee,  my  amulet,  my  shield  from  harmi 
My  every  thought  should  concentrate  in  thee. 

And  every  hour  reveal  some  secret  charm. 

Sleep,  loveliest  daughter  of  my  native  Spain  ; 

Ethereal  visions  gild  thy  balmy  rest ! 
And  ^vhen  Gbnsalvo  meets  thy  glance  again, 

Receive  his  vows,  and  make  thy  lover  blest* 

Breeze  of  the  night,  on  silent  pinion  fleeting,         ^ 
Fan  thou  the  couch  where  virgin  beauty  slumbera; 

Still'd  be  my  throbbing  heart's  tumultuous  beating; 
And  cease,  iny  faithful  lyre,  tlsy  plaintive  AumJ^rs. 
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©N  THE  PORTRAIT  OP  A  YOtJNG  LADY» 


BY  ua&t  EussELt  MrrroBD. 


SE..iUr»t.taongmanyf«r, 

Yon  graceful  Maid,  with  smiling  air,  ^ 

And  cheek  as  bright  as  summer  even  f 
Warm  from  die  dance  she  seems  to  springs 
And  the  light  gales  above  her  fling 
Her  silken  scarf,  in  floating  ring, 

Like  rainbow  in  th'  Autumnal  Heaven. 
One  snowy  arm  she  lifts  to  bind 
The  daHc  curls  sporting  in  the  wind  ; 

And  one  half  raised,  as  if  to  fly, 

With  fairy  foot  keeps  equal  measure: 

Joy  sparkles  in  her  radiant  eye ; 

Her  light  form  seems  to  bound  on  high  ;  * 
And  motion  snatches  grace  from  pleasure. 

Such  the  fair  form :  the  fairer  mind 
^is  not  in  Painter's  art  to  bind. 
That  form  with  «ver-chan^^g  grace 
Flits  like  the  borealis  race 

In  variable  spell : 
Thftt  mind,  like  planet  star,  we  tract 
Bright  and  unchangeable. 
Its  own  pure  circle  fixed  to  run  ; 
■Aqd  Virtue  the  light-giving  sun« 
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111  It  beseems  the  playful  muse 
Such  grave  unwonted  theme  to  chase: 
She  better  loves  )ier  darts  to  try 
At  the  wide  mark  of  Prophesy, 
Imp  with  gay  plume  the  wings  of  Time^ 
And  deal  bei'  spells  in  careless  rhyme. 
Her  magic  wand^  my  Maiden  fair, 
jHas  changed  that  aylph-Uke  bounding  air 
To  Matron  softness,  calm  yet  free, 
Just  such  as  ten  years  hence  'twill  be^ 
She  would  not  one  dark  ringlet  shr&l  $ 
Kor-fadc  one  tint  of  native  red ; 
>]or^steal  one  lightning  beam,  that  flies 
Warm  from  Expression's  cell— thine  eyesi 
Nor  rob  thee  of  the  smiles  that  dart 
From  kindness'  better  home— thy  heart. 
But  with  those  glossy  locks  she'd  chain 
One  wedded  follower  to  thy  train  ; 
Those  natiye  blushes  still  should  flow 
As  brightly  on  their  bed  of  snow» 
But  one  alone  should  bid  them  glow; 
Those  powerful  glances  still  should  melt 
Though  only  one  their  influence  felt ; 
Those  smiles  their  sweet  enchantment  send 
To  charm  the  Husband  and  the  Friend. 


ON  A  ROSE. 


Thy  rose,  oh,  Venus !  blooms  otie  fleeting  day  J 
Her  virgin  leaves  Unfold  and  fade  away : 
She  buds  when  mom  in  blushes  lights  the  skies, 
And  as  the  flame  descends,  her  beauty  dies  I 

T.  II«A.  S< 
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JOtiN  THE  BAPTIST: 

kfCXTED  IN  THB  THEATRE,  OXFORD,  IN  THE  T£AE  1809* 

Hark  !  through  the  desert  wilds,  what  awftil  voict 
Swells  oil  the  gale,  and  bids  the  world  rejoice  ? 
What  Prophet  form,  in  holy  raptures  led, 
The  grey  mists  hovering  o'er  his  sacred  head^ 
Prepares  on  earth  Messiah's  destined  way^ 
And  hastes,  the  mighty  Messenger  6f  Day  ? 
Lo !  echoing  skies  resound  his  gladsome  strain, 
**  Messiah  comes  !  ye  rugged  paths  be  plain ; 
**  The  Shiloh  comes  !  ye  towering  cedars  bend, 
**  Swell  forth,  ye  vallies,  and,  ye  rocks,  descend; 
**  The  withered  branch  let  balmy  fruits  adorn^ 
**  And  clustering  roses  ^twine  the  leafless  thorn ; 
**  Burst  forth,  ye  vocal  groves,  your  joy  to  tell^ 
'*  The  God  of  Peace  redeems  his  Israel/' 

How  beauteous  are  the  feet  of  those  who  bear 
Mercy  to  man,  glad  tidings  to  despair ! 
Far  from  the  mountain's  top,  they  lovelier  seem 
Than  moonlight  dews^  or  morning's  rosy  beam  ; 
Sweeter  the  voice  than  spell  or  hymning  sphere. 
And  listening  Angels  hush  their  harps  to  hear. 

Roused  at  the  solemn  call,  from  all  her  shores 
Her  eager  tribes,  behold,  Judaea  pours ! 
Tho'  scarce  the  Morn  asserts  her  bashful  sway. 
And  doubtful  Darkness  still  contends  with  day, 
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I  see  them  rasli)  tiie  tolling  surges  driven. 
Or  night-clouds,  riding  o'er  the  glooms  of  HeaTen. 
There  waves  the  white  robe,  thto'  the  dusky  glade. 
Here  passing  helms  gleam  dreadful  thro'  the  shade. 
Faint  o'er  the  cliffs  tite  fkdiAg  torcfh-light  plays. 
And  Hying  watchfires  fling  their  sullen  blaze  ; 
Fly  the  seated  paMhevs  from  their  pierced  i^tKHH, 
While  Salem  wondering  mourns  her  desert  streets. 
Why  crowd  ye  citifeS  f<nth  ?  some  Teed  to  find  ? 
Some  vain  reed  trembling  to  the  careless  wind  t^ 
Or  tfarofng  ye  here  to  view,  with  doating  eye, 
Some  chieftain  stand  rn  purple  pageantry  ? 
Such  dwell  in  kingly  domes — no  silken  form 
Woos  the  stem  cliff,  and  braves  the  mountain  storai* 
What  rush  ye  then  to  seek  f  some  Prophet-Seer  f 
One  mightier  thlin  the  Prophets  find  ye  here-r^ 
The  loftiest  bard,  that  waked  the  sacred  lyre» 
To  Him  in  rapture  poured  hi»  lips  of  fire ; 
Attuned  to  Him  the  voice  of  Sion  fell-^ 
Thy  name,  £lias  *,  closed  the  mystic  sheH. 

Alas  I  bow  dark  a  ikfod  of  woes  and  crimes, 
Since  tbat  dread  faotr,  has  whelmed  the  fateful  tiaies  I 
How  ftk  has  Israel's  Ark,  by  tetaipests  tossed. 
Sent  forth  her  Mven's  mng,  mmI  found  no  coast  I 
Now  fairer  iicenes  bet  kindtf  ng  )eye  discerns. 
When  Hope's  gVeem  bmnch  Che  welcome  Dove  teturni. 
And,  gMty  soaring  past  the  ptctopeet  di^r, 
Hnils  the  bright  Star  t  that  tells  the  Day*ipring  neaDr^ 

Yes  I  surely  born  to  more  tban  mortal  power. 
Glory  htak  marked  him  from  his  earUest  oout : 


*  The  adTcnt  of  St  John  under  the  nsroe  of  Elijahr  the  Uat  dt^ 
cumstanoe  foretoM  ra  ancient  prophecy,  u  here  alluded  to. 
t  St  Mm  Is  called  ^  the  idonung  Star  to  the  Svn  of  Bights* 
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Oftpring  of  age,  on  wingji  of  radiance  borne, 
A  wlirning  Angel  told  his  natal  morn ; 
Hailed  by  prophetic  matrons  to  the  earth, 
The  speechless  spake,  to  bless  him  at  his  birth. 
Sweet  was 'the  strain,  when  first  with  fbud  surprise 
The  hoary  parent  kissed  his  infent  eyes. 
From  his  mpt  lips  the  spell  of  silence  broke. 
And  Inspiration  thrilled  him  as  he  spoke. 

Such  was  his  birth  !  nor  less  august  appears 
The  wond^rous  fate  that  led  his  rising  years : 
For,  lo  1  sequestered  from  the  haunts  of  men, 
Deep  to  the  stillness  of  some  shaggy  glen, 
Where  vice  and  folly  faded  from  his  view. 
The  lonely  youth,  impelled  by  Heaven,  withdrew-r- 
There,  near  some  brook,  that  dashed  in  murmurs  by, 
.The  rock  his  pillow,  and  his  roof  the  sky, 
Clad  in  such  savage  robes  as  deserts  yield. 
His  food  the  wild  sweets  of  the  flowery  field, 
Grave,  pensive,  bold,  majestic,  vndefiled. 
To  holy  manhood  dwelt  Devotion's  child  ; 
.Descending  Angels  blessed  his  rude  abode. 
He  drank  th'  inspiring  flame,  he  felt  the  rushing  God. 

Oft  ere  the  dawn  had  tinged  the  tallest  steep. 
And  man  and  nature  still  were  hushed  in  sleep. 
High  o'er  yon  ridge,  in  darkness,  would  he  stray. 
To  muse  and  wonder  till  returning  day. 
Watch-tiOwer  sublime !  There,  as  the  morning  bright^ 
Swelled  from  dim  chaos  into  life  and  light. 
Threw  its  broad  beams  o'er  waste  and  misty  wood^ 
labile  rock  and  fortress,  lake  and  glistening  flood, 
Burst  in  full  blase  of  splendour  to  the  skies** 
To  loftiest  thoughts  his  kindling  soul  would  rise  ; 
Till,  proudly  soaring  past  this  world  of  man, 
The  mortal  sunk,  and  Heairen  itadf  begpn. 
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•>^So  rapt  he  stood,  that  oft  revolving  ntght 
Found  him,  unconscious,  on  the  mountain's  height^ 
in  vain  the  Tempest*  round  his  'fenceless  head^ 
Hung  all  its  fires,  its  wildest  torrents  shed ; 
The  sheltering  robber  saw  his  clouded  form. 
And  fled — to  tshun  the  Genius  of  the  Storra. 

Past  arc  those  hours  \     Along  tbe  silent  dews 
His  lonely  walk  no  more  the  Sage  pursues; 
With  gesture  wild,  rude  garb,  and  speaking  eye» 
An  air  of  strange  and  dreadful  majesty, 
See  !  forth  he  comes,  his  holy  office  given. 
Herald  of  Christ,  high  harb>nger  of  Heaven. 
Hark  !  how  the  rocks  his  warning  voice  resoundf 
And  Jordan's  caverns  tell  the  strain  around  ; 
While  poor  and  rich,  the  soldier  and  the  sage. 
The  bioom  of  youth,  and  hoary  locks  of  age,- 
In  gathering  crowds,  Messiah's  name  adore  ; 
And  rusl),  all  trembling,  to  the  sacred  shore ; 
Bend  with  pale  reverence  'neath  the  sprinkled  wave, 
Their  crimes  confess,  and  hail  the  power  to  save. 

How  changed  the  scene !  Are  these  the  realms  of  dread. 
Which  wand 'ring  footsteps  scarcely  dared  to  tread  ? 
Where  midnight  lions  roamed  the  thickets  rude. 
And  all  was  wild  and  frightful  s^olitude! 
Now,  lone  no  more,  where'er  it  winds  along, 
'i*he  lucid  stream  reflects  a  listening  throng ; 
True  to  the  life,  their  grouping  shadows  glide,. 
And  every  passion  paints  the  breathing  tide. 
Sec  young  Amazement  starting,  as  if  light 
Just  glanced  from  Heaven,  had  caught  bis  dazzled  sight, 
While  Faith's  full  eyes  their  tranquil  homage  raise,^ 
And  every  feature:  iixes  into  praise. 
There  kindling  Hope  with  ardent  look  appears. 
Here  softened  Sorrow  smiling  thro'  her  tears. 
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Wkile  timid  Shame,  as  if  herself  addressed, 
Blushes  to  hear,  and  sinks  behind  the  rest. 

But  yet,  not  all  unfeigned  Devotion  brings 
To  drink  of  Lifeiat  Jordan's  hallowed  springs  ; 
Haggard  and  pale,  their  limbs  all  torn  and  bare, 
Not  such  yon  Cssenes  from  their  caves  repair ; 
A  gloomy  race,  attempting  Heaven  in  vain. 
By  wanton  griefs  and  voluntary  pain : 
Their  sullen  breasts  no  gleam  of  sunshine  cheers. 
Blaspheming  Mercy  by  eternal  tears. 

And  base  the  joy  yon  Sadducees  can  know. 
Sense  all  their  bliss,  and  pain  their  only  woe ; 
Worms  of  a  day,  and  fettered  to  the  dust. 
They  own  no'futurc  dread,  no  heavenly  trust. 
But  vacant  come  the  passing  scene  to  scan. 
And  steal  his  bright  pre-eminence  from  man. 

Far  other  those,  by  solemn  mien  confest, 
Broad  scrolls  of  Scripture  bla;soned  o'er  the  breast. 
Who  throng  around  the  Seer,  with  fiend-like  joy, 
Listening  to  mock,  and  tempting  to  destroy — 
Saints  in  the  crowd,  a  heaven-ward  look  they  wear, 
But  Mammon  mingles  with  their  purest  prayer; 
Theirs  the  proud  hope  to  sway  Religion's  rod, 
Zealots  of  form,  yet  traitors  to  their  God. 

"  And  is  it  ye,'*  (the  indignant  Prophet  cries. 
Bright  lambent  terrors  streaming  from  his  eyes,) 
^*  O  race  of  vipers,  yc  !  who  timely  come, 
"  To  fly  the  thunders  of  impending  doom — 
**  Repent,  repent:  now  think  no  more  to  plead 
**  Your  sacred  race,  and  Abraham's  chosen  seed. 
**  Behold,  He  comes!  in  power  aAd  judgement,  forth, 
**  Who  looks  with  equal  eye  on  all  the  earth  ; 
**  Whose  piercing  glance  can  read  the  Soul  within| 
^  Aw)  lyiod  the  darkest  labyrinths  of  sin ; 
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*^  He  comes !  see !  stooping  from  the  realois  of  dajFt    ' 
**  The  Lamb  of  God,  to  wash  your  crimes  away, 
**  I  lave  with  water;  hut  his  hands  inspire 
^  The  Holy  Spirit,  and  baptise  with  fixe.'* 

The  Sage  hath  ceased — and  mark,  how  pale  to  heaf 
Mute  Expectation  stands,  and  Awe,  and  Fear  I 
Guilt  starts  confessed,  and  looks,  with  hopeless  ejCf 
To  view  descend  some  vengeful  deity. 
But  wfio  is  He,  majestic,  mournful,  mild. 
Bright  as  a  God,  yet  lowly  as  a  child. 
Who  meekly  comes  the  sacred  rite  to  craye, 
And  add  fresh  pureness  to  the  crystal  wave  ? 
Well  ma/st  thou  tremble,  Baptist ;  well  thy  pbeck. 
Now  flush'd,  now  pale,  thy  lub'ring  soul  bespeak ! 
'TIS  He,  the  Chnst,  by  every  Bard  foretold  i 
Hear  him,  ye  nations,  and  ye  Heavens  behold  1 
**  The  Virgin  born  to  bruise  the  Serpent's  hcad| 
*^  The  Paschal  Lamb  to  patient  slaughter  led, 
*^  The  King  of  Kings  to  crush  the  gates  of  Helli 
**  Messiah,  Sbiloh,  Jah,  Emmanuel." — 
See !  o'er  his  head,  soft  sinking  from  above. 
With  hovering  radiance,  hangs  the  mystic  dove  : 
Dread  from  the  cloud  Jc  hovah's  voice  is  known. 
**  This  is  my  Son,  my  own,  my  well-loved  Sou.' 

Baptist  rejoice  !  thy  gifted  eyes  have  seen 
The  brightest  hour  of  man,  since  time  hath  been* 
By  thee  anointed  for  the  ghostly  fight, 
Heaven's  Warrior-Son  assumed  his  arms  of  light. 
Stern  marches  forth  bis  deadly  Foe  to  find, 
And  wage  th'  immortal  battle  of  mankind. 
And  thou,  oh  saint  of  floods !  whose  wave  hath  i:oUei|y 
Pregnant  with  wonder,  from  the  days  of  old  ; 
Scene  of  the  hero's  deeds,  and  prophet's  song. 
Still,  Jordan,  flow,  exulting  sweep  sAonf* 
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Brigbt  as  the  iB«ni  fimm  cceaafft  wavy  bed^ 
From  thee  Messiah  raised  kis  spotless  head^ 
CMM  all  bis  glories  forth,  and  passed  svblinie^ 
To  pour  his  light  o'er  ev^ry  darkling  clime* 

'TIS  done,  and,  vanished,  like  an  aiiy  dream, 
The  lisitening  crowds  from  Jordan's  hallowed  stream. 
Primeval  Solitude  her  reign  resumes, 
And  Silenoe  saddens  o'er  the  slumbering.  gVooms-— 
And,  Prophet,  where  art  thou  f    I  hear  no  mora 
Thy  footsteps  rustle  on  the  reedy  shore, 
Nor  view  thee  sit  upon  the  moonlight  stone, 
Like  the  pale  spirit  of  the  wilds,  alone, 
Alas  !  far  other  scenes  await  him  now ; 
Far  heavier  cares  oppress  his  weaty  brow : 
Mid  Salem's  courts  he  stands,  in  virtue's  pride, 
And  guilty  Grandeur  dwindles  at  his  side. 
Yet,  Jordan,  oft  shall  Memory's  eye  renew 
Thy  wiliow'd  banks,  and  bills  of  distant  blue : 
There,  if  the  wastes  no  kingly  pomp  display, 
No  festive  pleasures  crown  the  jocund  da}'. 
Yet  Pride,  aqd  Avarice,  and  guilty  Fear, 
Ambition  wild,  and  ^rk  Revenge  are  here, 
Passions  and  Appetites,  a  fiercer  train 
Than  e'er  rushed  howling  o'er  the  desert  plain. 

Still  shrinks  he  not-^in  conscious  virtue  bold. 
No  dangers  daunt  him,  and  no  toils  withhold. 
Where  yon  proud  dome  the  sons  of  riot  calls, 
And  Salem's  nobles  crowd  the  gorgeous  halls ; 
Where  ev'ry  charm  that  wealth  and  arts  supply, 
In  bright  profusion,  meet  the  wondering  eye ; 
See,  stern,  unmoved,  in  native  grandeur  great. 
The  Prophet  towers,  and  breathes  the  words  of  fate. 
Yes,  as  he  boldly  brands  each  dark  offence. 
Truth  aU  his  arBis,  his  shield  but  innocence ; 
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See  Herod,  mid  his  guards  enthroned  on  high, 

In  pride  of  power,  in  regal  panoply, 

Shrinics  'neath  the  Hermit's  gaze,  by  conscience  stong, 

A  paler  Ahab  from  a  bolder  tongue. 

Ob  Salem  (  mid  the  storms  that  round  thee  roll, 
Frequent  and  loud,  to  warn  thy  slumbering  soul ; 
Dashed  from  thy  hand  when  Judah^s  sceptre  falls, 
And  the  stern  stranger  rules  thy  captive  walls ; 
When  now,  more  thrilling  than  the  trumpet^s  blast^ 
Elias  stands  the  mightiest  and  the  last 
Of  all  the  sons  of  Prophecy,  to  tell 
That  fate  comes  rushing  on  thee,  Israel ; 
Say,  canst  thou  still  the  wing  of  mercy  spurn, 
Hearing  be  deaf,  and  seeing  not  discern  ; 
Sunk  as  thou  art,  and  stained  with  holy  bloo<), 
Siill  would'st  thou  madly  swell  thy  guilt's  dark  flood  t 

Yet,  Baptist,  go,  exulting  to  thy  doom— 
Tho'  Rage  condemn  thee  to  the  dungeon  s  gloom  ; 
Yon  dreary  vault  where  morn  can  never  break, 
Nor  evening  zephyr  fan  thy  fever'd  cheek, 
Nor  Friendship's  voice,  in  sorrow  doubly  dear, 
Poiir  its  fond  music  in  thy  lonely  ear — 
Yet  thine  are  joys  the  tyrant  never  knew  ; 
Hope's  fairest  flowers  thy  rugged  couch  shall  strew ; 
Thy  nights  in  blissful  visions  glide  away. 
And  holy  musings  steal  its  length  from  day. 

For  thee,  O  King,  to  drown  corroding  care, 
Comm^ind  the  feast,  and  bid  the  dance  be  there ; 
Still  mid  ihy  blazing  hall,  in  trappings  proud. 
Affect  the  god,  and  awe  the  flattering  crowd. 
Yet  iho'  the  lute  and  shell,  and  horn,  prolong 
The  hurst  of  melody,  and  swell  the  soug ; 
Tho'  witching  beauty  tries  each  wily  art, 
A^d  woos  and  wins  and  rules  thy  powerless  heart ; 
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VThat  though  to  Heaven  thy  guilty  revels  swell. 

Far  brighter  raptures  cheer  the  captive's  cell-^ 

Glad  is  the  tale  conseBting  toogues  record ; 

^'  Messiah  reigns,  high  deeds  proclaim  the  Lord. 

**  Tb^  deaf  can  hear,  the  blind  receive  their  sight, 

**  And  withered  Palsy  springs  with  new  delight ; 

**  Oi)  Pain's  pale  cheek  reviving  roses  bloom, 

**  And  shrouded  Death  starts  wond'ring  from  the  tomb.** 

Enraptured  thought !  what  now  demands  him  moref 
His  task  is  done,  his  boly  cares  are  o'er ! 
Messiah  reigns,  believed,  confessed,  adored. 
And  earth's  remotest  climes  shall  own  his  word. 
Then  tyrant  yield,  thy  fatal  vow  fulfil ; 
Rush,  fell  enchantress,  glut  thy  vengeful  will ; 
Bxhaust  th*  inventive  cruelty  of  hate, 
And  learn  how  Virtue  triumphs  o'er  its  fate. 
Backward  he  looks  with  self-approving  eye, 
Before  him  smiles  bright  Immortality  : 
Forgiving,  fearless,  calm,  he  yields  his  breath, 
And  mounts  to  Glory  on  the  wings  of  Death. 

Yes,  if,  in  triumph  thro'  the  realms  of  air, 
His  form  unchanged  no  wheels  of  lightening  bear; 
Not  legs  august  his  martyr'd  soul  shall  rise 
Again,  Messiah  s  herald,  to  the  skies. 
%Vhence,.oh5  if,  stooping  from  thy  starry  sphere, 
Thou  deignest  one  future  thought  in  pity  here. 
Pleased  shalt  thou  view  thy  holy  rite  confessed. 
Thy  name  revered,  where  glows  the  human  breast, 
•Thy  Master's  reign  to  age  nor  clime  confined, 
The  world  his  temple,  and  his  race  mankind. 

C.  H.  JOHNSOK* 


STANZAS 

TO  rJSrJT  MSHORY  OF  DR.  JOHTST  IRYBEN  *j 
BY   DAVID  CAEEY>  B8Q. 


.    Depa&ted  year !  though  Victory  raise 
The  paean  to  thy  passing  shade. 
From  climes  that  saw  thy  youthfit]  days. 
To  where,  like  thee,  the  sun-rays  fttde ; 

A  sadder  strain  the  breast  should  melt» 

For,  far  beyond  Malaya's  Sea, 
The  pride  of  Western  Isles  has  felt 

The  fell  breath  of  the  Upas  tree. 

And  I  will  weep  his  fate  severe, 

Whom  now  the  pallid  grave-flowers  hide  | 

Whose  song,  to  all  the  Muses  dear, 
Twas  sweet  to  hear  by  Teviot's  side* 

But  what,  alas !  avail'd  the  songs^ 

They  taught  him  in  their  woodland  bower  ? 

And  what  avail'd  the  gift  of  tongues, 
By  Heaven  vouchsard  in  blessed  hour? 

*  Pr.  Leyden  accompanied  Lord  Minto,  in  the  expedition  to 
Jav^  tu  the  ciM>ttcitjr  of  Malayan  and  Chinese  interpreter,  and  died 
at  Batavia.  on  the  27th  of  August,  1811,  in  the  prime  of  life,  nfte? 
an  illneu  of  three  days. 


459 

What  Ifpois  it,  that,  like  yomdcr  ilar 
Of  day,  he  wandered  many  a  mile, 

P^QVi  Travancorc  to.  Malabar, 
To  catch  the  light  of  Learniag's  tmile ; 

That  with  the  banaer  of  hit  land 

He  braved  the  power  that  scatters  death. 

Along  Batavia'a  swampy  straikd. 
In  many  a  pestilential  breath : 

And,  all  legarcttcss  of  his  doom, 
Immortal  Science  I  led  by  thee, 

He  boldiy  snatched  the  bri^test  bkxmi, 
That  blossoms  on  the  guarded  tree*. 

Ah  !  'iwas  a  flower  too  fair  to  blow 
Beneath  the  cope  of  other  skies; 

Soon  fades,  alas !  youth's  roseate  glow. 
And  Leyden,  lov'd  and  houour'd,  dies* 

Nor  can  the  wealth,  the  glory,  won 
By  British  arms  on  Java's  shore, 

Dear  Leyden  !  for  thy  loss  atone. 
More  than  they  can  thy  life  restore. 


*  Dr.  Leyden's  dissertation  on  the  Classification  of  the  Ihdo« 
Chinese  Languages,  and  on  the  laoguages  of  the  DckkaD  and  Hio* 
dostan,  in  the  lOth  Tolume  of  the  Asiatic  Researches,  is  extremely 
valuable ;  infinitely  exceeding  in  extent  of  knowledge  and  combi- 
nation any  thing  ever  attempted.  It  furnishes  an  excellent  division 
^  the  langaagef  of  the  countries  between  India  and  China,  of  infi- 
nite use  in  antiquarian  and  philological  research.  It  was  what  tke 
kamed  bad  a  right  to  expect  from  the  British,  and  Dr.  Leydeq, 
much  to  his  honour,  has  discharged  the  debt  of  his  country. 
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Well  may  tbe  tear-drops  dim  thine  eye, 
Aurelia !  Teviot's  loveliest  maid  *, 

For  whom  he  breath'd  th'  impassion'd  sigh^ 
And  languished  in  Mysura's  shade. 

And  well  may  they  whom  classic  lore 
Has  given  to  grace  Edina's  halls^ 

Lament  thy  fate ;  for  thou  no  moro 
Where  Learning  lifts  her  attic  walls. 

Enthusiast  youth !  shalt  fondly  bring,* 
Prometheus  like,  thine  orient  beam. 

And  flowers  in  sunnier  glades  that  s^ing. 
To  deck  her  sounding  Academe. 

But  what  shall  soothe  a  parent's  grief. 
Whose  hope  h  sunk  in  dark  despair  9 

Has  Heaven  a  cup  of  sweet  relief, 
For  such  a  pang,  then  pour  it  there. 

Departed  youth  !  departed  year  ! 

Thy  cherish'd  memory  cannot  fade, 
For  ever  lost — for  ever  dear, 

Tho'  number  d  with  the  silent  dead, 

Edinburgh, 
January  16»  181t. 


*  See  "  Scenes  of  Infancy,  descriptive  of  Teviot  Dale,"  a  poem 
•f  gi'eat  beauty,  by  Dr.  Leydeu. 
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HYMN  TO  HEALTH  *. 


*A  fart  fJiS  h/4ac*  S!^5ti  uk^m. 

AiXvfJUU  /miXImv  «lSf«tf-/bC<U  £UBIPI1>« 

*0  y  oXCioc  ov  XI  av  dtS/u« 

nf«ff«T  rif*HTHe  *rm  )*  a^^na  ffr«rr«  v^plTi,      HOMXB. 


HiTriER  turn  thee,  rosy  Maid  ! 
Turn,  to  give  the  wretched  aid  ! 
Power  I  seek  not;  wealth  I  spurn; 
Hither,  heavenly  vision,  turn  ! 

With  thy  vivid,  vermil  hue, 
Tinge  my  laded  check  anew  ; 
Stay  the  withering  griefs  that  soil ; 
Where  they  trickled,  plant  a  smile ; 
And  kindle  thro'  my  sparkling  eye 
The  beams  of  radiant  ecstacy. 

Ah  !  let  not  Spring  disclose  in  vain 
The  treasures  of  her  orient  reign  ! 
Nor  Flora  blushing,  summon  all 
But  me,  to  Nature's  festival ! 
Behold  the  whispering  zephyrs  rove. 
And  piercing  sweetness  thrills  the  grove  ; 
The  fields  their  freshest  verdure  wear. 
And  laughs  around  the  childish  year. 
Then  haste  thee,  lovely  Dryad,  turn ! 
Now  leave  me  singly  thus  to  mourn. 

*  Written  at  Christ-Church,  in  1784;  .£tat  18.  The  Author  ii 
supposed  to  have  been  the  present  Baron  Saith»  n  distinguished 
literary  and  jadidal  chiracter  in  Ireland. 
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Hand  in  hand  let's  skirt  the  mead^ 
Fast  by  the  twiqkling  a^ea  shade  ; 
Let  us  thrid  the  dewy  vale, 
Where  the  rill  glitters  to  the  gale, 
Or  the  tangling  grass  among, 
Steals  its  latent  tricklings  on. 
The  bordering  upland  climb  we  now, 
And  from  its  scene-commanding  brow, 
Beneath  a  shadowy  group  of  trees, 
On  pillowing  verdure  stretdi'd  at  ease. 
Let's  view  the  mingled  prospect  round  ; 
Flowery  lawn,  and  fallow  ground  ; 
Oxen,  o*er  the  furrow'd  soil, 
Urging  firm  their  annual  toil : 
Trim  cottages  that  here  and  there 
Speckling  the  social  tilth  appear ; 
And  spires,  that  as  from  groves  they  rise, 
Tell  where  the  lurking  ham  let  lies : 
Hills  white  with  many  a  bleating  throng, 
And  lakes,  whose  willowy  banks  along, 
Herds  or  ruminate,  or  lave. 
Immersing  in  the  silent  wave  : 
The  sombre  wood — the  cheerful  plain. 
Green  with  the  hope  of  future  grain  : 
A  tender  blade,  ere  Autumn  smile 
Benignant  on  the  farmer^s  toil, 
Gild  the  ripe  fields  with  mellowing  hand, 
And  scatter  plenty  through  the  land. 

On  earth  should  dazzling  summer  brood, 
Lead  to  some  bosky  solitude : 
Pent  in  the  leafy,  wild  retreat. 
There  let  me  press  a  moss-grown  seat. 
Where  violets  droop  their  purple  heads  ; 
Its  fragrance  the  pate  prii^rose  sheds ; 
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And  wbere  the  fresh,  dew-sprinkted  thornt 
Showers  of  roses  wild  adorn : 
There  listening  to  the  Mantaan  iBwain« 
Warbling  his  simplest  rural  "strRin, 
Let  no  Mide  cry  mine  ear  invade ; 
No  clamour  start  the  tranquil  shade : 
But  softly  shuddering,  let  the  breeze, 
In  meshes  snared  of  rustling  trees. 
Shake  coolness  from  his  wings,  and  sound, 
Cnird  from  the  peaceful  haunts  around; 
(Strains  that  for  musing  Poets  tnarle, 
Steal  from  the  world  and  seek  the  shade ;) 
Or  distant  city's  wafted  cry, 
LuH'd  to  a  murmur  ere  it  die. 

These  from  without  white  sephyrft  glesn. 
Be  sound  as  soothing  caught  within. 
Let,  from  a  neighbouring  thicket's  gloom. 
Beneath  the  sweet-briar's  tender  bloom, 
A  gushing  rill  be  heard  to  chide; 
Let  it  run  sparkling  by  my  side ; 
Let  thrushes  pour  their  maody ; 
The  bcjes  **  their  murmuring  labownphf  :*' 
Along  the  tumid  verdure  roam. 
Imbibe  the  honey-suck le's  bloom, 
And  cling  to  every  bending  flower, 
Whose  fcpeauties  veil  the  golden  shower. 

Such  strains  the  softened  soul  compose ; 
Lull  every  mental  gust  that  blows : 
Such  fairy  joys  fell  woe  beguile  ; 
Teach  the  care»clouded  front  to  smile ; 
The  thtx^es  assnage  of  thorny  pain. 
And,  gently,  iaoiteiing  life  sustain. 

But  thou,  fair  HeaKk^  thy  aid  impart ; 
•Blithe  warmth  and  vigour  o'er  my  heart  i 
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My  langotiis  cliarm— my  pangs  allay^ 
And  feed  and  fan  the  vital  ray : 
Then  quick  to  daisied  meadows  brings 
And  yield  me  to  the  fostering  spring! 
Haste  lovely  Dryad !  quickly  turn !  • 
And  bid  me — bid  me-^Krease  to  mourn* 


IMITATION  OF  CATULLUS. 


Why  will  my  wanton  maid  enquire, 

How  many  kisses  I  desire? 

Go,  count  the  conscious  stars,  that  see 

How  fond  I  nightly  bteal  to  thee  ;• 

Count  every  beaming  glance,  that  flies 

From  those  more  radiant  stars^-thy  eyes* 

Count  every  pant,  that  heave:*  thy  breast, 

'When  to  my  panting  bosom  prest : 

Go,  count  the  loves,  that  ambu&h'd  dwell, 

In  every  dimple's  rosy  dell. 

Or,  fluttering,  play  on  frolic  wings 

Through  every  tress  that  drops  in  ringjB : 

Count  every  charm  of  every  kind, 

That  di'cks  thy  face,  thy  form,  thy  mind  ; 

Then,  Lesbia,  nor  till  then  enquire, 

How  many  kisses  1  desire* 


465 


ODE 


to  DUTY. 


OpFSPBXWO  of  holy  Truth, 

Maternal  guide  of  youth , 
Lo !  to  thy  shrine  no  costly  gifts  I  bringi 

But  tDOUy  with  aspect  sterna 

Wilt  not,  O  Duty,  spurn 
Feeling's  spontaneous  simple  offering. 

Not  mine  the  song  of  flame ; 

Kut  mine  the  hero's  naitie ; 
Yet  wilt  thou  not  my  humble  efforts  bless  ? 

For  I  would  call  thee  friend,  • 

Thy  voi^e  with  joy  attend, 
And  walk  with  thee  in  silent  usefulness. 

Oft  when  I  shuddering  eye 

The  dark  futurity, 
That  silent  untried  path !  and  meditate 

On  all  the  ills  and  cares. 

The  sorrows  and  the  snares. 
Which  there  the  young  adventurer  await : 

And  think  with  sickening  glance 

Upon  life's  awful  chance. 
How  great  the  clanger,  and  the  task  how  vast  I 

From  the  dark  torrent's  brink 

I  like  a  coward  shrink, 
iPear  to  plunge  in,  and  wildly  wish  it  past. 

VOL.  Till.  u  h 
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llien  thou,  with  frown  severe, 

Reprov'ftt  my  serjrilje  fear ; 
**  Why  tremble  thus,  while  Dutt/  is  thy  guide  f 

"  While  beams  my  steady  light, 

**  Fear  not  ihp'  jbi||:kef t  qight, 
**  For  ill  shall  ne'er  oefall  thee  at  my  sxde.^ 

And  trust  in^ttkee'f-soi/Z;  -  * 

O  keep  me  near  thee  still, 
And  teach  me  every  terror  to  dismiss  I 

For  ne'er  have  I  believed. 

And  thou^my  hopes  deceived, 
Thy  yoke  is  easy,  and  thipe  end  is  bliss  ! 

Should  iiove's  seductive  wiles^ 

Should  Beauty's  melting  smiles, 
From  prudence  tempt  my  youthful  hear(  to  err, 

While  phantoms  of  delight 

Dance  by  my  dazzled  sight. 
And  eager  Hope  forbids  me  to  defer : 

O  then,  oppose  thy  shield. 

Nor  let  me  weakly  yield, 
But  bow  submissive,  and  await  thy  will, 

Within  my  throbbing  breast^ 

Be  every  sigh  represt, 
And  every  |ond  aspiring  hope  be  still  1 

Yet  never  shall  my  heart 

Be  taught  the  Stoic's  art: 
Far — far  the  apathy  of  pride  remove  f 
•    Oh  !  better  'twere  to  feel 

The  wound  that  ne'er  can  heal. 
Than,  cold  i^nd  callous  srowu,  for^ret  to  love* 
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Where'er  tfaou  lead'st  the  wsy, 

I'he  suimmons  111  obey ; 
&d  me  come  to  thte  o'er  tbe  yielding  watCf* 

For  thoii  wilt  o'er  the  tide 

My  Steps  upholding  guide, 
And  when  I  m  sinkings  stretdK  thine  artn  to  save. 

EVn  iball  tdy  stern  command 

Forbid  my  youthful  hand 
To  hold  Sweet  conrerse  with  the  indch-loT^d  lyrts 

Tbo'.not  withoat  a  slgh^ 

rd  bane  it  up  on  high. 
And  bid  with  fond  adieu  tbe  Mtise  retire; 

Then,  wben  in  swift  detiiy. 

Fast  ebbs  my  \i(t  away, 
How  sweet  to  hetfr  thy  soft  approTirfg  voice  i 

How  will  thine  angel>smi)^ 

The  liist  ^ad  hour  beguile. 
The  dying  pflloW  Smooth — the  sinking  heart  rejoide ! 

July,  1805. 
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JfcPIdRAM  FROM  THE  LATIN. 

to  8XSB^. 

JiiAtA  of  Death,  my  wishes  sive 

With  thee^  kind  Sleep,  to  lie : 
Thus,  without  life,  bow  sweet  to  live  | 

ThUk,  without  death,  to  die. 
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a 

PARTHENON : 

t ERSES,    RECTTED   JX    THE   THEATRE,   63t]^bild'y 
IN   THE   tEAU    MDCCCxt.  ' 


^ 


>QuaWrD  te  dicam  bonani 


Autebac  I'ui'sset  tales  cum  sint  reliquiae*  PSiED* 

(The  Lines  marked  with  inverted  Commds  tbete  fiQi' recited.  J 

As  in  8omc(  dipping  form  ah<l  time-wohn  face 

Oft  lingers  yet  the  shade  of  youthful  gracQ ;    '• 

So,  Parthenon,  thy  beauty  still  appears 

Amid  the.tvrcck  6f  thy  forgotten  years. 

Though  rude  barbarian  mosques  profane  thy  scite, 

And  cells  unveiled  now  mingle  with  the  light; 

Though  hut  one  U)ncly  piTlar  lives  to  tell 

\Vlicre  a  long  range  of  shapely  columns  fell ; 

And,  half  suspended  now,  thy  ruin  nods 

O'er  mouldering  fragments  of  its  prostrate  gods; 

Yet  still  Oblivion  seems  to  toil  in  vain, 

For  what  she  razes,  Fancy  rears  again. 

Nor  rears  thee,  Parthenon,  of  meaner  mould, 

Than  when,  from  Cecrop's  cliff,  would  gleam  of  old 

Thy  lustre  (/er  the  rocky  plaint  or  burst 

Through  morning  mists  by  orient  suns  dispcrst, 

'*  And  (fashing  on  the  glassy  wave  afar, 

<<  Would  startle,  at  his  oar,  the  mariner." 

How  glows  the  frontispiece  !  in  sumptuous  stOXM 
An  awful  Jove  his  offspring  seems  to  own  : 
With  gaze  majestic  on  the  stranger  bent. 
The  heavenly  conclave  nod  their  dread  aisent: 
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High  on  her  car  she  stands,  the  virg^p  queen, 
In  peaceful  garb  arrayed,  and  peaceful  mien : 
Light  bound  her  steeds,  unconscious  of  the  rein^ 
While  bloodless  transport  throbs  in  every  vein* 
Neptune  behind,  in  Parian  stone,  the  earth 
Strikes ;  and  behold  a  war*horM  spring  to  birth, 
Kext  Pallas  gives  the  word ;  from  stony  roots 
The  branch  of  Peace  in  budding  marble  shoots^ 

Eight  fluted  columns,  ranked  in  even  ftle, 
In  front  and  rear,  adorn  the  shadowy  pile  : 
The  channeled  triglyph,  and  its  drooping  base, 
Bespeak  the  new-born  temple's  Dorian  race  : 
There  might  you  see  a  dread -inspiring  sight, 
The  Lapithae  and  Centaurs  wreathed  in  fight : 
Those  wield  their  giant  limbs  :  these  grasp  their  foe 
With  sinewy  arms,  which  branch  from  beasts  below. 
Far  sloping  pillars  range  along  each  side. 
And  stretch  a  portico  sublime  and  widet 
Six,  at  each  front,  retiring  from  the  eye. 
Shun  its  observance,  but  to  tempt  it  nigh. 
In  slow  procession  move  around  the  frieze 
Virgins,  and  Youths,  and  guardian  Deities. 
''  Son^e  stately  ride,  some  march  to  n)easur'd  sound, 
<'  Whilst  youthful  champions  walk  their  chariots  rounds 
"  Here  victims  pace  their  voluntary  way, 
"And  bards  prpclaim  Minerva's  festal  day,* 

Such  Fancy  paints  thee,  Partl^enon,  and  pours 
Meridian  splendor  <in  thy  waning  hours, 
As  oft  the  sun,  on  some  tall  mountain's  brow 
Crowned  with  the  wreath  that  winter  wove,  as  now 
It  melts  in  silent  lapsi\  will  fling  his  ray, 
And  ]end  it  lustre,  ^vhilc  it  wastes  away, 

Oritl  College 

RICHARD    BURDOir. 
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To  Mm.  BailUe'a  ''  FemUy  Legqiid\^  a  Tmgfidj^, 

BT  W4X;T£E  SCOTT,  ESQ. 
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7i8  sweet  to  bear  expiring  summer^s  sigh. 
Through  forests  tinged  with  russet,  wail  and  diej 
Tis  sweet  and  sad  the  latest  not^  to  he^r 
Of  distant  music  dying  on  the  ear ; 
9ut  far  more  sadly  sweet,  on  foreign  strand^ 
We  list  the  legends  of  our  native  land, 
Linked  as  they  come  with  every  tender  tie^ 
Memorials  dear  of  youth  and  infancy. 

*  Some  allunons  in  the  Epilogne  render  it  necessary  to  pre  an. 

idea  of  the  story  on  which  the  Tragedy  is  founded.    In  the  fifteenth' 

centurjr  the  Macleans  having  been  subdued  by  the  CampbelW  the 

chieftain  of  the  former  sued  for  peace,  which  was  granted,  and  tU« 

daughter  of  Argyle  was  given  to  him,  as  a  bond  of  anion  betweea 

the  two  clans,    xhe  mortal  hatred  of  the  Macleans  to  the  Camp|- 

htlU,  still,  however*  existed,  and  they,  at  length,  by  threats  of 

aliandoninc  him,  compelled  their  chieftain  to  give  up  his  wife  to 

them.    All  he  could  obtain  from  the  ruffians  was  a  promise  that 

they  would  not  shed  her  blood.    One  dark  winter  night  she  was 

forced  into  a  bont,  and  carried  to  a  rock,  which  at  high  water  was 

covered  by  the  sea.    There  she  was  left  to  perish,  but,  fortunately, 

when  the  water  had  reached  her  breast,  she  was  saved  by  jome 

boatmen,  and  conveyed  home  to  her  father.     Argyla  kept  her 

escape  a  profound  secret,  aiid  shortly  after  Maclean  arrived  in 

deep  mourning  to  announce  her  sudden  death.    At  dinner  Lady 

Maclean  entered,  and  took  a  vacant  place  which  had  been  left  foa^ 

her  on  her  father's  right  hand.    Maclean,  wlien  he  recovered  from 

his  a»lonisbroent,  endeavoured  to  fly,  but  was  followed,  and  tlaio, 

by  her  brother,  Uie  Lord  of  Lorne.— £»itob. 
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Chief,  thy  wild  tales,  romantic  Caledon, 
Wake  keen  remero|;)r4iiice  in  each  h»rdy  son ; 
Whether  in  India's  burning  coasts  he  toil, 
Or  till  Acadia's*  winter-fetler'd  soil. 
He  hears  with  throbbing  lieart,  and  moisten'd  eyes. 
And  as  he  hears,  what  dear  illusions  rise  ! 
It  opens  on  his  soul  his  native  dell, 
The  woods  wild-waving,  and  the  water's  swell ; 
Tradition's  theme,  the  tower  that  threats  the  plain*, 
The  mossy  cairn  thUt  hid)»  the  hero  slain  ; 
The  cot,  beneath  whose  simple  porch  was  told 
By  grey-hair'd  patriarch,  the  tales  of  old, 
The  infant  group  that  hush*d  their  sports  the  while; 
And  the  dear  maid  who  listened  with  a  smile. 
The  wanderer,  while  the  vision  warms  his  brain. 
Is  denizen  of  Scotland  once  again. 

Are  such  keen  feelings  to  the  crowd  confin'd, 
And  sleep  they  in  the  poet's  gifted  mind  f 
Oh  no  !  f6r  She,  within  whose  mighty  page 
Each  tyrant  passion  shows  his  woe  and  rage. 
Has  felt  the  wizard  influence  they  inspire. 
And  to  your  own  tiaditions  tuned  her  lyre. 
Yourselves  shall  judge — whoe'er  has  rais'd  the  sail 
Bv'  Mull's  dark  coast,  ha<;  heard  this  evening's  tale ; 
Trie  plaided  boatman,  resting  on  his  oar 
Points  to  the  fatal  rock  amid  the  roar 
Of  whitening  waves,  and  tells  whatever  to  night, 
Our  humble  stage  shall  offer  to  your  sight; 
Proudly  preferr'd,  that  first  our  efforts  give 
Scenes  glowing  from  her  pen  to  breathe  and  live ; 
More  proudly  yet,  should  Caledon  approve 
The  dlial  token  of  a  daughter's  love. 

*  A^adk,  01*  Nova  Scoti«. 
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EPILOGUE 

TO  THE^SAME. 

BT   UENRT    MACKENZIE,   ESQ. 

iy  Mra,  H.  Siddons^  in  her  ordituny 


Well  !  here  I  am,  (bese  scenes  of  suffering  o'er, 
Safe  iimong  you,  ^'  a  widow'd  thing  no  more ; 
And  though  som^  squeamish  critics  still  content} 
That  not  so  soon  the  tragic  tone  should  end, 
Nor  flippant  Epilogue,  with  smiling  face. 
Elbow  her  serious  sister  frofn  the  place ; 
I  stand  prepared  with  precedent  and  custom, 
To  plead  thp  adverse  doctrine — Wont  you  trust  'cm  i 
I  think  you  will,  and  npw  the  curtain's  down. 
Unbend  your  brows,  nor  on  my  prattle  jfrown. 

You've  seen  how,  in  our  country's  ruder  age, 
Our  moody  lords  would  let  their  vassals  rage» 
And  whilje  they  droye  men's  her^s,  and  burnt  their  houses^ 
To  some  lone  isle  condemn'd  their  own  poor  spouses ; 
Their  portion— -drowning  when  the  tide  should  serve} 
Their  separate  aliment— «  leave  to  starvp ; 
And  for  the  Scottish  rights  of  Dower  and  Tierce^ 
A  deep  sea  burial,  and  an  empty  hearse. 

Such  was  of  old.  the  fuss  about  tbjs  matter; 
^n  our  good  times,  'tis  manag'd  greatly  better ; 
Vhen  modern  ladies  part  with  modern  lords, 
Their  business  no  such  tragic  tale  affords; 

?!*h«ir  *'  Family  L.egpnds,"  in  the  Charter  cheat ^ 
Q  deeds  uf  ink,  not  deeds  of  blood,  consist ;     * 
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In  place  of  ruffians  arobushM  in  the  dapk, 
CoroeSy  wjtb  kis  pen^  a  harmless  lawyer's  clerk, ' 
Draws  a  long-bond,  my  lady  packs  ber  things, 
And  leaves  her  mate  to  smooth  his  ruffled  wings. 

.In  the  free  code  of  first  enlighten'^  France, 
Marriage  was  broke  for  want  of  convetiance  ; 
No  fault  to  find,  no  grievances  to  tell, 
But,  like  tight  shoes,  they  did  not  fit  quite  well. 
The  lady  curt'sied,  with  "  Adieu  Momkur/* 
The  husband  bow'd,  or  shrngg'd,  ^'  de  tout  mm  ccturT 
*•  Uaffaire  est  faite  ;'  each  partner  free  to  range, 
Made  life  a  dance,  and  every  dance  a  change. 

In  England's  colder  soil  they  scarce  contrive 
To  keep  these  foreign  freedom-plants  alive  ; 
Yet  in  some  gay  parterres  we've  seen,  efren  there, 
Its  blushine  fruit  this  frail  exotic  bear ; — 
Couples  make  shift  to  slip  the  marriage  chain, 
Crou  hands — cast  o^^and  are  themselves  again. 

(Bell  rings,) 
But,  soft,  I  hear  the  Prompter's  summons  rung. 
That  calls  me  off,  and  stops  my  idle  tongue; 
A  Sage,  our  fair  and  vinuous  Author's  friend. 
Shakes  his  stern  head,  and  bids  my  nonsense  end  ;-^ 
Bids  me  declare,  she  hopes  her  parent  land 
May  long  this  current  of  the  times  withstand, 
That  here,  in  purity  and  honour  bred, 
Shall  love  and  duty  wreathe  the  nuptial  bed ; 
The  brave  good  husband,  and  his  faithful  wife, 
Revere  the  sacred  charities  of  life  ; 
And  bid  their  children,  like  their  sires  of  old, 
Firm,  honest,  upright,  for  their  country  bold; 
Here,  where  "  Rome's  eagles  found  un\anqui»h'd  foes," 
The  Gallic  vulture  fearlessly  oppose. 
Chase  from  this  favoured  isle,  with  baffled  wing. 
Blessed  in  its  good  old  laws,  old  manners,  and  old  kin^^. 
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THE  LAWYER'S  FAREWEluL 
TO  HIS  MUSE. 

Br  SIR   W.   BLACKSTOVE* 


Asf  by  some  tyrant's  stern  command, 
A  wretch  forsakes  his  native  land. 
In  foreign  climes  condemned  to  roam. 
An  endless  exile  from  his  home ; 
pensive  he  treads  the  destin'd  way« 
And  dreads  to  go»  nor  dares  to  stay ; 
Till  on  some  neighboring  mountain's  brow 
He  stops,  and  tnnis  his  eye  b^ow ; 
There,  melting  at  the  wdl-known  view* 
Drops  a  last  tear,  and  bids  adieu  : 
So  I,  thus  doomed  from  thee  to  part, 
Gay  Queen  of  Fancy,  and  of  Art, 
Reluctant  move,  with  doubtful  mind, 
Oft  stop,  and  often  look  behind. 
Companion  of  my  tender  age. 
Serenely  gay,  and  sweetly  sage. 
How  blithsome  were  we  wont  to  rove 
By  verdant  hill,  or  shady  grove, 
V^here  fervent  bees,  with  humming  voice. 
Around  the  hone/d  oak  rejoice. 
And  aged  elms,  with  awful  bend. 
In  long  cathedral  walks  extend  ! 
Lnird  by  the  lapse  of  gliding  floods, 
Cheer'd  by  the  warbling  of  the  woods, 
How  blest  my  days,  my  thoughts  how  free. 
In  sweet  society  with  thee ! 


Then  all  was  jo3roqs«,  all  was  yonngi, 
And  years  unheeded  roUM  along  ! 
0ut  now  the  pleasing  dream  is  o'er ; 
These  scenes  must  fcharm  me  now  no  niooe: 
Lost  to  the  field,  and  torn  from  you^* 
Farewell ! — ^a  long;  i^  last  adieu  ! 

Me,  wrangling  coiiris,  and  stubborn  laif. 
To  smoke,  and  crowds,  and  cities  draw,; 
There  selfish  Faction  rules  the  day, . 
And  Pride  and  Avarice  throng  the  way ; 
Diseases  taint  the  murkjr  air. 
And  midnight  conflagrations  glare; 
|x)ose  Revelry,  and  Biut  bold. 
In  frighted  streets  their  orgies  hold  ;*-r- 
Or,  when  in  silenpe  all  is  drown'd. 
Fell  Murder  walks  her  lonely  round  ; 
No  room  for  peace,  no  room  for  you : 
Adieu,  celestial  nyniph,  adieu  ! 

Shakespear  no  more,  thy  sylvan  son. 
Nor  all  the  art  of  Addison, 
Pope's  hea/n^strang  lyre,  nor  Waller's  ease^ 
Nor  Milton's  mighty  self  must  please. 
Instead  of  these,  a  formal  band, 
In  furs  and  coift,  around  me  stand  ; 
With  sounds  uncouth,  and  acceuts  diy. 
That  grate  the  soul  of  harmony, 
Each  pedant  sage  unlocks  his  store 
Of  mystic,  dark,  discordant  lore  ; 
And  points  with  tottering  hand,  the  wayt. 
That  lead  me  to  the  thorny  maze. 

Inhere,  in  a  winding,  close  retreat. 
Is  Justice  doom'd  to  fix  her  seat ; 
There,  fencM  by  bulwarks  of  the  law. 
She  keeps  the  woAderiug  world  i^  awe; 


476 

And  there,  from  vulgar  sight  retir'd. 
Like  eastern  queens,  is  more  admir'd, 

O  let  me  pierce  the  secret  shade, 
Where  dwerfs  the  venerable  maid  ! 
There  humbly  mark,  wiih  re/rent  awe, 
The  guardian  of  Britannia's  Jaw, 
Unfold  with  joy  her  sacred  page, 
(The  united  boast  of  many  an  age, 
Where  mix'd,  yet  uniform,  appears 
The  wisdom  of  a  thousand  years ;) 
In  that  pure  spring  the  bottom  view. 
Clear,  deep,  and  regularly  true, 
And  other  doctrines  thence  imbibe, 
Than  lurk  within  the  sordid  scribe  ; 
Observe  how  parts  with  parts  unite, 
In  one  harmonious  rule  of  right ; 
See  countless  wheels  distinctly  tend. 
By  various  laws,  to  one  great  end  ; 
While  mighty  Alfred's  piercing  soul 
Pervades  and  regulates  the  whole. 

Then  welcome  business,  welcome  strife, 
Welcome  the  cares,  the  thorns  of  life  : 
The  visage  wan,  the  purblind  sight, 
The  toil  by  day,  the  lamp  at  night. 
The  tedious  form?,  the  solemn  prate. 
The  perl  dispute,  the  dull  debate, 
The  drowsy  b**fich,  the  babbling  hall, 
For  thee,  fair  Justice,  welcome  all ! 

Thus  though  my  noon  of  life  be  past, 
Yet  let  my  setting  sun,  at  last, 
Find  out  the  still,  the  rural  cell, 
Where  sage  Retirement  lovt*s  to  dwell ! 
There  let  me  taste  the  home- fell  bliss 
Of  innocence,  and  inward  peace ; 
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Untainted  by  the  guilty  bribe ; 
UncursM  amid  the  happy  tribe ; 
No  orphan's  cry  to  wound  my  ear, 
My  honour  and  my  conscience  clear : 
Thus  may  I  calmly  meet  my.  end/ 
Thus  to  the  grave  in  peace  descend. 


LINES, 

Copied  from  the  Window  of  an  obscure  Lodging  in 

Islington^. 

OTRAveER,  whoe'er  thou  «rt,  whoee  rMtkss  mind 

Like  me  within  these  walls  is  cribbed,  confined, 

Learn  how  each  want  that  heaves  our  mutual  sighs, 

A  woman's  soft  solicitude  supplies  ; 

From  her  white  breast  retreat  all  rude  alarms. 

Or  fly  the  circle  of  her  magic  arms ; 

IVhile  S9u!s  exchanged  alternate  grace  acquire, 

And  passions  catchiirom  passions  mutual  fire. 

What  though  to  deck  this  roof  no  arts  combine 
Such  foVms  as  rival  every  fair  but  mine ; 
No  nodding  plumes  our  humble  couch  above. 
Proclaim  each  triumph  of  unbounded  love; 
No  silver  lamp,  with  sculptur'd  Cupids  gay. 
O'er  yielding  beauty  pours  its  midnight  ray : 
Yet  Fanny's  charms  could  Time's  slow  flight  beguile,    . 
Sooth  every  care,  and  make  this  dungeon  smile ; 
In  her,  what  kings,  what  saints  have  wished,  is  given; 
Her  heart  is  empire,  and  her  love  is  heaven. 

^  An  imperfect  copy  of  these  ▼crses  ww  printed  io  the  Poetical 
Begiiter,  Vol  II.  page  401. 
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LOVE  ELEGY. 


Now  sunk  in  dumb  detpondeiice  on  the  ttiohii 
Where  nightly  perched  she  poun  her  solemn  laji 

S»d  Philomel  behokb  the  gradual  mom, 
Bright  and  yet  brighter^  kindle  into  day* 

Sweet  child  of  sorrow  I  with  regret,  like  thine^ 
I  too  yon  gold,  that  skirts  the  dapple*  see ; 

Ko  joy  the  gleams,  that  now  mure  ruddy  shine^ 
Dear  as  the  joy  that  flies  them,  bring  to  me. 

Yet  then  again,  ye  slumbers,  o'er  rtiy  eyes 
Descending,  soothe  my  troubled  soul  to  rest; 

And  yet  again ,  ye  pleasing  visions  rise. 
In  all  my  Delia's  gentler  graces  drest. 

And  tho'  through  every  semblance  ye  can.  rmtige. 
Well  might  ye  chuse  my  Delia's  form  to  wear } 

Secure,  that  to  no  lovelier  ye  can  changty 
No  mien  more  graceful,  and  no  face  more  fiur« 

In  vain  I  call :  obedient  to  my  will. 

No  visions  rise,  no  slumbers  o'er  me  creep, 

And  now  in  glory  from  yon  eafforn  hill, 
The  sun  ascending  bids  me  wake  t<^  Wee|>. 
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Ah !  gentle  sun  !  so  will  I  bless  th^  b«Mliff 
Tho'  iby  return  but  grief  raturning  briogii-«* 

With  cautious  revereoce  ste^^  where  boveiriBg  dreaiUB 
OVr  i>^lia's  pillow  wav^  tbeir  busy  wings* 

O!  could  I  stand  with  trembling  duty  nigh 
To  guard,  and  guarding  ^aze  upon  the  maid. 

No  ruder  ray  should  there  intrude,  no  fly 
With  nvurniuring  error  her  reposSe  invade. 

And  if,  while  thus  I  gazed,  v^n  her  cheek 

One  smile  of  haughty  scoru  ^ould  haply  dawn  r 

And  if  one  araorous  si^  should  haply  bi:)eaks 
Peep  from  the  iuvohintary  bosom  drawn : 

Now,  would  I  cry,  she  proudly  feigns  to  smile 
While  at  her  feet  I  se^m  my  suit  to  press ; 

Now  ill  concealed  by  many  a  female  wile^ 
Her  mutual  love  those  amorous  sighs  confess* 

And  can  I  thus  the  flattering  tale  believe. 
Which  hope,  too  ready,  whispers  in  my  ear  ? 

And  can  I  thus  this  simple  heart  deceive, 
That  still  my  Delia  holds  my  memory  dear  ? 

She  now  can  wander  in  the  conscious  grove, 
Nor  think|  how  there  I  wander'd  by  her  side  ; 

In  dreams  her  fancy  now  can  freely  rove. 
Nor  hear  me  talk,  nor  see  my  image  glide. 

Yet  be  she  false ;  her  falsehood  shall  but  show, 
How  fixed  the  firm  foundation  of  ray  truth, 

for  her  alone  I  nurse  perpetual  woe ; 
For  her,  ia  silence  drooping,  waste  my  youth. 
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For  Yier,  vAi€r6  lingering  on  in  many  a  maee 

Their  humid  train  the  waves  of  Isis  wreathe. 
The  tunefdl  ^sorrows'  of  these  tender  lays, 
'  With  many  a  b#pe,  an^  many  a  fear,  I  breathe: 

And  oft  tlie  while,  my  h^ad  in  grief  declined. 
Wistful  I  raise  to  watch  the  journeying  sun  ; 

Sigh  as  1  mark  the  distance  yet  behindy 
And  bid  his  westering  wheels  more  swiftly  run* 

Then  fondly  kind  in  visionary  charms 
Propitious  night  my  Delia  may  restore; 

Theft  1  agAin  may  fold  her  in  these  arms ; 
O  be  the  vision  true !— I  ask  no  more. 


LINES, 

Sent  to  the  Due  de  Nitemois,  vnth  a  Lock  of  ktr  gref 
Hair,  by  Madame  de  Mirepoix, 

yROM    THE   FREKGH. 

LooK)  th^y  are  grey— but  turned  to  gre j 

These  locks  our  union's  date  attest; 
Poor  spoils  that  Age  can  tear  away,    • 

Which  leaves  us  yet  in  friendship  blest* 

No  change  in  friendship's  star  appears. 

Whose  lustre,  as  in  early  prime. 
Shines  in  the  winter  of  our  years, 

Kindled  by  choice,  and  fed  by  time^ 

No  more  the  world  our  (lame  reproving^ 
*  Shall  force  our  bosoms  to  repress  it; 
Grey  hairs,  besides  the  charm  of  loving, 
Allow  the  freedom  to  confess  it. 

&ET.    a,  ELAVD^ 
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CONGRATULATORY  VERSES 

On  the  Marriage  of  Frederic,  Prince  of  Wake,  with  tit 

Prineeu  of  Sax  Gotia, 

When  pious  frauds  and  holy  pride  no  more 
Could  hold  that  empire,  which  so  long  they  bore; 
From  &ir  Germania's  states  the  truth  began 
To  gleam,  and  shed  her  heavenly  light  on  man : 
To  Fredseic  *  first,  the  Saxon  Prince, 'twas  given. 
To  nurse  and  cherish  this  best  gift  of  heaven. 
Its  growth,  whilst  young  and  tender,  was  his  care ;    *> 
To  guard  its  blossoms  from  the  inclement  air :  S 

And  dying,  **  Mayst  thou  flourish,''  was  his  prayer.  ^ 

Again,  when  fair  Religion  now  had  spread 
Her  intfuence  round,  and  raised  her  captived  head. 
When  Charles  and  Rome  their  impious  forces  joined 
To  quench  its  light,  and  reipslave  mankind ; 
Another  Frederic  f  first  appeared  in  arms. 
To  guard  th'  endangered  blessing  from  alarms. 
Ye  heavens,  what  virtues  with  what  courage  join'd  ! 
But  joined  in  vain ! — See  vanquished,  and  confined, 
In  the  deep  gloom,  the  pious  hero  lies ; 
And  lifts  to  heaven  his  ever-streaming  eyes. 
There,  spent  with  sorrows,  as  he  sunk  to  rest, 
(The  public  cause  still  lab'ring  in  his  breast) 
Behold,  in  slumber,  to  his  view  displayed. 
Rose  the  first  Frederick's  venerable  shade  ! 

*  Frederici  Elector  of  Saxony,  the  chief  Protector  of  Luther  and 
the  Protestant  religion,  died  in  the  year  1520. 

t  John  Frederic,  nephew  to  the  former*  taken  prisoner  by  Charles 
V.  and  despoiled  of  bis  Electorate  by  him  io  the  year  1547. 

VOL.  VIII.  I  i 
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His  temples  circled  with  a  heavenly  flame  i 

The  same  his  flowing  robe ;  his  look  the  same* 

**  And  art  thou  come  ?"  (the  captive  warrior  cries) 

**  What  realms  so  long  detained  thee  from  our  eyes  f 

**  After  such  wars,  such  deaths  and  horrors  past, 

"  Is  our  great  Guardian  Chief  returned  at  last } 

**  Say  from  yon  heaven,  so  long  desired  in  vain, 

**  Descends  our  hero  to  our  aid  again  ? 

'<  Now  when  proud  Rome,  her  standard  vide  nnfurl'di 

^  Pours  like  a  deluge  o'er  the  trembling  world ; 

''  Fierce,  her  disputed  empire  to  restote, 

**  And  scourge  mankind  for  ten  dark  ages  more* 

"  Like  m^  Rielig^on  wears  the  tyrant's  chain ;  ^ 

**  Prostrate  like  me,  she  bleeds  at  every  vein :  > 

^  Oh !  must  we  never,  never  rise  again  ^*  J 

*\  Dismiss  thy  fears,'^  (the  reverend  shade  replies) 
''  Be  firm ;  be  constant :  and  absolve  the  skies. 
'^  Dark  are  the  ways  of  heaven :  let  man  attend : 
''  Soon  will  the  regular  confusion  end. 
<*  Soon  shall  thy  eyes  a  brighter  scene  survey  t 
'*  Lo,  the  fleet  hours  already  wing  their  way  t) 
''  When  t^  thy  native  soil  in  peace  restored, 
<<  Once  more  shali  Gotha  see  her  lawful  Lord. 
^^  True  to  religion,  each  successive  son 
'^  Shall  aid  the  cause  their  generous  sires  begun. 
^'  Even  now  I  look  thro'  Fate.     O  glorious  sigh^  ( 
^^  I  see  X\\y  offspiing,  as  they  rise  to  light. 
*^  What  benefits  to  man  I  what  lights  divine ! 
"  What  heroes,  and  what  saints,  ulorn  the  line  I 
''  And  oh  !  to  crown  the  scene,  my  joyful  eyes 
**  Behold  from  far,  |i  princely  virgin  rise  1 
*^  This,  this  is  She,  the  smiling  Fates  ordain 
'*  To  bring  the  bright  primeval  times  again  1  ^ 
*'  The  fair  Augusta  ! — Graced  with  blooming cbaiBM^ 
**  Reserved  to  bless  a  British  Prince's  arms. 
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**  Behold,  beboldi  the  long  expected  day  I 
Fly  swift,  ye  hours ;  ye  minutes,  haste  away. 
To  wed  the  fair,  O  favoured  of  the  skies. 
Rise  in  thy  time,  thou  destined  hero,  rise. 
For  thro'  this  scene,  of  opening  Fate,  I  see 
A  greater  Febdb&ic  shall  arise  In  thee ! 
Theft  let  thy  £MrB  from  this  blest  moment  cease : 
Henceforth  shall  pure  Religion  reign  in  peace. 
**  Thy  royal  race  shall  Albion's  sceptre  sway; 
And  son  to  son  th'  Imperial  power  convey : 
All  shall  support,  like  thee,  the  noble  cause 
Of  Truth,  Religion,  Liberty,  and  Laws.'/ 
This  said,  the  veuembte  shade  retired : 
The  wond'riug  hero,  at  the  vision  fired. 
With  generous  rapture  glows ;  forgets  his  pains. 
Smiles  at  his  woes^  and  triumphs  in  his  chains. 

JO.  8PBNC£, 
1736.  Profestor  of  Poetry,  and  FeUm  rf 

*  New  College,  Oxfitrd. 
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INSCRIPTION. 

J  Water  Nymph  tpetAs. 

BT  DB.  DARWIIT. 

If  the  meek  flower  of  bashful  dye. 
Attract  not  thy  incurious  eye ; 
If  the  soft  murmuring  rill  to  rest 
Encbarm  not  thy  tumultuous  breast. 
Go,  where  Ambition  lures  the  vain. 
Or  Avarice  barters  peace  for  gain  1 

ii2 
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.    STANZAS 

UHdch  accompany  the  beautiful  Engraving  vf  the  Ltwo- 
dorm  TankeroilUmy  or  Chviese  Umodoron^  m  Dr. 
Thornton's  splendid  Botanical  World 

Bir    DR.   SHAW. 


SwEtt  flower,  whose  modest  beauties  blow 
Deep  in  the  green  and  silent  vale, 

Where  willows  bending  o'er  the  stream, 
Wave  gently  to  the  passing  gale ! 

So,  in  thy  native  Sina's  shades, 

Like  thee,  sequester'd  and  serene, 
Soft-smiling  sit  her  pensive  maids, 

Fleas'd  with  the  solitary  scene, 

* 
There,  listening  to  sOto6  magic  tale/ 

Of  fabled  bliss,  or  fancied  woe. 
They  deck  with  art  the  silken  veil. 

Or  tend  the  flowers  that  round  them  blow* 

From  moss-clad  rocks  and  tangjed  sliades, 
The  murmuring  waters  roll  around. 

Sweep  through  the  garden's  green  arcades, 
And  shine  along  the  varied  ground. 
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On  waving  boughs  the  plumy  race 
Sweet  carol  from  the  blossom'd  spray ; 

While,  glittering  in  each  pictur'd  vase, 
The  golden-scaled  beauties  play*     ' 

Domestic  cares  and  duteous  love 

In  turn  their  tender  thoughts  employ  ( 

And  form  within  their  green  alcove 
A  happiness  that  cannot  cloy. 


EPITAPH 

On  Dr.  Burgh. 

9Y   J.   9.  S.   VORBITy   ESQ. 


L«08T  in  a  jarring  world's  tumultuous  cries, 

Unmark'd  around  us  ^ink  the  good  and  wise : 

Here  Burgh  is  laid  ;  a  venerable  name. 

To  Virtue  sacred,  not  unknown  to  Fame ; 

Let  those  he  lov'd,  let  those  who  lov'd  him,  tell 

How  dear  he  liv'd,  and  how  lamented  fei}; 

Tell  of  the  void  his  social  spirit  left, 

Of  comforts  long  enjoy'd  for  ever  reft. 

Of  wit  that  gHded  many  a  sprightlier  hour, 

Of  kindness  when  the  scene  of  joy  was  o'er, 

Of  Truth's  ethereal  beam,  by  Learning  given. 

To  guide  his  virtues  to  their  native  Heaven  ; 

Nor  shall  their  sorrowing  voice  be  heard  unmov'd, 

While  gratitude  is  left,  or  goodne&s  lov'd ; 

But  listening  crowds  this  honoured  tomb  attend, 

And  childrens'  children  bless  their  father's  friend. 
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IE  giant  robbers  of  tbe  nation. 
Whose  shuddering  dread  of  reformation^ 
(Such  dread  the  minor  robber  feels, 
tVhen  Bow«-street  runners  dog  bis  heels) 
Prompts  youi  by  every  art  to  strire 
To  keep  our  fear  of  change  alive. 
Learn  that  the  hackneyed  old  pretences 
No  more  can  cheat  us  of  our  senses. 
In  vain,  Agsin,  with  treble  din 
You  raise  the  cry  of"  Jacobin  • !' 
The  long-exploded  cry  we  hear 
With  nothing  but  a  bitter  sneer ! 
This  stale  attempt  our  souls  to  fright     ^ 
From  claiming  antient  law  and  right, 
Betrays  a  poorness  of  invention. 
As  little  skill  as  good  intention* 

Thus,  says  the  tale,  a  country  clown, 
Who,  when  a  friend  or  two  came  do^vn 
On  Sundays  at  his  cot  to  dine, 
Gave  apple-pie  and  leg  of  swine, 
Once  having,  at  some  festal  tide, 
For  thrice  the  number  to«provide, 


i>» 


*  The  author  by  no  means  intends  to  assert  that  the  country 
never  was  in  danger  from  Jacobinical  principles.  He  is  fullj  m- 
tisfied  that,  at  one  time,  it  was  in  the  utmost  peril  from  the  detest- 
able principles  and  machinations  of  jacobinism.  What  he  means  to 
assert  is,  that,  long  after  the  danger  was  over*  the  cry  of  '*  Jacohin** 
continued  to  be  rkised,  by  venal  scribblers,  against  every  person, 
however  loy^l*  who  was  desirous  of  correcting  even  the  most  flagraat 
abuses,  loere  may,  perhaps,  still  be  a  few  inveterate  JaoouaSf 
but  they  can  only  be  objects  of  contempt,  or,  at  most,  of  vigilance. 
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AfiMr  mQch  racking  6f  his  bntn, 
What  dinner  he  should  gi?e  the  trtii), 
At  length  presented  to  their  eyes, 
*Three  legs  of  pork*  three  appl&^pies.. 

We  own,  indeed,  there  was  an  hour' 
The  bng*bear  phantom  had  sach  poweri 
That)  when  yon  held  it  up  to  view, 
It  made  us  khy  follies  do ! 
Heavens !  how  we  sweated,  prayM,  and  trembled, 
And  asses  more  than  men  resembled ! 
Then,  like  that  sage  Hibernian  elf. 
To  save  his  neck  who  hang^i  himself. 
To  keep  secure  our  lives  and  purses, 
We  botn  committed  to  your  mercies. 
But  those  your  solden  days  are  past, 
WeVe  through  uie  juggle  seen  at  last. 
And  that  which  once  destroyed  our  rest, 
Is  now  become  a  standing  jest. 

So  when,  to  guard  from  birds  his  crops, 
HoDOs  in  his  fields  a  scare-crow  props. 
With  furious  phiz,  and  jacket  flaming. 
And  wooden  gun  at  spoilers  aiming. 
Awhile,  the  dread  of  feather'd  bands, 
The  formidable  malkin  stands  ; 
But  soon,  familiar  with  its  figure. 
And  finding  out  its  want  of  vigour. 
The  birds,  recovered  from  their  wonder, 
Boldly  resume  the  work  of  plunder. 
Around  their  foe  undaunted  tread, 
Or  perch  upon  its  empty  bead. 

Tis  true  that,  in  one  trifling  point. 
My  simile  is  out  of  joint : 
We  are  the  tillers  ot  the  plain, 
And  Tou  the  plunderers  of  our  grain. 
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Come  !  task  your  wits !  produce  some  story 
To  brighten  up  yqur  tarnished  glory ! 
Have  you  uo  master-hand  at  fiction. 
Who  lives  to  truth  in  contradiction. 
Whose  fertile  brain  can  hatch  a  tale. 
To  make  John  Bull  turn  sick  and  pale  ? 
Cannot  that  wordy  wight,  John  BowLESt 
That  prince  of  pamphlet-making  souls, 
Who  sees — may  due  reward  betide  him-- 
What  no  one  else  can  see  beside  him ; 
Who  saw,  at  Nottingham,  a  goddess 
Paraded  without  shift  or  boddice ; 
Cannot  even  H£  your  cause  supply 
With  some  new  panic  spreading  lie  ? 
Unless  you're  now  both  quick  and  clever, 
By  Jove  !  your  empire's  gone  for  ever ! 
Bestir  you  !  or  'twill  be  your  fate 
To  move  contempt  as  well  as  hate. 
You  will,  with  all  your  dirty  tools, 
Be  damn'd  as  knaves,  and  scorn'd  as  fools. 

I8O9.  R.  A. ». 

EPIGRAM, 

On  hearing  thai  the  French  had  melted  dawn  their  Saintt 

to  purchase  Artillery. 

Quoth  a  reverend  priest  to  a  less  reverend  friend, 
'*  Where  at  length  will  the  crimes  of  these  French  vil- 
lains end. 
Who  their  saints  and  their  martyrs  thus  impiously  sell, 
And  convert  into  damnable  engines  of  hell  V 
**  Prithee,  why  (quoth  his  friend)    are  you  so  much 

surprised. 
That  saints  had  their  deserts,  and  were  all  canonized  f*' 
1804. 
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"     THE  BELVIDERE  APOLLO*, 

%  Pri^e  Poem, 

AECITED  IV  7BB  THEATKBy  OXPOBD9  IN  THE  YEAA  ICDCCCXII* 


Hbakb  ye  the  arrow  hurtle  in  the  sky? 

Heard  ye  the  dragon  monster'^  deathful  cry  ? 

In  settled  majesty  of  fierce  disdain, 

Proud  of  his  might,  yet  scornful  of  the  slain. 

The  heavenly  archer  stands — no  human  birth, 

No  perishable  denizen  of  earth ; 

Youth  blooms  immortal  in  his  beardless  face, 

A  god  in  strength,  with  more  than  godlike  grace; 

All,  all  divine — no  struggling  muscle  glows. 

Through  heaving  vein  no  mantling  life-blood  flows. 

But  animate  with  deity  alone. 

In  deathless  glory  lives  the  breathing  stone. 

Bright  kindling  with  a  conqueror's  stern  delight. 
His  keen  eye  tracks  the  arrow's  fateful  flight; 
Burns  his  indignant  cheek  with  vengeful  fire, 
And  his  lip  quivers  with  iqsulting  ire  : 
Firm  fixed  his  tread,  yet  light,  as  when  on  high 
He  walks  th'  impalpable  and  pathless  sky : 
The  rich  luxuriance  of  his  hair,  confined 
Jn  graceful  ringlets,  wantons  onHhc  wind. 
That  lifts  in  sport  his  mantle's  drooping  fold. 
Proud  to  display  that  form  of  faultless  mould. 

*  The  Apollo  is  in  the  act  of  watchiog  the  arrow  with  frhich  he 
•lew  the  serpeot  P^thou. 
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Miglity  Ephesian  * !  with  an  eagle's  flight 
Thy  proud  soul  roounted  through  the  fielda  of  light* 
Viewed  the  bright  conclave  of  heaven's  blest  abode, 
And  the  cold  marble  leapt  to  \t(e  a  god  : 
Contagious  awe  through  breathless  myriads  nuif 
And  nations  bowed  before  the  work  of  man. 
For  mild  he  seemed,  as  in  Elysian  bowers, 
Wasting  in  careless  ease  the  joyous  hours  ; 
Haughty,  as  bards  have  sung,  with  princely  sway 
Curbing  the  fierce  flame-breathing  steeds  of  diiy  ; 
Beauteous  as  vision  seen  in  dreamy  sleep 
By  holy  maid  on  Delphi's  haunted  steep. 
Mid  the  dim  twilight  of  the  laurel  grove, 
Too  fair  to  worship,  too  divine  to  love. 

Yet  on  that  form  in  wild  delirious  trance 
With  more  than  reverence  gazed  the  Maid  of  France  f ; 
Day  after  day  the  love-sick  dreamer  stood 
With  him  alone,  nor  thought  it  solitude ; 
To  cherish  grief,  her  last,  her  dearest  care. 
Her  one  fond  hope — to  perish  of  despair. 
Oft  as  the  shifting  light  her  sight  beguiled. 
Blushing  she  shrunk,  and  thought  the  marble  smiled ; 
Oft  breathless  listening  heard,  or  seemed  to  hear, 
A  voice  of  music  melt  upon  her  car. 
Slowly  she  waned,  and  cold  and  senseless  grown. 
Closed  her  dim  eyes,  herself  benumb'd  to  stone. 
Yet  love  in  death  a  sickly  strength  supplied, 
Once  more  she  gazed,  then  feebly  smiled,  and  died.* 

HKNRY  HART  MILMAV. 
Ara%en  Niae  College, 

*  Agasitts  ot'  Ephesns. 

f  Tbc  foregoing  fact  it  related  in  the  work  ef  Mona.  Piuel  mr 
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ODE 

Oil  the  glorious  Victory  obtained  hy  Admiral  NeUon^ 

August  1, 1798. 


£t  leptemgemini  tnrbant  trepida  ostia  KHi. 


I.     1. 

Waftbp  on  many  a  favouring  breese, 

.  What  shouts  of  triumph  greet  the  ear? 
"What  distant  shores,  what  wondering  sear, 

Britannia's  awful  thunders  hear  ? 
What  hero  on  her  recreant  foe 
Inflicts  the  deepest,  deadliest  blow  ? 
What  victor  her  ecstatic  bliss  renews  ? 
The  joy  of  every  heart — the  theme  of  every  Muse. 

I.    2*, 

Tis  He !  th' intrepid  chief,  whose  name. 

Long  known  for  high  heroic  deeds. 
Now  fills  the  loudest  trump  of  Fame, 
To  vatour  prompts,  to  glory  leads  ! 
Pistinguished  o'er  the  martial  train, 
He  oft  has  bled — ^nor  bled  in  vain. — 
Bright  Conquest  her  propitious  flag  unfurled 
High  oB  his  burnished  prow,  to  cheer  th'  afflicted  world. 
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Nor  lust  of  power,  nor  pride  of  vain  applause, 

(That  bright  but  unsubstantial  crown) 

Inspires  her  sons  to  win  renown, 
Whene'er  the  righteous  sword  Britannia  draws  ; 

To  tame  the  proud,  the  vanquished  spare. 
The  oppressed  from  cruel  wrongs  to  save — 

These  objects  claim  her  generous  care ; 
These  trophies  best  adorn  the  truly  braver 

Nurs'd  in  blood,  and  bold  in  numbers, 
Wlien  Gallia's  wolves  on  bleeding  Europe  prey, 

The  British  Lion,  rous'd  from  slumbers. 
Springs  on  the  savage  troop,  and  vindicates  his  sway. 

II.     1. 

Thou,  mif(hty  stream,  whose  secret  source 

In  vain  the  sages'  toils  have  sought, 
Whose  waters,  from  their  seven-fold  course, 

Burst  forth  with  genial  plenty  fraught ! 
Though  godlike  heroes  on  thy  sands 
Oft  ranged  their  proud  victorious  bands. 
Say,  hast  thou  heard  a  fiercer  combat  roar? 
Did  e'er  a  nobler  chief  adorn  thy  far-fam'd  shore  ^ 

II.     2. 

Was  Ammon's  son  more  justly  praised 

When  on  thy  banks  he  breath'd  from  toils. 
And  the  proud  Mart  of  Commerce  rais'd, 
Adorn'd  with  vanquish'd  Asia's  spoils  ? 
When  mighty  Caesar,  calmly  brave, 
Stemm'd  with  his  breast  th'  opposing  wave. 
By  valour  sav'd  from  every  hostile  dart. 
Say,  did  he  then  display  a  nobler,  firmer  heart ) 
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!!•    3. 

Ah  no ! — each  daring  chiers  aspiring  mtnd 

Was  lured  by  false  ambition's  charms^ 

The  love  of  wide-destroying  arms, 
The  impious  hope  to  subjugate  mankind* 

Far  juster  crowns,  more  lasting  praise, 
Britannia's  generous  sons  adorn  : 

A  rescued  world  its  voice  shall  raise, 
And  bid  their  valour  live  to  ages  yet  unborn ; 

Bid  the  muse,  with  transport  viewing 
Our  matchless  chiefs,  the  grateful  notes  prolong. 

And,  her  favourite  theme  pursuing^  ' 
Record  their  glorious  deeds,  immortalia'd  in  song. 

III.     1. 

For  combat  armed,  the  wary  foe, 

In  well-ranged  order,  firm  array, 
(Forewarn'd  to  meet  th'  impending  blow) 
.  In  towering  strength,  exulting,  lay : 
Vain  confidence  !— from  Egypt's  shores 
In  vain  the  associate  thunder  roars : 
In  vain  her  threat'ning  rocks,  her  shoals,  withstand 
Britain's  impetuous  sons,  and  guard  the  hostile  band* 

III.    2. 

Collected,  in  his  native  might, 

Our  dauntless  chief  maintains  his  course. 
Awhile  forbears  the  promised  fight, 

Prepared  to  strike  with  ten»fold  force. 
At  length  he  strikes  ! — The  dread  avenging  blow 
Lays  haughty  Gallia's  honours  low : 
Her  sons  astonished,  wrapt  in  hostile  fire. 
Each  shattered  vessel  yield,  or  in  a  Uaze  expire. 


in.  3. 

Ye  soub  of  beroesi  generous,  just,  and  brafCi 

Through  many  an  age,  to  every  shore, 

Who  Britain's  naval  thunders  bore, 
And  fixed  her  empire  o'er  the  subject  wave  I 

With  kind  propitious  smiks  k>ok  down. 
While,  the  bright  victor's  browsHo  shade. 

His  country  weaves  the  fairest  crown ! 
The  Patriot-Hero's  crown,  which  ne'er  shall  fade. 

From  her  heavenly  throne  descending. 
Let  Justice  ratify  the  voice  of  Fame ;' 

And  let  JGrlory,  never  ending, 
With  Britain's  dearest  sous  enrol  her  Nelson's  name. 


ADDRESS  OF  A  WATER-NYMPH, 
At  Belmont,  in  Staffordshire,  to  the  Owner  of  that  Place  ^ 

B7    DR.  DARWIir. 

O !  Frikitd  to  peace  and  virtue,  ever  flows 
For  thee  my  silent  and  unsullied  stream. 
Pure  and  untainted  as  thy  blameless  life ! 
Let  no  gay  converse  lead  thy  steps  astray 
To  mix  my  chaste  wave  with  immodest  wine. 
Nor  with  the  poisonous  cup,  which  Chemia's  hand 
Deals,  fell  enchantress,  to  the  sons  of  folly  ! 
So  shall  young  Health  thy  daily  walks  attend, 
Weave  for  thy  hoary  brow  the  vernal  flower 
Of  cheerfulness,  and  with  his  nervous  arm 
Arrest  th'  inexorable  scythe  of  Time* 
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STANZAS 

On  a  Woodbine  or  HoneyiucklCf  which  instinctively  clatped 
its  Tendrils  round  an  Urn  to  the  Memory  ofShmsitoncm 

BY  TH9  LAX£  UBY.  R.  O&AVXB* 

Amidst  these  laurels  ever  greeu. 

And  ivy  mantling  round. 
Poor  Shenstone's  votive  urn  is  seen. 

And  consecrates  the  ground. 

This  limpid  stream,  tH^^t  murmuring  falls 

And  winds  those  shades  among, 
His  Leasowes  to  our  mind  recalls, 

And  swvetly  plaintive  song. 

The  woodbine  here  its  sweetest  flowers 

And  rambling  shoots  confines  : 
And  round  the  urn,  'midst  vernal  showers, 

Its 'sheltering  foliage  twines. 

These  roses,  though  they  rarely  view 

The  sun's  all-cheering  ray. 
Yet,  to  the  burd  so  justly  due^ 

Their  annual  tribute  pay. 

Yon  jess^inaine,  tho'  so  remote. 

Its  blossoms  sweet  as  fair, 
White  pendant  o'er  the  urn  they  doat, 

Perfume  the  ambient  air. 

Each  fragrant  shrub  to  poets  dear, 

Or  pleasing  to  the  sight. 
Round  Shenstone's  urn  assembled  herQ 

Their  balmy  sweets  unite,  * 
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Yet  sweeter  far  his  verse  was  deemed, 

More  beautiful  his  grove  : 
While  he  himself,  by  all  esteemed, 

Claimed  universal  love. 

Tbo'  ere  life's  noon  his  glass  was  run. 
Yet  gained  he  endless  fame  : 

But  on  the  eve  of  ninety-one, 
How  humble  is  my  name ! 

My  life's  prolonged  full  many  a  year* 
Beyond  life's  usual  space; 

Yet,  ah  !  in  that  lon^  life,  1  fear, 
Heaven  few  good  deeds  can  trace. 

But,  as  I've  cherished  in  my  breast 

A  love  of  all  mankind, 
I  may,  'tis  hoped,  among  the  blest 

An  humble  mansion  iind. 


EPIGRAM 

On  the  Cloudiness  of  the  Nighty  which  prevented  a  View  of 
the  Conjunction  of  SaCum  and  the  Moon. 

When  prudish  Cynthia,  whom  no  youth  could  move. 
Was  forc'd  at  length  to  own  the  power  of  love, 
And,  late  relenting,  sacrificed  her  charms 
To  palsied  age  in  Saturn's  chilling  arms  ; 
Lest  prying  man  celestial  sins  should  know. 
And  spread  the  scandal  thro'  the  world  below, 
With  blushing  cheeks,  no  more  of  pallid  hue,  -^ 

A  mystic  veil  before  his  eyes  she  threw,  J 

And  hid  the  unchaste  amour  from  mortal  view.         J 

1797. 
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ODEi 

On  the  Death  4if  George  the  Second,  and  Accemdn  of  hii 

present  Maj^^yi 


I.    1. 

Sift,  like  the  sun,  where  Albion's  isle 
Flames  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep ! 
AVhat  sudden  blaze  of  light  divine 
Bids  the  smooth  fiice  of  Oeeair  smile^ 
And  with  unwonted  splendor  shine 
Beneath  yon  silver  steep  f 
^s  He — ^the  Muse's  boundless  eye 
Saw,  when  to  leave  the  sapphire  sky 
He  stretched  his  pearly  plumes^-and  now. 
On  yonder  white  cliffs  starry  brow^ 
Majestic  sees  him:  stand. 

I.    ft. 

Hail  loveliest  of  the  etherial  throng 
Around  terrestrial  thrones  who  wait. 
Observant  of  a  nation's  fate ! 
Submissive  to  your  influence  strong 
Flics  the  pale  Genius  of  the  Gaul ; 
And  sees  on  every  hostile  plain. 
And  sees  amid  the  unfriendly  main| 
His  fading  lilies  fall. 
you  vnz.  K  k 
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Celestial  minister  !  when  you 

O'er  the  blest  Isle  your  pinions  spread. 

In  vain  her  thorns  tumultiiQsis  Discord  threw 

Along  the  path  where  Virtue  loved  to  tread. 

Its  nionarch  rears  his  hoary  head, 

4Vhlie  thn/  the  void  each  gale  that  floats 

Feasts  his  fond  ear  jvitb  mitnty  notes, 

That  o'er  Eiiropa's  conscious  realms  proclaim 

The  glories  of  his  age,  and  BritaiiCs  genuine  Fame. 

I     3. 

Aark  \  hark  !  the  feather^inctur'd  Muse,  that  rorei 

O'er  Canada's  hi^-trophied  shore, 

Calls  to  the  sable  nytnph  that  dweUa 

Amid  the  thunder-edioing  edit 

IVhere  Senegal's  ];ough  waters  roar ; 

Calls  to  the  Muse  stt^bUrae  thai  awelk 

Her  voice  in  Asia'is  spicy  grotes, 

And  oft  her  glowing  bosom'  laves 

In  the  rich  Ganges'  sparkling  waves« 

To  chaunt  the  triumphs  that  have  crowb'd 

The  second.  George's  aims  ; 

To  chaunt  the  blessings  they  have  fou&d 

In  British  virtue,  thro'  the  wqrld  renowned, 

>Vnd  British  freedom's  unresisted  charms. 

II.    3. 

."NVhy  fades  the  scene !  why  foanis  the  tide  \ 
Why  dies  the  charming  song  away  ! 
Each  breeze  what  instant  horror  chills ! 
See  Death,  terrific  spectre,  glide! 
His  hand  the  fatal  j^avelin  £lls, 
Red  with  the  recent  prey— 


499 

Low,  low,  thfe  exulting  tyrant  criet^ 
Tvc  laid  him  on  his  kindred  earth  ; 
Nor  vast  domain,  nor  royal  birth 
Can  mock  my  strong  resistless  dart. 
That  now  has  pierced  the  firmest  heart. 
And  closed  the  purest  eyes. 

II.    2. 

But,  Iting  of  terrors !  where's  thy  train, 

The  torturing  pang,-— the  speechless  cboan, 

Terrific  dread,  and  shuddering  groan, — 

Where,  King  of  terrors,  where's  tfay  train  f 

**  Of  all  my  wonted  arms  bereft 

**  Came  I  to  strike  the  dauntless  breUst 

**  By  that  n^ajestic  so^l  possess'di 

**  Nor  had  one  terror  left. 

"  Arrayed  in  all  my  dreadful  pride 

**  I've  sought  him  in  the  desperate  war; 

**  The  hero  there  my  present  power  defied^ 

**  Nor  shunned  the  scythes  that  armed  my  thundering 

**  Opposing  virtues  still  debar  [car. 

"  My  just  pursuit— ^They  bade  him  meet 

'*  Without  one  sigh  my  javelin  fleet ; 

**  They  seized  with  rapid  hands  the  shafts  of  Fata 

**  And  with  it  oped  the  folds  of  Heaven's  eternal  gate.*^ 

II.    3. 

And  opened  too  (replied  the  angelic  guest, 
Dispersing  with  his  radiance  clear 
The  dreary  shades,  and  that  pale  sprite 
Immerging  in  immortal  night; 
And  wiping  off  the  lucid  tear. 
That,  in  all-cheering  Hope's  despite 
Streamed  o'er  Britannia's  heaviii((  breast) 

Kk3 
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And  opened  too  the  destined  door 

Thro'  which  new  croud  of  blessings  pour. 

Britannia,  see  !  thy  Son  extends 

His  free,  his  Patriot  arms, 

To  welcome  thine  and  Virtue's  friends ; 

See  to  thy  fond  embrace  he  bends. 

Just  to  thy  honest  pride,  and  conscious  of  thy  cbamii, 

Gaul's  pensive  Genius  heard  him  sing 
And  breathed  the  hopeless  sigh  ;^ 
Bold  Prussia's  eag>e,  towering  hrgh. 
Clapped  loud  his  vigorous  wins  ; 
While  happy  Britons  hailed  a  British  Iringt 
O  more  than  Albion's  hope,  to  Thee 
Ingenuous  science  bends  the  knee. 
Chaste  Isis,  conscious  of  her  claim, 
Fears  not  to  tell  her  faithful  flame ; 
And  pleased  that  every  muse  appro vef 
What  she  so  well  so  warmly  loves, 

Joins  in  her  wreath  each  flower  that  glows 

Where  Cam's  Pierian  fountain  flows* 

O  born  a  blessing  unconfin'd  ! 

The  muses  of  yon  hostile  shore 

Your. happy  auspices  implore,  « 

By  you  protected  trust  the  waves  and  wind. 

But  see  where  dove-eyed  Peace  from  heaven  looks  dov^n^ 

And  longs  to  bind  yuur  envied  cruwn 

With  olives  doubly  blest ; 

While  she  prepares  o'er  sea  and  land 

To  wave  her  bliss-dispensing  hand, 

Rejoic'd  she  sees  Britaimia's  throne 

Pure  Virtue's  refuge — who  alone 

Builds  in  her  bosom  calm,  sweet  Feace's  halcyon  nest. 
1761. 

TBI   BIOBT   HOW.  TBI    KASL   Of   4»IMQB0K, 

ef  MagdaUn  CoUtgt,  Oxfvrd. 
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NECESSITY. 


I  B8y  I,  too,  mark  with  anxious  eye 
The  world's  great  pageant  passing  by  ! 

Breathless  1  catch  the  mighty  name 
That  swells,  that  fills,  ihe  trump  of  fame ; 
On  wings  uf  speid,  with  eye  ot  tire. 
He  hdstes-ipl  shudder,  and  admire — 
The  battle  roars,  the  day  is  won-* 
Bxulting  fortune  crdwns  her  sun  ; 
Sickening  I  turn  on  yonder  plain 
To  mourn  the  wid«)ws  and  the  slain ; 
To  mourn  the  woes,  the  crimes  of  man. 
To  search  in  vain  the  eternal  plau» 
In  outraged  natureclaim  a  part. 
And  ponder,  desolate  of  heart. 

But,  restless  long,  the  wanderer  Thought 
Returns  at  length  with  comfort  fraught, 
And  thus,  with  air  benign,  serenei 
Would  moralise  the  mortal  scene. 
Weep'st  thou  the  dead  ?  and  who  are  they  ? 
Those  powerless  limbs,  thai  senseless  clay  ? 
Mr'eep'st  tbou  the  dead  ?  and  canst  thou  read 
The  spirit's  doom,  the  spirit's  nieed  ? 
Co,  fold  thy  arms^  and  bow  thy  head 
In  reverence  o'er  their  lowly  bed. 
Then  lift  thine  eyes,  and  calmly  trust 
The  Wise,  the  Mercitul,  the  Just. 
The  widow'd  ?*-ye»,  they  claim  a  tear. 
Yet  comfort  meets  us  even  here  ; 
'Tis  but  the  fat^  of  one  short  spaQ 
Thjit  lies  within  the  gripe  of  man ; 
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Whate-er  of  joy  the  oppressor  steals, 

Whate'er  of  wue  the  victim  feelsi 

The  lapse  of  ages  in  their  course 

Shall  bring  a  compensating  force. 

Succeeding  worlds  atone  the  past, 

And  strike  our  balance  right  at  last. 

— Unclench  thy  hand,  subdue  thine  eye. 

Recall  those  curses  deep  and  high  ^ 

Tame  thy  rgde  breast's  vindictive  swell, 

Nor  rave  of  everlasting  hell  I 

**  I  hate  the  oppressor !"  say'st  thou— ha^e 

A  poor  blind  instrument  of  fate  ? 

Does  not  the  tyrant's  self  obey 

Some  feller  tyrant's  lawless  sway  } 

See  Anger  goad  his  fiery  breast, 

Bemorse,  Suspicion,  kill  his  rest ; 

And  rather  say — "  Thou  suffering  soiil| 

Doom'd  for  a  time,  beneath  the  pole, 

In  guilt,  in  fear,  ^hort  breath  to  fetch^ 

A  hated,  solitary  wretch- 

May  Death  his  friendly  stroke  extend. 
And  soon  thy  hard  commission  end. 
And  bear  thee  hence,  O  sweet  release ! 
To  taste  of  innocence  and  peace." 

For  human  woe,  for  human  weal, 
!Man  will,  man  must,  man  ought  to  feel ; 
And  while  they  feel,  the  untutored  crowd, 
Vfiih  clamours  vehement  and  loud, 
^Ni\\  rend  the  skies,  and  wildly  trust 
God  shall  ceccnge^  for  God  is  just ! 
They  see  not  a  resistless  might 
Still  guide  us  on,  and  guide  us  right ; 
Foreseen  our  passions'  utmost  force. 
Foredoom 'd  our  most  eccentric  course, 


We  seem  to  will,  nor  cease  to  be 
Slaves  of  a  strong  necessity.   • 
This  knows  the  ^ge»  ati<l  cahrlly  sees 
Vice,  matter's  weakness  or  disease; 
The  eternal  Mind,  the  first  great  Cause, 
A  power  immense,  but  bound  by  laws. 
Wise  all  its  ways,  contriving  still 
The  most  of  oood,  the  least  of  ill, 
Redressing  all  it  can  re<lress. 
And  turn'd  to  pity  and  to  bless. - 
Touch'd  by  this  taitb,  his  mellowing  htirfd, 
From  terior,  and  from  wrath  refined 
Light  from  this  soene  upsprings,  and  wi^oUght 
To  tender  extacy  of  ilioti<»ht, 
Sees  (i  just  God's  impartial  smile 
Relieve  the  opprest,  restore  il>€  vile, 
Pour  good  on  all-— with  joy,  with  love, 
He  looks  around,  he  lc»oks  above; 
And  views  no  more  with  anxious  eye 
.I'he  world's  great  pageant  passing  by. 
1808. 
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LINES  *, 

faOM   1*HB    FCTSIA'ir    OF   9A0T. 

S^fiTELD,  O  my  son  !  the  lowly  : — 'tis  from  them 
The  mighnest  monarch  draws  his  diadem; 
The  people  are  the  root,  the  race  of  kings 
The  tree,  that  thence  in  graceful  foliage  sprihgs; 
And  mark  this  precept  to  thy  latest  hour, 
That  from  tl^e  root  tiic  tree  derives  its  power, 

J.    M.   GOOD,   ESQ. 

•  These  lines  are  part  of  a  spcecli  supposed  to  be  spoken  by 
king  Nushirvau  to  hid  soa  Uormus^  just  before  the  death  o£  the 
former  • 
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THE  RETURN  OF  SPRING. 


VROH  TBI  OftSBK. 

WiTif  rapid  prow  tlie  buoyant  vessels  glide^ 
And  cut  the  glassy  surface  of  the  tide ; 
The  glassy  surface,  white  with  foam  no  morC) 
But  smoothly  flowing  to  the  level  shori^. 
Or  settled  in  a  deep  and  calm  repose. 
Unruffled  by  the  breeze  that  scarcely  blows. 
For  now,  the  swallow's  voice,  heard  faintly  clear. 
Spring's  gracious  zephyr  wafts  along  the  air  : 
Beneath  the  pent- hoy se  roof's  embowering  shade 
The  amorous  bird  her  clay-budt  nest  has  laid, 
Securely  guarded  for  her  callow  brood  : 
The  cricket  has  bis  merry  note  renewed  ; 
And  early  foliage  bursts  through  every  grove  ; 
And  roses  open  at  the  touch  of  love. 
Now  set  your  anchors  free-^-spread  every  sail. 
And  loose  your  cordage  to  the  friendly  gale  i 
Quit,  quit  the  port,  where  the  long  winter's  day 
Has  past,  inglorious,  unimprov'd  away ! 
Now  tempt  again  the  fortune  of  the  wave. 
Seek  other  shores,  and  new  adventures  brave  ! 
So 'may  the  gods  of  trade  reward  your  toil 
With  every  bounty  shower'd  on  every  soil, 
Aiid  guide  your  barks  triumphant  o^r  the  main, 
lAden  with  plenty,  to  their  homes  again. 
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IMITATION 


PW  FART  PP  THX  XIOHTH   SATIB^  OF  JUTENaU 


*  Say,  Orleans,  what  avails  the  blazon'd  tree, 
Rich  in  imperial  apcestry,  to  thee  ? 
W)iy  proudly  show  St.  Lonib'  broken  bust. 
The  sword  and  crucifix  obscur'd  with  dust? 
Why  boast  the  Constable,  f  whose  gilded  staff 
Time's  icy  touch  has  moulder'd  to  a  half  ? 
Or  great  Navarre,  in  whom  with  valour  shone 
Each  milder  grace  that  dignifies  a  throne  ? 
If  with  their  effigies  you  hang  the  hail. 
Where  pimps,  and  prostitutes,  and  traitors  bawl ; 
Where  midnight  plans  of  regicide  arc  laid. 
To  ranks  of  frowning  Capets  full  displayed ; 
And  where,  half  drunk,  you  just  begin  to  doze. 
At  peep  of  dawn,  when  they  to  battle  rose  ? 
J  If  silken  C*******  boast  a  martial  line, 
Whose  high  achievements  on  his  chariot  shine; 
Vain  of  defect,  he  gives  us  thus  to  see 
Within  what  is,  without  what  ought  to  fee  : 
And  vaunts  the  sires  who  fought  to  mark  his  plate. 
Emblaze  his  curricle,  and  crown  his  gate. 
C*******,  whose  feminine  and  furtive  bloom, 
Smooth,  polished  limbs,  and  hands  that  drop  perfume, 
The  shaggy  portraits  of  his  fathers  shame. 
Their  rusty  armour,  and  Herculean  trame. 

f  Veiie  1— It.      t  Tbe  Coastable  Bourbon.       f  Vene  13—18. 


506 

*  Though  countless  quarters  fill  the  armorial  shield. 

To  virtue  still  nobility  must  yield. 

Be  by  desert  a  Chitrcbill  or  &.  Hydtf, 

Be  noble  acts,  not  noble  birth,  your  pride. 

Let  these,  tho'  Chancellory  precede  your  mace ; 

Let  these,  not  Garter,  make  the  crowd*  give  plactf*     ^ 

If  just  in  word  and  deed,  I  ask  no  more, 

The  patent's  clear.     My  Lord  you  walk  before  : 

For  he,  wliose  virtues  earn  a  nation's  thanks. 

Beyond  a  Percy  or  a  Howard  ranks. 

His  cpuntry  too  old  Egypt's  cry  will  join, 

•*  'Tis  found— 'tis  found«-an  honest  patriot's  mine*:*' 

Nobles  give  way  :  nor  white  nor  sable  rod 

Shall  dare  precede  "  the  noblest  woik  of  God." 

i  Call  we  high-born  the  wretch  who  shames  his  birthi 
Shall  past  supply  the  want  of  present  worth  i 
Then  may  a  VVatson's  son  tiis  God  belie, 
A  Mansfic'ld'tt  cheat,  an  Abercromby's  fly. 
I  Who  but  a  fool  his  infant  would  baptize 
Goliah,  thus  to  swell  his  pigmy  size  ; 
With  Cupid  dream  to  bleach  his  negro's  face. 
Or  cure  the  rickets  with  the  name  of  Grace? 
'J'he  mangy  pug.  Miss  Pruc's  supreme  delight, 
Whose  charm  is  ugliness,  whose  spirit  spite, 
Called  Hero,  Prince,  or  something  more  august. 
Creates  but  more  abhorrence  and  disgust. 
Beware  lesi  thus  Mahon  or  Plassy  ||  show 
How  war-worn  titles  a  burlesque  may  grow, 

§  But  whither  tends  this  harsh  preceptive  vem  ? 

To  you,  O  Q ,  1  suit  the  strain. 

Who  through  St.  Janiess  pace  with  pompous  gait, 
As  if  }  our  own  deserts  had  made  you  great. 

•  Verse  19— 59.  t  30,31. 

X  Titles  conlerred  for  eonque&ts,  and  continued  to  ^e' finiili^ 
of  the  victors.  I  Verse  5j;-~38.  $  59—55. 
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^  Hence  vulgar  Cf^«t/  iwUgnaat  you  eteliint^  . 

**  Who  scarjceLy  kxiow  th«  pourury  whence  voufBamet' 

**  A  Df  •••%  1."    long,  mighty  U***»%  Im,     : 

And  taste  the  jpy  these  precioi^s  letteis  gWe« 

Yet  should  great  D**^*ta  have  ^  cause  to  plea^ 

Some  low  plebeian's  t*lenta  lUiist  be  fee'd^ 

To  empty  coronets  who  hires  his  brains,. 

And  laws  they  niade^  to  senators  explains. 

Oft  from  a  cottage  springs  some  powerful  miod. 

Which  all  tlie  sophist's  coiiwebs  can  unwind; 

Or  some  bold  warrior,  who,  from  India's  shoce 

To  either  pole,  bids  Britisk  thunders  roar. 

What  excellence  i*  your's  ?  "  A  D*»»*  V  blood  !" 

Say  are  you  wise  ?  "  A  D*****8 !"  brave  or  good  f 

*'  A  D»*»«*»  I"  Well— but  if  so  great  and  dull, 

How  differs  theu  your  Grace's  noble  skuU 

From  your  gceat  grandsire's  on  his  busi  of  stone? 

A  block  of  marble  his —  and  your^s  of  bone. 

^  We  act  more' fairly  with  the  bestial  tribes. 

Where  individual  worth  their  rank  prescribes. 

The  swiftest  over  is  the  noblest  horsey  • 

Who  wins  the  plate,  and  triumphs  on  the  course, 

Tho'  mean  his  pasture  and  obscure  his  breed, 

His  blood  himself  ennobles  by  his  speed. 

But  should  the  colt  of  Diamond  or  Highfltter 

Be  distanced  on  the  turf,  and  shame  hk»  sire. 

Off,  off  to  Tattersall's,  conceal  his  birth, 

And  on  his  strength,  not  swiftness,  rest  his  worth  : 

He  still  may  serve  a  brewer's  rumbling  dray, 

Or  amble,  harnes&'d,  in  a  tradesman's  shay. 

Hence  that  yourself,,  and  not  your  sires,  may  plead 

Some  claim  to  rank,  perform  one  generous  deed, 

•  Verse  66^70. 
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Which  to  the  lofty  titles  we  may  join. 

They  gain'd  by  merit— you,  my  Lord,  by  line. 

*  Lei  this  suffice  for  one  whom  Fame  report^ 
Vacant,  and  vain  of  servitude  in  courts ; 
Fruitless  the  Muse's  admonitions  there, 
Where  sense  to  read,  or  feel  them  are  so  rare. 
t  On  borrowed  fame  'tis  wretched  to  repose ; 
The  prop  enfeebled,  down  the  fabric  goes* 
But  would  you  gain  a  self-supported  soul, 
Nor,  like  the  yielding  hop,  require  a  pole, 
Be  firmly  virtuous  ;  true  to  every  trust ; 
Brave  as  a  soldier  ;  as  an  umpire  just. 
Should  3'ou  be  suromon'd  by  a  shameless  court, 
Where  will  is  law,  assassination  sport, 
Tho'  o'er  your  neck  the  guillotine  they  poise, 
Point  to  the  criminal,  and  dictate  lies, 
Yield  not  your  houour  in  the  jaws  of  death, 
Nor  meanly  barter  happiness  tor  breath. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  GENERAL  WOLFE. 

BY   DB.    DARWIV. 

Thy  trembling  hills,  Quebec,  when  Victory  trod. 
Shook  her  high  plume,  and  waved  her  banner  broad ; 
Saw  Wolfe  advance  ;  heard  the  dire  din  of  war, 
And  Gallia's  genius  shrieking  from  afar, 
With  fatal  haste  the  astonish'd  Goddess  flew, 
To  weave  the  immortal  chaplet  for  his  brow ; 
-Cypress  she  galherM  with  the  sacred  bays, 
And  weay'd  the  asp  of  Death  among  the  sprays. 
They  fly  !  they  fly!  the  expiring  hero  cried,        [died, 
(lung  his  wreath'd  head  ;    thaqk'd  the  kind  gods,  and 

•  Verse  71—74.  t  76—84. 


509 


LINES, 


On  a  Picture  of  iht  Kaitnia  AngiutifoKa^  or  Namm* 

leaved  Kabnia. 


BY   DR.   SHAW. 


High  rise  the  cloud-capp'd  hills  where  Kalmia  glows 

With  dazzling  beauty,  'mid  a  waste  of  snows. 

O'er  the  wild  scene  she  casts  a  smiling  eye. 

The  earth  her  bed,  the  skies  her  canopy.-* 

Thus  from  the  north,  in  undulating  streams* 

Glance  after  glance,  the  polar  radiance  gleams^ 

Or,  in  expanding  glare,  at  noon  of  night, 

Fills  the  red  zenith  with  unbounded  light. 

Quick  fly  the  timid  herds^  in  wild  amaze, 

While  arms  unseen  clash  dreadful  'mid  the  blase» 

Th'  affrighted  shepherd  to  his  cot  retires, 

Nor  dares  to  gaze  upon  the  quiv'ring  fires : 

The  crouching  dogs  their  masters'  ^t  surround. 

And,  fix'd  by  fear,  lie  torpid  on  the  ground  : 

Loud  shrieks  the  screaming  owl,  and  flits  away, 

Scar'd  by  the  lustre  of  unlook'd  for  day : 

E'en  the  grim  wolf  his  nightly  prey  forsakes, 

And  silent  in  his  gloomy  cavern  quakes, 

Till  skies  serene  their  starry  groupes  display, 

Aai  each  terrific  pbaotom  dies  away 
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To  Edtoard  Ikusiton,  of  tAverpooly  on  kU  RestortHon  to 
Sights  after  a  BUfidneis  of  upwards  of  thirty  Years^ 
by  a  series  of  Operations  performed  by  Mr*  Gibson^  of 
manchester^ 


And  does  again  the  orient  day 
Pour  for  my  friend  the  visual  ray^ 

And  gild  the  vernal  scene  ? 
Does  Nature,  in  her  Iris  vest, 
Again  delight  his  bounding  breast 

And  wave  her  robe  of  green  f 

Does  she,  m  linear  pomp  arrayed^ 
And  varied  charm  of  light  and  shade^ 

Her  pictur'd  world  renew  ? 
And  joys  of  long-ex tinguishM  sensei 
As  from  the  bursting  grave,  dispens^^ 

Rekindling  to  his  view  ? 

Ho^  beats  my  heart,  in  transport  high. 
How  swells  the  moisture  of  the  eye 

The  joyful  tale  to  hear ! 
While  eager  flies  the  cordial  lay^ 
To  meet  tkee  on  the  verge  of  day. 

With  gratulating  tear* 
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Ofa  !  as  the  visionB  rbuiid  thee  mil/ 
Thai  ^oei'd  thy  once  accustoin'<i  so«l 

In  daily  pomp  arrayed,-*-^ 
Say  if  not  now,  with  keener  zest, 
They  glad  thj  Ikmg  benighted  breast  ?  ' 

Remerging  frOra  the  shade  I 


But  chief,  what  joys  thy  bosom  own, 
New  born  to  raptures  never  known. 

While  flock-riiy  oflsphng  rotind! 
Oft  heard — oft  felt— but  never  seen, 
Jiil  now,  with  beauty's  kindling  mieni 

They  in  thy  presence  bound  ! 

'How  will  the  strong  poetic  fire. 
That,  darkling,  o'er  the  wondering  lyre 

Could  guide  thy  master  hand. 
Now  kindling  in  a  blaze  of  light, 
To  bolder  raptures  urge  thy  flight. 

And  with  thy  joys  expand  ! 

Oh  friend ! — that  I  the  tear  might  see. 
That  streams,  in  silent  ecstacy, 

O'er  every  form  beloved  I 
Might  hear  the  murmurs  of  that  tonguet 
When  first  it  pours  the  gratefuj  soi)g, 

By  Cordial  rapture  mov'd! 

But,  tho'  for^dc  the  tear  to  see^ 
That  flows  in  cordial  ecstacy, 

Or  hear  the  rourmur'd  song; 
Yet  Sympathy's  omniscient  art 
In  every  filing  bears  a  part 
^^   T^'^at  warms  the  circling  throngl 
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Th6  fiither^s  joy^  the  poet^s  fire^ 

That  8o(m  shall  wake  thy  trembling  lyi^ 

Find  in  my  conscious  breast, 
A  string  in  unison  compleat^ 
A  throb, that  to  thy  throb  shall  beat;—* 

Blissful,  that  thou  art  blest  I 

J.  THELWALL* 


LINES, 

By  a  Fellow  of  a  College^  tukoie  Siudies  Vfere  mUm^ci 
by  the  Sigkt  of  Ladies  walking  in  the  Gardm  wnd/tr 
&8  Windjffw. 

To  books,  or  serious  studies,  here, 

How  vainly  I  apply. 
While  beauteous  forms  so  oft  appear. 

To  attract  my  wandering  eye  1 

Nature  and  art's  united  powers 

Have  excellence  attained, 
And  made  this  Garden's  verdant  bowet» 

A  paradise  regained. 

Too  near,  (I  find  it  to  my  cost !) 

Does  ^he  resemblance  suit ; 
This,  like  the  Eden  Adam  lost, 

Contains  forbidden  frvit ! 

WADBAM   COlLBOBi  OXON. 
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THE  DEVOTED  LEGIONS* 

Addressed  to  Lord  George  Getmaine^  and  the  Commanders 
of  the  Forces  against  Atntricai 


"  Littora  littorilms  contrarian  flaetibas  andas 
Inprecor^  anna  armU :  pagnent  iptiq ;  ncpotes." 

yixoit. 


BT  TH£  LATE  T.  DAT,  ESQ. 
A^ahor  ef  t£e  Dying  Negro,  ^c.  4^. 


ARGUMt^NT. 
When  the  Rom  ah  Rspvblxc,  from  the  snallest  beginnings,  had 
extended  its  empire  over  the  greater  part  of  the  globe,  it  aban- 
doned those  principles  of  conduct  which  had  been  the  cause  of 
its  increase  anci  greatness.  Instead  of  .those  domestic  virtues^ 
which  had  formed  the  character  of  its  citizens,  to  excel  in  every 
species  of  public  exertion,  au  enervating  indolence  and  seusaaiity 
were  gradnally  introduced.  The  conquest  of  Asia  deluged  Italy* 
tioth  with  the  riches  and  vices  of  the  Bast,  and  iModita  entered 
tlie  City,  leas  the  conqneror  of  Mithridatei,  than  the  destroyer  of 
llie  virtues  of  his  country.  From  that  fatal  period,  uU  reverence 
to  the  ancient  discipline  or  institutions,  seems  to  have  been  totally 
lost ;  all  ranks  of  men  rushed  headlong  into  the  most  profligate 
luxury:  the  only  contest  between  Patricians  and  Plebeiana  was» 
.  who  should  be  most  corrnpt ;  and  the  public  liberty,  as  mightbe 
ezpectedi  was  abandoned  to  every  invader.  Rome,  no  longer 
peopled  by  patriots  and  heroes^  became  the  miserable  ciurse  of 
tyrants  and  slav^ ;  a  theatre  where  Ambition  called  hewotariei 
to  mutual  slaughter ;  and  a  dreadful  spectacle  to  the  astonished 
world,  of  the  miseries  which  attend  successful  oppression,  and 

«  Published  in  1776. 
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gfcafness  not  founded  upon  ▼irtae.  SyUa,  after  having  innfed 
hU  soldiers  to  the  HMirdei!  of  bia  aUies»  in  the-  social  wiib,  by  a 
natural  progression  of  girilt,  armed  then  against  Hie  laws  and 
liberties  of  their  country.  The  Roman  soldier,  from  that  insfeantf 
'  became  a  desperate  assassin,  who  wore  a  swOrd  fdr  the  perpetra^ 
tion  of  every  came.  The  sacMd-fianw  of  public  freedom,  or  pri^* 
Vate  affection,  was  extinguished  in  liis  unrelenting  breast ',  and  be 
said  to  hfe  general, 

"  Fectore  si  fracri$»  gladhmi  jitgvleMf  pmta^ 
Coodefe  me  jubeM^^avidnve  ki  viKem  partO 
Goojugis,  in  vita  peragam  tamen  omnia  dextrll  !*' 

In  this  state  of  affairs  the  celelirafed  Trtumvirate  arose.  Three 
individuals,'  Csssar,  Poropey,  and  Crassus,  after  hating  triumphed 
6ver  the  last  efibrts  which  the  defenders  of  their  country's  rights 
were  able  to  make^  ahared  the  Roman  cmfHrcy  lik&  an  hereditary 
patrimbny,  among  them.  To  Crassus  were  allotted  the  Eastern 
Provinces,  in  which  his  avarice  had  long  meditated  an  unpro- 
voked war,  to  gratify  itself  with  the  spoils  and  riches  of  thds# 
favoured  countries.  He  waa  therefore  no  sooner  invested  with 
these  new  powers,  flian  he  made  pfeparatiiMis  far  ati  expeditioa 
against  the  Pierthians.  This  people  was  at  #«t  time  in  altiaoce 
with  his  owu  nation,  and  therefore  the  hiJQsdee  of  attaekine  them 
was  too  flagrant  not  to  excite  horror  and  detestation  even  in  the 
minds  of  the  corrupted  and  degeneratedBonans  tbentaelves :  pai^ 
ricnlarty  Attei  v  s,  one  of  the  tribunes  of  the  people,  aOer  having 
ineffectually  opposed  this  impious  war,  arrayed  himself  in  the 
Mleron  vestments  which  were  ilsed  in  the  dreMlful  ceremonies  of 
devoting  any  one  ^o  the  infernal  Gods,  and*  placed  himself  at  the 
gate,  through  which  Crassus  was  to  lead  his  troops  to  the  Par- 
thian expedition.  In  this  habit  he  met  that  general,  and  scatter- 
ing htcense  over  a  fire  whieh  burnt  before  him*  muttered  the 
most  horrid  execrations,  and  devoted  Crassus  and  his  legions  to 
destruction.  T>ie  Homans  befieved  that  these  execrations  were 
never  ineffectaal ;  bnt  their  effects  were  thought  se  fatal  even  to 
the  p'br^fm  who  pronounced  them,  that  they  were  very  rarely 
practised.  History  informs  us,  that  in  this  instance  the  popidar 
superstition  was  not  deceived ;  for  Cratsos  severed-  the  most 
sfaaroetul  defeat ;  and  after  having  seen  the  destraetioti  of  almost 
his  whole  army,'  was  hintself  tngloriously  slain*  Xhiji  action  of 
Atteius,  is  the  subject  of  tlic  following  Poem, 
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Wasii  ioMd  CitAft»vs  led  hit  destined  band, 
1^0  fall  UHpitied  on  the  Parlhiaa  stnuid ; 
Before  the  city  gates,  his  fatal  way. 
He  stood,  and  Silent  marked  the  long  anay. 
While  through  the  glittering  files  he  darCI  his  eyn. 
Unusual  transports  in  his  bosom  rise. 
He  tastes  the  glories  of  the  distant  war. 
Sees  captive  monarcha  struggle  at  his  car ; 
The  Parthian  trembliug  in  his  wild  domains, 
And  Rome's  proud  eag)e  tow'ring  o'er  the  plains. 

Thus,  while  to  fate  and  future  evils  blind, 
He  rolls  imacin'd  triumphs  in  his  mind ; 
The  nfournful  prophet  of  his  country^s  woes, 
In.  sullen  majesty  the  Tribune  rose. 
One  hand  stretched  out,  invokes  celestial  ire, 
And  one  extended  o'er  a  glimmering  fire. 
Feeds  with  incessant  toil  the  fatal  £me, 
Which  gleams  portentous  to  the  Roman  name— • 
A  sudden  l^ar,  the  starting  host  impedes*— 
Back  roll  the  legions— back  recoil  the  steed»--« 
£v'n  he,  the  haughty  Chief,  beyond  the  rest, 
Felt  secret  horrors  tear  his  guilty  breast ; 
While  a  loud  voice,  that  shook  the  dark  abodes,  [Gods* 
Thus  uttered  dreadful  words,  and  called  tb'  avenging 

With  every  power  of  heaven  and  earth  thy  foe, 
Whither,  O  gloomy  warrior,  dost  thou  go? 
What  moves  thy  mind  to  quit  thy  glitt'ring  home, 
The  pomps  and  glories  of  imperial  Rome  f 
Where  song  and  dance  chace  gently  down  the  light. 
And  pleasure  strews  her  rosea  o'er  the< night; 
Where  smiling  .beauty  offers  all  her  charms, 
And  eyery  Syren  woos  thee  to  her  arms-— 
Is  it  in  vain  that  ravaged  nature  pours 
Her  choicest  gifts  on  yon  rapacious  tkon^i 
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fo  glut  thy  pride,  mild  Asia  yields  her  spoils, 

Vext  Europe  bleeds,  and  groaning  Afric  toiis.-«» 

Is  it  too  little  to  content  thy  soul. 

That  from  the  scorched  Equator  to  the  Pole 

No  soirnd  is  heard,  through  all  th^er  wide  domains^ 

But  Roman  scourges,  and  the  clank  of  chains  i 

And  now,  lest  persecuted  Freedom  hide. 

Some  secret  eyrie  from  thy  impious  pride  ; 

Where  fenced  by.  rocks,  her  chosen  brood  she  forms^ 

To  face  the  sun,  and  m6unt  upon  the  storms  r 

Thy  pride  impels  thee,-  on  this  favour'd  seat^ 

To  rouze  her  eagle  in  its  last  retreat.^^ 

For  this  thy  banners  flutter  in  the  wind  ; 

Oaths  lose  their  power,  and  treaties  cease  to  bind/ 

This  fills  thy  hand  with  sacrilegious  arms, 

And  shakes  the  Parthian  empire  with  alarms— 

But,  Crassus,  pause— sUttd  hear  Heaven's  awful  will ; 

Its  prophet  I,  and  messenger  of  ill ! 

Heaven  prompts  my  voice,  inspires  these  accents  dread^ 

And  all  the  furies  menace  round  my  head  \ — 

Thrice,  warrior,  I  devote  thee  to  the  tomb  ;— 

Hear  lowest  Heli^  and  ratify  the  doom  !-«• 

Lo  I  thrice  1  scatter,  with  a  banefufl  band. 

Funereal  flames  on  yon  devoted  band  ! 

These  are  the  flames  of  horror  and  affright,  1 

Dishonourable  death,  and  shameful  flight,       [night !  > 

Snatched  from  the  mournful  realms  of  everlasting  J- 

Again  I  rave-*-again  1  feel  the  god— s- 
He  rushes  to  my  soul,  and  shakes  the  weak  abode. 
Proud  impious  Rome !  whose  gilded  turrets  rise, 
Drcudful  to  man,  ami  odious  to  the  skies ; 
>Vhere  foul  corruption  stains  the  conscious  light, 
And  ev'ry  secret  crime  pollutes  the  flight ; 
Where  iu  the  very  shrines,  to  Freedom  vowed,' 
Foul  Comus  howls  his  frantic  orgies  loud-** 
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Where  tyranny  erects  her  hundred  thrones/ 
And  deaf  to  nature's  voice,  and  pity's  groans, 
Ev'n  niid  the  song,  the  dance,  the  lute's  fok  breath, 
Feeds  her  remorseless  soul  with  deeds  of  death  ; 
And  circled  with  the  wreath  which  pleasure  weaves, 
Stains  with  the  blood  of  men  the  drooping  leaves : 
O'er  thee,  O  Rome,  and  thy  proud  walls  on  high— •* 
Stern  vengeance -hovers  in  the  lurid  sky  !«^ 
From  the  drear  regions  of  the  frozen  north, 
Lo  !  desolation  calls  her  squadrons  forth  t 
Resistless  in  their  rage,  i  see  the  band, 
Spread  like  a  gathering  whirlwind  o'er  the  land. 
Ruin  pursues  their  steps.  War  stalks  before. 
And  Slaughter  marks  his  way  with  streams  of  gore, 
^ow  bursts  the  tempest  on  yon  radiant  spires. 
And  wrapt  in  pitchy  clouds  and  smouldering  fires, 
The  tyrant  of  the  world,  and  foe  to  peace,  expires ! 

Now,  Chief!  pursue  tiie  purpose  of  thy  hate  I 
Xiead  those  devoted  legions  to  their  fate ! 
Though  swifter  than  the  wind  thy  eagles  fly, 
The  Parthian  shaft  shall  reach  them  in  the  sky. 
Here  stand  the  limits  of  the  Roman  pride. 
And  Heaven  and  Hell  roll  back  the  swelling  tide* 
Thus  hurling  flames  on  yonder  ghastly  bands, 
I  blast  their  courage,  and  disarm  their  hands. 
By  this  the  9pear  sings  harmless  through  the  gale^ 
The  sword  is  blunted,  and  the  arrow  fails ; 
While  every  javelin  by  a  foe  imprest. 
Shall  stamp  its  vengeance  on  a  Roman  breast. 
What  are  thy  troops  f— -A  weak  and  servile  trainy 
Allured  (o  deeds  of  death  by  sordid  gain. 
Their  country's  shame— the  pamper'd  city's  lees,       f 
ynnerved  by  indolence,  and  vile  disease,        [please.  > 
WhoiQ  nether  l}oao|:  warms,  nor  Peace  and  Freedom  ^ 
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Sworn  slave  of  lawless  pow'r,  aad  foe  |o  riglii, 

Thy  dark  asaaflsin  rushes  to  the  fight : 

Nor  love,  nor  shame,  his' hardened  boaoai  know^ 

Nor  tender  aympathy  for  human  woes : 

But  nursed  in  foreign  war,  or  civil  atrife. 

Stranger  to  all  the  ties  which  sweeten  life. 

As  chance  directs,  a  guilty  sword  he  draws 

For  ev'ry  leader,  and  in  ey'ty  cause.— 

Hopes  thy  fond  soul,  with  bands  like  these,  to  tansa 

The  Parthian  warrior's  fierce  and  god-like  flasM  i 

In  native  liberty  secure,  he  fears, 

Nor  thy  bright  &lchions  nor  thy  barbed  apeaia* 

He  spurs  his  courser,  swifter  than  the  wind* 

And  leaves  the  terrors  of  thy  war  behind  : 

Then  rushes  to  the  fight  vfith  shifted  reins. 

And  half  thy  boasted  legions  strew  the  plains* 

What  brings  tho  screaming  vultures  irom  afar  I 
They  scent  the  carnage,  and  expect  the  war. 
Ye  fowls  obscene,  and  ev'ry  ravenous  beast, 
Exulting  come ! — ^1  call  ye  to  the  feast. 
Ye  clanging  eagles  darkeq  all  the  shore. 
And  bathe  your  pinions  in  Patrician  gore— » 
Go,  Crassus,  go  !•— >Pui8ue  thy  fatal  way. 
Nor  longer  rob  the  nonsCers  of  their  prey ! 
No  more  my  voice  detains  thee  from  the  fields. 
The  furies  triumph,  and  thy  genius  yields^ 
But'when  the  shout  of  desolation  roars. 
And  carnage  deluges  the  wasted  shores--— 
Amid  the  scene  of  anguish  and  afiright. 
Of  dubious  horror,  and  uncertain  fiight ; 
Ttiink  on  the  doom  thy  adverse  gods  declare, 
Think  on  the  Roman  a«tgur->-and  despair ! 
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VERSES 


On  tik  Deatk  of  George  IT.  and  the  Accession  of  his 

present  Majesty, 


Whev  bold  Columbn^  o'er  the  Atlantic  main. 

To  fabled  climes 'his  daring  sail  unfarled. 
And  now  prepared  the  wonderous  strand  to  gain. 

Uprose  the  Genius  of  the  western  world  : 
Bright  to  the  sun  bis  feathery  crown  displayed 

A  thousand  hues,  high  beanning  o'er  his  head  ; 
Some  wizard  band  his  barbarous  robe  pourtrayed. 

Where  cities  blasted,  and  Montezuma  bled  ; 
As  stern  he  trod,  his  giant-quiver  rung, 
And  thus  to  seas  and  shores  prophetic  sounds  he  sung. 

My  spicy  groves  in  vain  old  Ocean  hides 

Far  in  the  bosom  of  his  billows  hoar ; 
Mid  the  vast  barrier  of  eunrounding  tides 

In  vain  my  mountains  flame  with  latent  ore: 
In  dark  retirements  of  my  trackless  shades. 

Though  nature  holds  at  large  her  lonely  reigni 
Her  deep  repose  radi  Avarice  invades  ; 

I  mark  the  rapine  of  the  slaves  of  ggin, 
Hear  with  new  din  my  pine-capt  caverns  roar. 
And  see  my  catamcts  unseemly  stream  with  gore. 

Yet  deem  not,  Strangers,  that  in  happy  hour 
Ye  stem  my  Bays  sequestered.    Conquest  new 

Shall  shake  by  turns  each  proud  Usurper's  power : 
Hox  biei^tbe  my  groves  nor  glow  my  mines  for  yo^* 
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What  though,  with  many  a  shriek,  and  dismal  yell, 
My  quivered  Gods  their  bows  of  Ebon  break ; 

And  specious  Arts,  from  den,  or  leafy  cell, 

At  length  must  lure  my  guileless  natives  meek  t 

Yet  Heaven  to  distant  Times  (he  Wreath  ordains 

Of  him  whose  final  sway  shall  claim  my  destined  plains. 

Lo,  then,  whate'er  old  Bards,  in  mystic  lore 

Of  regions  blest,  Hesperian  coasts,  l^aye  told, 
In  me  shall  be  revealed  I     From  Shore  to  Shore^ 

From  Pole  to  Pole,  one  Empire  I  behold  ! 
From  Albion's  C\\(h  a  mighty  King  ^ha\\  send 

Secure  Dominion  :  mid  the  brave  career, 
liowe'er  to  Death  his  honoured  Eld  descend, 

A  youthful  Prince  shall  seize  his  massy  spear. 
Shall  rise  his  Grandsire's  conquering  race  to  run, 
To  rule,  to  bless,  the  realms  the  hoary  warrior  won. 

The  Right  Hm.  the  Earl  «f  Donegal,  M.A. 
1761.  (f  Trmitif  College,  Oxford. 


EPIGRAM, 

IMITATED    FROM    MARTIAL,   B.  II.   BP.  53. 

You  talk  of  freedom — trust  me,  friend, 
Your  freedom  all  in  talk  will  end. 
If  'tis  your  passion  to  be  free, 
Contented  dine  at  home,  like  me: 
Your  beverage  draw  from  Whitbread's  but  j 
Wear  useful  clothes* of  homely  cut ; 
And,  tho'  you  cease  to  please  the  fair, 
Discard  all  powder  from  your  l^air : 
Walk  undistinguished  ^id  the  group, 
Kor  scorn  a  door  that  makes  you  stoop« 
To  such  a  plan  contract  your  view. 

And  kings  will  be  less  free  than  you^ 
«99, 


STANZAS 

PN  THB   NXOHTtY   VPROAIL  AT  C0Y^)1T-^RD1V, 


•OcR  writers  dramatic  must  welcome  of  course. 
This  downfall  of  sense  and  ascendance  of  sound  ; 

Where  pantomime  gains  an  accession  of  force, 
And  longrsinking  dialogue's  finally  drown'd. 

liCt  them  join  the  loud  dunces  in  Boxes  and  Pit, 

Of  clamour  and  nonsense  the  instruments  willing ; 
Who  care  not  a  shilling  for  genius  or  wit, 
/  And  whose  own  is  confiri'd  to  their  care  of  a  sUUing, 

And  yet  these  curmudgeons,  who  willingly  waste 
Half-a*guinea,  (the  Opera's  worth  it  no  doubt !) 

Must  be  wanting  in  thrift,  or  deficient  in  taste. 
Must  be  asses  with  ears^  or  be  spendthrifts  without, 

flaff^t-gumea  for  singers  and  shaliow-pate  scrapers, 
Whose  resin,  not  reason,  provides  them  with  meals  | 

Or  a  Pirouette  puppet's  ad  hbiinm  capers, 
Whose  toe's  in  his  head,  and  his  head  in  his  heels  ! ! 

Ye  critics,  who  jingle  your  bells  at  your  ease. 
And  flourish  on  foolscap  appropriate  wit, 

Put  both  round  your  noddle's  instep  of  O.  P/s, 
And  seem  to  the  Stage  what  you  act  in  the  Pitt 

So  I  shall  no  more  in  astonishment  gaze. 
So  ye  will  no  longer  the  reason  dissemble. 

Why  guineas  are  thrown  to  Da  Pont  *  and  Des  Hayes, 
iVi)d  shillings  regretted  lo  Shakspeare  and  Kemblc^ 

^  The  OperaJioitfe  Poet, 


53^ 


A  POETICAL  JE0  D'ESPRlt, 

Wniten  m  Dr.  WhaUey^i  Study ,  which  had  iuffered  much 
disarrangement^  from  bcinfr  comocricd  tg  o^  Batmfft 


Ik  Babel  of  old. 

We  are  credibly  told, 
Confusion  of  languages  reign*d  ; 

So,  bis  Study  survey, 

And  the  same  we  may  say 
By  the  tomes  of  our  medical  friend. 

In  tiers  above  tiersj 

Such  a  chaos, appears, 
Of  English,  French,  Latin,  and  Greck» 

That,  to  hunt  up  a  book. 

You  as  well  misht  be  took 
To  the  Bodleian  Bibliotheque. 

Shelves  rangM  over  shelves, 

For  o6tavos  and  twelves, 
Now  groan  with  unlimited  freight : 

So  Atlas,  poor  soul ! 

When  he  baianc'd  the  pole. 
Was  said  to  sink  under  the  weights 


dftafoIioviBe 

O'er  a  quarto  will  rim. 
By  burry  or  atciiki|t  buvl'd  $ 

As  atoms  by  chaoee 

Have  been  faUed  to  dmic«» 
^  tiny  fonaad  m  los  tiiitoiis  irorMf 

Here,  the  late  **  Doctor  Mead  ^ 

Upon  poisons"  we  read  ; 
Alas  !  it  can  hardly  be  read ; 

So  alike  is  tbaiUe    •* 

Of,  both  little  and  great, 
fo  be  covered  with  duit  when  Hke/x^  dead* 

There  Uaro,  behind. 

Is  with  Fiaccus  consigned 
To  dwell  in  araneous  shades; 
^  While  pert  pamphleteers 

Turn  up  their  dog*8  ears 
In  the  front  of  those  classical  blades*  * 

See  hotHea  placed  here, 

With  hHfks  in  the  rear, 
A  Bacch6  subversus  Apollo  I 

Y«  Gods  I  who'd  haye  thought 

That  the  tun-bellied  sot, 
(lould  haye  ousted  his  brother,  *  the  Scholar/ 

To  that  oaken  Bastile  * 
What  manuscripts  steal ! 
perhaps  to  see  day-light  no  more ; 
As  thousands,  from  earth, 
Are  conve/d  at  their  birth, 
To  Lethe^s  somniferous  shore, 

^  A  bnreao,  into  which  the  Doctor  ased  to  hmddle  the  eAuions 
af  his  pen. 


There  poems  close  cram. 

Like  streams  in  a  chun.; 
Yet  let  our  Meiicurius  bring. 

His  iron  caduce, 

To  open  the  sluice. 
And  you'd  take  it  for  Heiico&'t  sprbg. .    . 

T.  ?. 


TO  A  LADY, 

$T  A  8TUDEVT  0?  JI&8U9  C0LI.|S6E|  CAMB&IDaE, 

• 

From  off  that  delicate  fair  cheek. 
Oh  Maid,  too  fair,  I  did  but  seek 
To  steal  a  kiss,  and  lo  I  ypur  face, 

With  anger  or  with  shame  it  glows; 
What  have  I  done,  my  gentle  Grace, 

Put  change  a  lily  to  rose  ! 

At  once  your  cheek  and  brow  were  flush'di 
Your  neck  and  even  3'our  bosom  blush 'd  ! 
And  shame  may  claim  the  larger  part 

In  that  smooth  neck,  and  all  above ; 
But  the  blvsh  so  near  the  heart, 

Oh  !  let  it  be  a  blush  of  love. 
Pygmalion  thus  lit  up  with  life 
The  st^tye  that  became  his  wife, 

t804. 
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ELEGY, 

BT   DR.  DARWIV. 

.?  11 

Dread  Dream,  that,  hovering  in  the  midnieht  air, 
Clasp'd,  with  thy  dusky  wing,  my  aching  bead. 

While,  to  Imagination's  startled  ear, 
Toll'd  the  slow  beli,  for  bright  Eliza  dead  ! 

Stretched  on  her  sable  bier,  the  grave  beside, 

A  snow-white  shroud  her  breathless  bosom  bound. 
O'er  her  wan  brow  the  mimic  lace  was  tied, 
'  And  Loves,  and  Virtues,  hung  their  garlands  round* 

From  those  cold  lips  did  softest  accents  flow ! 

Round  that  pale  mouth  did  sweetest  dimples  play ! 
On  this  dull  cheek  the  rose  of  beauty  blow. 

And  these  dim  eyes  diffuse  celestial  day  I 

Did  this  cold  hand  unasking  want  relieve, 
Or  wake  the  lyre  to  every  rapturous  sound ! 

How  sad,  for  other's  woe,  this  breast  would  heave ! 
How  light  this  heartj  for  other's  transport,  bound  I 

Beats  not  the  bell  again  ? — Heavens !  do  I  wake  f 
Why  heave  my  sighs,  why  gush  ray  tears  anew  t 

Unreal  forms  my  trembling  doubts  mistake, 
And  frantic  Sorrow  fears  the  vision  true. 

Dream  I  to  Eliza  bend  thy  airy  flight. 
Go  tell  my  charmer  all  my  tender  fears. 

How  Love's  fond  woes  alarm  the  silent  nighty 
And  steep  my  pillow  in  unpitied  tears. 
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LINES, 

On  a  Pidure  of  the  Imdiau  Rted,  or  Ccama  Indica; 

BY  DII.  SBAW« 


Whbrs  sacred  Gauges  proudly  tolb 
O'er  Indian  plains  his  winding  way. 
By  rubied  rocks  and  arching  shaclesi 
Imperrious  to  the  glare  of  &y. 

Bright  Camm%  re\V4  in  Tynan  robe» 
Views  her  lov'd  lord  with  duteous  eye } 
Together  both  united  bloom. 
And  both  together  ftide  and  die,*-** 

Tkai»  where  Benares'  lofty  towers 
Frown  on  her  Ganges'  subject  wave. 
Some  faithful  y/iduw'd  bride  repaiiS|' 
ResolvM  the  raging  fire  to  brave. 

True  to  her  plighted  virgin  vow 
She  seeks  the  altar's  radiant  blase^ 
Her  ardent  prayers  to  Brahma  pours^ 
And  calm  approachivg  death  surveys* 
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With  India's  gorgeous  gems  adornM, 
And  all  her  flowers,  which  loveliest  blow 
*^  Begin,"  she  cries,  "  the  solemn  rites, 
^  And  bid  the  firta  arevnd  me  glow. 

V  A  cheerful  victim  at  that  shrine 
**  Where  nuptial  truth  can  conquer  pain. 
'*  Around  my  brows  rich  garlands  twine, 
**  With  roses  strew  the  haUowM  plain. 

'*  Near  yon  deep  grove  the  pyre  ascends, 
**  Where,  pale  in  death,  Ca&iufti#  lies ; 
**  Soon  shall  those  arms,  no  more  withheld, 
**  Embrace  him  in  his  kindred  skies. 


I 
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Friends  of  my  youth,  your  plaints  forbear, 
Nor  with  a  tear  these,  rites  profane ; 
Ere  long,  the  sun,  that  now  declines, 


**  Shall  see  me  'midst  the  sainted  train. 


'*  Mother,  my  last  embrace  receive ; 
**  Take,  sisters,  take  this  parting  kiss : 
**  A  glorious  martyr  decks  your  race, 
**  And  leaves  you  for  the  realms  of  bliss. 

*'  Hark !  from  the  clouds  his  voice  I  hear ; 
*'  Celestial  visions  round  me  fly ! 
**  I  see  the  radiant  shape  appear, 
**  His  image  beckons  from  the  sky. 

*'  Haste,  holy  Bramins  !  light  the  blaze 
**  That  bears  ma  to  my  parted  love : 
/'  I  fly,  his  seraph  ibrm  to  meet, 
'^*  And  join  him  in  the  realms  above.'' 
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ELEGY, 


BY    DR.    DAEWIN* 


Ftf,  gentle  steeds!— o^ef*  yon  tmfriendly  toyfrei^ 
Malignant  stars  with  baleful  influence  reign, 

Cold  Beauty's  frown  infects  the  cheerless  hours. 
And  Avarice  dwells  in  Love's  polluted  fume  ! 

Dim,  distant  towers !  whose  ample  roo6  protecti 
All  that  my  beating  bosom  holds  so  dear. 

Far  shining  lakes !  whose  silver  wave  reflects 
Of  Nature's  fairest  forms,  the  form  most  fair ; 

« 

Groves,  where  at  noon  the  sleeping  Beauty  lies  ; 

Lawns,  where  at  eve  her  graceful  footsteps  rove  ; 
For  ye  full  oft  have  heard  my  secret  sighs, 

And  caught  unseen,  the  tear  of  hopeless  love ; 

Farewell !  a  long  farewell-^your  shades  amotfg 
No  more  these  eyes  shall  drink  Eliza's  charms  ; 

Ko  more  these  ears  the  music  of  her  tongue  !-^ 
O  1  doom'd  for  ever  to  another's  arms  ! 

Flyi  gentle  steeds ! — ^my  bleeding  heart  convey 
Where  brighter  scenes  and  milder  planets  snine ; 

Where  Joy's  white  pinion  glitters  in  the  ray, 
And  Loye  sits  smiling  on  his  crystal  shrine  I 
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LINtS 

On  a  Picture  of  tie  Stapelia  Hinuta^  or  Maggot-bearing 

Stapetia. 

tY    DR.   SHAW. 


Mid  the  wild  betglits  of  Afric's  stormy  cape, 

The  fell  Stapelia  rears  her  gorgon  shape  ; 

Spreads  her  rough  arms,  and  turns,  with  scowling  eye. 

Her  beardecl  visage  to  the  thundering  sky. 

To  magic  rites  she  bend^  her  wayward  care. 

And  with  unholy  vapours  taints  the  air. 

Distils  with  fatat  art  each  secret  bane. 

And  gathers  all  the  poisons  of  the  plain. 

By  native  fmitinct  round  her  drear  abode 

Glides  the  green  snake,  or  crawls  the  shapely  toad. 

Lur'd  to'  the  Hag,  by  horrid  spells  subdued. 

The  care-<icra2'd  mother  brings  her  numerous  brood. 

Hears  the  smooth  tale,  &ud  trusts,  in  evil  houi^, 

The  tender  oflsprimg  to  her  guardian  power. 

The  subtle  fiend  assumes  a  Softer  air,* 

And  falsely  smiles,  and  feigns  a  mother's  care : 

But  gone  the  parent,  mtd  the  cavern's  gloom 

The  dire  Enchantress  drags  them  to  their  doom  i 

In  pining  atfophy  to  yield  their  breath, 

And  slowly  languish  in  the  arms  of  death  ; 

Till,  dried  each  Wasted  limb,  each  haggard  eve. 

Their  shrivell'd  forms  her  hideons  rites  stippfy. 

go  soft  remorse  her  fell  resolves  can  stay, 
om  of  the  n>ck»,  as  pitiless  as  they ! 
VOL.  rru.  M  m 
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So  foul  Canididy  with  malignant  joy, 
Watch'd  the  slow  progress  of  the  buried  boy  $ 
So  dire  Erichlho,  fraught  with  spells  accurs'd» 
Feign'd  pious  cares,  and  murdered  while  she  nursM  \ 
So  fierce  Medea,  with  relentless  eye, 
And  soul  unmov'dy  beheld  her  children  die ; 
And  ruthless  plung'd,  by  demon  rage  possess'd| 
The  fatal  dagger  in  each  infant  breast  I 


THE  RURAL  OFFERING. 

raotf  THl  GREEK  OlT  LBOlVtDAS. 

To  PaA,  the  guardiai»  of  the  woodland  plain. 

To  young  Lyseus  and  the  azure  train 

Of  nymphs  that  make  the  pastoral  life  their  car^ 

With  offerings  due  old  Areas  breather  his  prayer^ 

To  Pan  a  playful  kid,  in  wars  untried, 

He  vows,  yet  sporting  by  the  mother's  sidis ; 

Luxuriant  on  the  green  entangled  vine. 

This  blushing  cluster  to  the  gpd  of  wine  ^ 

And  to  the  gentler  deities  who  guide 

Their  winding  streamlets  by  the  mountain's  side* 

Each  fruit  that  sweHs  ill  Aatomn's  suany  bowerSfr 

Deck'd  with  the  purple  fragrance  of  its  flowers— 

Therefore,  ye  nymphs,  enrich  my  narrow  field 

With  the  full  stores  your  bounteous  fountains  vielfli  t 

Pan,  bid  my  luscious  pails  with  milk  o'erflbw  f 

And,  Bacchus,  tes^ch  my  mellow  vines  to  g^«f  I 
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DIRECTIONS  FOB  A  TEA-VASE  •> 

Addrested  to  Mr.  Bdltoh,  ofBirmftgham. 
MY  p&«  Dj[awiir« 

xRixvD  Bolton,  take  these  ingots  fine 
Prom  rich  Potosi's  sparklitfg  mine ; 
With  y«)ur  nice  art  a  Tea-vase  mould. 
Your  art,  more  ▼allied  than  the  gold. 
With  orient  pearl,  in  letters  white, 
Around  it,  "  To  the  Fairest,''  write ; 
And,  where  proud  Radbtom's  turrets  rifc| 
To  bright  Eiisa  s^nd  the  prize. 

ril  nave  no  bending  serpents  kiss 
The  foaming  wave,  and  seem  to  hiss; 
Mo  sprawlhig  dfagons  gape  with  ire. 
Arid  snort  out  steam,  and  vomit  fire ; 
Vo  Naiads  weep ;  no  sphinxes  stare  $ 
Ko  tail-hung  dolphins  swim  in  air. 
Let  leaved  of  myrtle  round  the  rim, 
With  rose-buds  twisting,  shade  the  brim ; 
Each  side  let  woodbine  stalks  descend. 
And  form  the  branches  as  they  bend ; 
While  on  the  foot  a  Cupid  stands, 
And  twines  the  wreath  with  both  his  hands* 

Perch'd  on  the  rising  lid  above, 
O  place  a  love-lorn,  turtle-dove, 
With  hanging  wing,  and  ruffled  plume. 
With  gasping  beak,  and  eye  of  gloom. 

•^In  Xhb  Poetical  Register,  Vol.  11.  p.  ftSB,  this  poem  w« 
printed  from  ea  ancoirect  copy* 

um2 
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Last,  let  tbe  swelling  bosses  shind* 
Witt*  Silver,  white,  and  tiirnish'd  fine'. 
Bright  as  the  fount,  whose  banks  besidt' 
Narcissus  gazed,  and  loved,  and  died. 

Vase,  when  Elixa  deigns  to  pour, 
With  snowy  hand,  thy  boiling  shower  ; 
And  sweetly  talks,  and  smiles,  and  sips 
The  fragrant  steam  with  ruby  lips ; 
More  charms  thy  polish'd  orb  shall  shew 
Thau  Titian's  glowing  pencil  drew ; 
More  than  ^iV  chisel  soft  unfurl'd, 
Whose  heavea-wrougbt  statue  charms  the  world. 


VERSES 

Sent  to  a  Ladj/y  vnth  Dr.  Darwin's  "  Botanic  Gardtn^ 

When  Eve  Walk*d  forth  at  early  hour. 

Her  only  care  was  fruit  or  flower ; 

Vacant  of  science  was  her  mind,- 

To  all  this  world  of  wisdom  blind  ; 

From  idleness,  her  heart  she  set 

On. the  first  prating  brute*  she  met.— 

Do  thou,  whom  early  sense  supplies 

With  all  that's  good,  and  fair,  and  wise, 

Not  like  unbidden  Eve  of  yore, 

Wiih  furtive  hand,  these  sweets  explore ; 

Pluck  knowledge  wilh  each  flower  and  fruif,' 

Mor  fear  a  tempter  in  a  brute. 

R.  U  x« 

•  Milton,  B.  ix.  li  354, 
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EXTEMPORE '  STANZAS ' 

On  Miss,  Charlotte  Zi/ties. 

BT   ARCHDEACOK    TYSfi,    OF    LICHFIELIU 


Shall  Pope  sing  his  flames 

With  quality  dames, 
^nd  duchesses  toast  when  hie  dines  j 

Shall  Swift  verses  compose 

On  the  Girl  at  the  Rose, 
While  unsung  is  my  fair  Charlotte  Lynes  f 

O  !  were  Phoebus  niy  ffiend. 

Or  would  Bacchus  but  lend 
The  spirit  that  flows  from  his  vines, 

The  Lass  of  t{ie  MHl, 
■  Molly  Mogg,  and  Lt^pell, 
Should  be  dowdies  to  faiir  Charlotte  Lynes^ 

Any  porter  may  servp 

For  a  copy,  to  curve 
An  Alcides,  with  muscular  chines ; 

But  a  Venus  to  draw. 

Bright  as  suu  ever  saw, 
Jjet  him  copy  my  f^ir  pbarlotte  Lynes, 

In  the  midst  of  gay  sights. 

And  foreign  delights, 
7*or  his  country  the  banish'd  man  pines  ; 

Thus  from  her  when  away. 

Though  my  glances  may  stray, 
ypt  my  heart  is  with  fair  Charlotte  Lynes ! 


t 
t 


f         • 
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It  is  Atropos'  9pdrt, 

M^ith  her  sheers  to  cut  short 
The  thready  which,  dame  Lachesis  twii^; 

But  forbear,  you  curst  jade. 

Or  cut  mine,  not  the  thfead 
vThat  was  spun  fbf  my  fair  Charlotte  Lynes  I 

For  quadrille  when  (he  fair 

Cards  and' counters  prepare. 
They  cast  out  the  tens,  eights,  and  ninps^ 

And  m  love  'tis  my  fear 

Jhe  like  fate  \  bhall  share. 
Discarded  by  fair  Charlotte  Lynef. 

yrith  hearts  full  of  rapture. 

Our  good  dean  and  chapter, 
Pount  over,  and  finger  their  fines  2 

But  I'd  giye  their  estate, 

Were  it  ten  times  as  great. 
For  one  kiss  of  my  fair  Charlotte  Lync^^. 

The  young  pair^  for  a  crown. 

On  the  book  laid  him  down. 
The  sacrist  obsequiously  joips^ 

Were  I  bishop  I  swear, 

I'd  resign  him  my  chair. 
To  unite  me  with  fair  Charlotte  Lynes* 

For  my  4nt  night  I'd  go 

To  those  regions  of  snow. 
Where  the  sun,  for  six  months,  never  shine^j^ 

And  O !  there  should  complain 

He  too  soon  came  again, 
To  disturb  me  with  fair  Charlotte  Lynes ! 
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HOUACE,  BOOK  II.  ODE  IS. 


Otlam  Divoa  rogat«  &c. 


HY    VARRSK     HASTINGS,    ESQ.    ON     HIS    PASSAGE 
FROM    BBKG^L    TO    £MGLANI>»   IN    1785. 

ADDB2SSSD  TO  tOnV  SHORE^   E8«, 

For  ease  tbe  harass'd  teaman  prajs, 
'     When  equinoctial  tempests  raise 
The  Cape's*  surrounding  wave ; 
When  hanging  o'er  the  reef  he  hears 
The  cracking  mast^xand  sees  or  fear%  h 

Beneath,  his  wat'iy  grave^ 

• 

For  ease,  the  slow  Mar^ta  spoils. 
And  hardier  Seik  erratic  toils. 

While  both  their  ease  forego ; 
for  ease,  which  neither  gold  can  buy, 
Hot  robes,  qor  gems,  which  oft  belie 

The  covered  heart,  bestow : 

For  neither  gold|  nor  gems  combin'J, 
Can  heal  the  foul,  or  suffering  mind ; 

ho  I  where  their  owner  li^s, 
"Perched  on  bis  couch  Distemper  breathes, 
Jind  Care  like  smoke,  in  turbid  wreathes. 

Round  the  gay  cieling  flies. 

*  It  WM  writteH  ot  sea  nett  tke  Cape  of  Good  Hopei  about  thp 
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H«  who  enjoys,  nor  covets  mor^^ 
The  lancls  his  fatl^er  )ield  befocQ, 

Is  of  frue  bliss  possessM  : 
Jjet  but  his  mind  unfettered  treacly 
Far  as  the  paths  of  knowledge  lead^ 

And  wise,  as  well  as  blest. 

No  feare  his  peace  of  mind  annoy, 
test  pj-inted  lies  his  /ame  destroy. 

Which  labour^  years  have  won  ; 
Nor  pack'd  pommittees  bre^k  his  rest, 
Nor  avarice  sends  him  forth  in  quest 

Of  climes  beneath  the.  6UU. 

Short  is  our  ^p^n,  then  why  engage    ' 
In  schemes,  for  which  man's  transient  ag^ 

Was  ne'er  by  Fate  desigu'd  } 
Why  slight  the  gifts  of  Nature's  httadl 
^hat  wandeier  from  his  native  land. 

E'er  left  himself  behind  f 

The  restless  thought,  and  wayward  will^ 
And  discontent  attend  him  still, 

Nor  quit  hin^  while  he  lives  ; 
At  sea,  care  follows  in  the  wind, 
At  land,  it  mountf  th^  pad  behind^ 

Or  with  the  post-boy  drives. 

He  who  would  happy  live  to-day. 
Must  laugh  the  present  ills  away. 

Nor  think  of  woies  to  come ; 
For  come  they  will,  or  soon,  or  late^ 
Since  n^ix'd  at  best  is  man'iS  estatQy 

By  heaven's  eternal  doom. 
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To  ripen'd  age,  Clive  liv'd  renown'd, 
With  lacks  enrich*d,  with  honours  crowuMi 

His  valour's  well-earii'd  meed  ; 
T^  long,  a)as  {  |ie  liv'd,  to  hate 
)lis  envied  lot,  and  died  too  late 

Prom  life's  oppression  freed.  * 

An  e^rly  death  was  Elliott's  doom, 
I  saw  his  opening  virtues  bloomy 

And  manly  ^nse  unfold  ^ 
Too  soon  to  fade  !  I  bade  the  stone 
Record  his  name  *  'midst  hordes  uokiiowD| 

Unkoowins  what  it  told. 

'. . .    .       .  '  •  •  ■ 

To  thee,  perhaps^  the  fate$  may  give^ 
Iwish  they  may,  in  health  to  live, 

•*Herds,  fk>cks^  and  fruitful  fields  ; 
Thy  vacant  hours  in  mirth  to  shine. 
With  these  the  Muse,  already  thine^ 
Her  present  bounties  yields. 

For  me^  O  Shore !  I  only  claim^ 
To  ment,  npt  to  seek  for  fame, 

The  good  and  just  to  please ; 
A  state  above  the  fec^r  of  want, 
Domestic  love.  Heaven's  choicest  grant, 

Health,  leisure,  pei^ce,  and  ease. 

^  Mr.  Elliott  died  in  October  ^778,  in  his  wsy  to  Vagpore^ 
the  cupital  of  Moodajee  Boosla's  dominions*  being  deputed'  on  aa 
embassy  to  that  Prince,  by  the  Governor  General  and  Council ; 
a  monument  was  erected  to  his  memory,  on  the  spot  where  he  was 
liuried ;  and  the  Marattas  have  suice  built  a  town  there,  calle^ 
p;Uiott  GuDge,  or  Elliott's  town. 
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ON  A  TARGET  AT  DRAKEIjOW. 


BT   DR.   DARWXV, 


■^•' 


With  sylvan  bow,  on  Drakelow's  shadowy  grae^t 
Arm'd  like  Diana,  trod  the  Cyprian  queen. 
O'er  her  fair  brow  the  beamy  crescent  shone. 
And  starry  spangles  glitter'd  round  her  zone ; 
Love's  golden  shafts  her  snow-white  shoulders  pmt, 
And  the  fringed  ribbon  cross'd  upon  her  breast. 

With  careless  eye  she  viewed  the  central  ring, 
StretchM  her  white  arms,  and  drew  the  silken  stqpg  { 
Mute  wonder  gazed  the  brazen  studs  betwixt ; 
Full  in  the  boss  the  flying  arrow  fixed  I 
Admiring  circles  greet  the  victor  fair. 
And  shouts  of  triumph  rend  the  breezy  air; 
Trent,  with  loud  echoes  thrills  the  flowery  grounds^ 
And  Burton's  towers  return  applausive  sounds. 

The  graceful  huntress  eyes  tne  gaudy  grove, 
And  bends  again  the  unerring  bow  of  Love ; 
Now  guard  your  hearts,  with  playful  malice  crieSp 
And  wing'd  with  smiles  the  shining  arrow  flies ; 
>Vith  random  aim  the  dazzled  crowd  she  wounds. 
The  quivered  heroes  strew  the  velvet  grounds ; 
Beau  after  beau  expiring,  prints  the  plain, 
And  Beauty  triumphs  g'er  the  archer  trari)t 
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VoJtfp  with  light  bound,  she  mounts  her  wreathed  coTi 
Jtolls  her  blue  eyes,  and  waves  he|r  golden  hair. 
Fond  youth  bow  homage  as  tbo  wheels  proceed. 
Sigh  89  they  gaze,  and  c^l  the  goddess^  Site  yd  ( 


LINES, 

0 

FOR  A  LADY'S  POCKET  BOOK* 

9Y  CHKltTOmn  SMART  \ 

Op  all  returns  in  Man's  device 

H'is  gratitude  that  makes*  the  price. 

And  what  sincerity  designs 

Is  ripher  than  Peruvian  mines* 
,  Thus  estimate  the  heart's  intent 

in  what  the  faithful  hands  present. 
.  This  vplume  soon  shall  worth  derive 

from  what  your  industry  shall  hive. 

And  then  in  every  line  produce 

The  tale  of  industry  and  use. 

Here,  too,  )et  your  appointments  be. 

And  set  down  many  a  day  for  me ; 

Ph  I  may  the  year  we  now  renew 

Be  stor'd  with  nappiness  for  you» 

With  all  the  wealth  your  friends  would  choose, 

And  all  the  praise  which  you  refuse ; 

With  love  sweet  inmate  of  the  breast. 

And  meekness  bowing  to  be  blest. 

*  Fonnerly  of  Pembroke  HbU»  Cambridgei  and  Aatbor  of 
:lf  veral  of  the  Sealoii  Prise  Pecmsy  &&  &Cf 
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EI^GV 


BT  THE   LATE   T.   DAY,   ESQ. 


Author  of  the  "  Dying  Kegro,*'  SfC.  4*^, 


Yet  once  again,  in  yonder  myrtle  bowers. 

Whence  rose-lipp'd  zephyrs,  hovering,  shed  perfume, 

I  Weave  the  painted  radiance  of  the  flowers. 
And  press  coy  Nature  in  her  days  of  bloom. 

Shall  she,  benignant,  to  the  wondering  eyes 
Of  the  lone  hermit  all  her  charms  unfold  ? 

Or,  gemm'd  with  dew,  bid  her  gay  florets  rise 
To  grace  the  rustic  master  of  the  fold  ? 

Shall  these  possess  her  bright,  her  fragrant  store. 
These  snatch  the  wreath,  by  plastic  Nature  woTe, 

Kor  wanton  summer  yield  one  garland  more. 
To  grace  the  bosom  of  the  Nymph  I  loye  ? 

For  she  shall  come ;  with  her  each  sister  grace, 
With  her  the  kindred  powers  of  harmony, 

The  deep  recesses  of  the  grove  shall  trace, 
And  hang  with  flowers  each  consecrated  tree. 

Blyihe  Fancy  too  shall  spread  her  glittering  plumes, 
She  loves  the  white  clifls  of  Britannia's  isle. 

She  loves  the  spot  where  infant  Genius  blooms, 
She  loves  the  spot  where  Peace  and  Freedom  smilt. 
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Unless  her  aid  the  mimic  queen  b6st6V^  l 

In  vain  ffesh  garlands  the  low  tabs  adorn ; 

In  vain  with  brighter  tints  the  florets  glow. 
Or  deW*drops  sparkle  on  the  brow  of  mom« 

Opes  not  one  blossom  to  the  spicy  gale, 

Throws  not  one  elm  its  moss-wreathed  branches  wid<^ 
lVa;nder8  no  rill  through  the  luxuriant  vale, 

Or,  glistening,  rushes  down  the  mountain  side^ 

But  thither,  with  the  morning's  earliest  ray, 
Fancy  has  winged  her  ever  mazy  flight. 

To  hymn  wild  carols  to  returning  day,  ^ 

And  catch  the  fairest  beams  of  orient  lights 

Proud  of  the  theft  she  mounts  her  lucid  car. 
Her  car  the  rainbow's  painted  arch  supplies  ;. 

Her  swifNwtng'd  steeds  unnumber'd  loves  prepare, 
Aud  countless  zephyrs  waft  her  through  the  skies. 

There,*  whrle  her  bright  wheels  pause  in  cloudless  air^. 

She  waves  the  magic  sceptre  of  command. 
And  all  her  flattering  visions,  wild  as  fair. 

Start  into  Hie  beneath  the  potent  wand. 

Here,  proudly. nodding  o'er  the  vale  below^ 
High  rocks  of  pearl  reflect  the  morning  ray, 

Whence  gushing  streams  of  azure  nectar  flow. 
And  tinge  the  trickling  herbage  on  their  way* 

There,  cull'd  from  every  mountain,  every  plain, 
Perennial  (lowers  the  ambient  air  perfume, 

Far  off  stern  Boreas  holds  his  drear  domain, 

Nor  chains  the  streams,  nor  blights  the  sacred  bloom^ 

Through  all  the  year,  in  copse  and  tangled  dale. 
Lone  Philomel  her  song  to  Venus.  pQurst» 

What  time  pale  Evening  spreads  the  dewy.veil^ 
What  time  .the  rqd  Morn  blushes  on  the  shoreq^  . 


Illusive  Yision§ !  O,  not  hare-   not  heri!, 
'*    Does  Spring  eternal  hold  her  placid  reigii/ 
Already  Boreas  chills  the  altering  year. 

And  blasts  the  piirple  daughters  of  the  plains 

So  fade  my  pronus'd  joys  !-^fair  scenes  Of  blisSy 

Ideal  scenes^  too  long  beliered  in  vain^ 
Plunged  down  and  swallowed  deep  in  Time's  abys 

So  veering  Chance,  and  ruthless  fates  ordains 

Thee,  Lauta^  thee,  by  fount,  of  masy  stream^ 
Or  thicket  rude,  unpress'd  by  human  feet, 

I  sigh^  unheeded,  to  the  nlOon's  pale  beam ; 
Thee,  Laura,  thee  the  echoing  hills  lepeaL 

Oh  !  long  of  billows  wild,  and  winds  the  sporty 
Seise,  seiee,  the  safe  asylum  that  remains ! 

Here  Truth,-  Love,  Freedom,  Innocence  resort;^ 
And  offer  long  oblivion  to  thy  pains. 

When  pantingj  gasping,  breathless,  on  the  strand 
The  shipwteck'd  mariner  reclines  bis  breast. 

Say,  shall  he  scorn  the  hospitable  hand 
That  points  to  safety,  liberty,  and  rest? 

But  ihoUf  too  soon  forgetful  of  past  woe,* 

Again  wofild'st  tempt  the  winds,  and  treachetouisea; 
Ah  i  shaH  the  raging  blast  forget  to  blow. 

Shall  every  wintry  storm  be  hush'd  ibr  thee  i 

Kot  so  f  I  dread  the  elemental  war^ 

Too  soon,  too  soon  the  cabn,  deceitftll,  flies  | 

I  hear  the  blast  come  whistling  from, afar, 
1  see  the  tempest  gathering  in  the  skies. 

Yet  let  the  tempest  roar!— love  scorns  all  harms^ 
.    I  plunge  amid  the  storm,  resolved  to  save ; 
This  hour,  at  least,  I  clasp  thee  in  my  arms. 
The  next  let  ruin  join  us  in  the  grave. 


ODE  TO  THE  RIVER  DERWENT. 

Wriitm  in  a  RoaumHc  Vall^  near  Us  Sowru^ 


Dbrwjbvt,  what  scenes  tby  wandering  waves  bebold^ 
As  bursting  from  thine  handred  springs  they  stray. 

And  down  these  vales,  in  sounding  torrents  roll'd^ 
Seek  to  the  shining  East  their  mazy  way  ! 

Here  dusky  aldep,  leaning  from  the  cliff. 
Dip  their  long  arms,  and  ware  their  branches  wide; 

Th^re,  as  the  loose  rocks  thwart  my  bounding  skiff, 
]^hite  moonbeams  tremble  on  the  foaming  tide. 

Pa^s  on,  ye  waves,  where,  drcss'd  in  lavish  prtdc, 
'Mid  roseat  bowers,  the  gorgeous  Chatsworth  beams. 

Spreads  her  smooth  lawns  along  your  willowy  side. 
And  eyes  her  gilded  turrets  in  your  streams. 

JPass  on,  ye  waves,  where  Nature's  rudest  child, 
Prowning  inciftnbent  o'er  the  darkened  floods. 

Rock  reared  on  rock,  mountain  on  mountain  pil'd, 
Old  Matlock  sits,  and  shakes  his  crest  of  woods. 

^ut  when  fair  Derby's  stately  towers  you  view, 

When  his  bright  meads  your  »parkling  currents  drinkf  * 

O I  should  £liza  press  the  morning  dew, 
And  bepd  her  graceful  footsteps  to  your  brinks. 
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Uncurl  your  eddies,  all  your  gales  confine, 
And  as  your  scaly  .nations  gaze  around^ 

Bli  your  gay  nymphs  pourtray,  wiili  pencil'  fin^, 
lier  radiant  form  upon  your  silver  ground. 

With  playful  malide,  from  her  kindling  <^heek 

Steal  the  warm  blush,  and  tinge  your  passing  stream) 

tlock  the  sweet  transient  dimples  as  she  speaks,- 
Andy  as  she  turns  her  eye,  reflect  the  beam  i 

And  tell  her,  Den^ent,  as  y6ft  milrmur  by. 
How  in  these  wilds  with  hopeless  love  1  burn, 

iTeach  yotir  lone  vales  and  echoing  caves  to  sigb, 
And  mix  my  briny  sorrows  with  your  urnw 
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POETRY. 


EPIC  POEMS  AND  ROMANCES. 

The  Curse  qf  Kehanui,   By  Robert  Southey.  4to.  pp.  376. 

In  wild  nets  and  wonderousness^  Mr.  Southey  has  now 
far  outdone  his  wild  and  wondrous  tale  of  Thalaba. 
The  Cu'rse  of  Kehama  is,  perhaps,  the  most  marvellous 
story  that  ever  came  from  the  pen  of  a  poet.  But,  though 
the  reader  of  it  may  sometimes  be  startled  by  the 
daringness  of  its  fictions,  it  will  be  impossible  for  him 
not  to  be  delighted  with  its  numerous  and  splendid 
beauties.  Extravagant  as  the  story  is,  it  is  told  with 
inimitable  spirit,  and  its  consistency  is  preserved  to  the 
last.  Nothing  can  be  more  perfectly  oriental  than  its 
scenery  and  allusions.  With  beautiful  and  even  sublime 
description  it  abounds.  The  language  is  highly  poeti« 
cal,  and  the  versification  has  in  general  a  vigour  and 
musical  sweetness  which  it  would  b«  dimcul)  to 
equal. 
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Tk€  Lady  qfthc  Lake.     A  Poem.     By  WuUer  Scoii,  Esq. 
Second  Edition,     dvo.  pp.  433. 

So  prolific  is  Mr.  Scott's  muse,  that  we  have  scarcely 
had  time  to  admire  one  of  her  offspring,  before  our  at- 
tention is  called  away  to  another.  It  is  indeed  ex- 
traordinary that  so  prolific  a  writer  as  Mr.  Scott  should 
rise,  instead  of  sinkings  in  each  succeeding  work:  so, 
however,  it  is.  As  a  whole,  we  think  The  Lady  of 
the  Lake  is  superior  either  to  The  Lay  of  the  Last  Min- 
strel or  to  Marmion.  The  tone  of  it  is  more  uniformlv 
sustained.  On  Mr.  Scott's  descriptive  powers  it  is 
perfectly  unnecessary  to  enlarge;  and,  afler  what  wc 
have  said,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  even  to  add,  that  in 
The  Lady  of  the  Lake  he  displays  those  powers  to 
their  utmost  extent*  The  story  is  highly  interesting, 
and  is  managed  with  skill ;  and  some  of  tne  characters 
are  delineated  with  a  masterly  hand. 

Constance  de  Castile.    A  Poem,  in  ten  Cantos.    By  Wil^ 
liam  Sotkeby,  Esq.     4to.  pp.  191. 

Thosb  who  hav^  read  Mr.  Sotheby's  poems,  and  his 
translations  of  Oberoki  and  the  Georgics,  will  take  up 
this  volume  with  the  hope  of  being  highly  gratified. 
Their  expectations  will  not  be.  disappointed.  Mr. 
both e by  has  chosen  an  interesting  suDJect,  and  has 
treated  it  in  a  masterly  manner.  The  story  is  attrac- 
tive in  itself,  and  is  well  supported  ;  the  characters  are 
ably  drawn,  the  descriptive  parts  are  natural  and  ani- 
mated, and  the  versification  is  musical. 

Christina,  the  Maid  of  the  South  Seas.    A  JF^dM,  in  fntr 
Cantos.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  932. 

Gentle  reader,  canst  ihou  fbrm  an  idea  of  the  pleaiAire 
which  the  tired  and  thirsty  traveller  feels,  when,  afttr 
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passing  over  leagqes  of  sandy  desert^  he  con^et  a^  l^st 
to  a  spot  where  he  Bnds  shade  and  a  cooling  stream : 
if  thou  canst  form  such  an  idea,  then  thou  canst  con- 
ceive the  delight  which  a  critic  enjoys  when  after 
having  yawned,  groaned,  and  rubbed  his  eyeS|  over 
the  barren  waste  of  a  iiundred  dull  volumes,  he  at 
length  opens  a  work  which  bears  the  stamp  of  genius. 
For  such  delight  we  are  indebted  to  Miss  Mitford* 
Her  poem  entitles  her,  we  think,  to  an  honourable 
place  among  the  poetical  writers  of  the  present  age. 
The  interest  of  her  story  is  supported  to  the  last;  hejr 
ijescriptions  are  animated  and  true  to  nature;  and  her 
versification  has  an  i^ncommon  portion  of  melody,  free- 
dom, and  variety. 

WoUaee  ;  or,  the  Fighi  qf  Falkirk ;  a  Mieineal  Bomanc§* 
By  Miu  Hofford*    Second  Edition.     8vo,  pp.  252. 

''  I  CANNOT,  will  not,  sing  of  war !''  exclaims  an 
amiable  and  highly  inspired  female  writer  of  the 
present  day*  Not  so  exclaims  Miss  Hoi  ford.  She 
sings  of  war;  and  sings  of  it,  too,  in  the  boldest  and 
most  animated  strains.  We  have  read  her  Fight  of 
Falkirk  with  great  pleasure,  and  are  much  mistaken 
if  it  will  not  obtain  her  a  lasting  reputation.  The  cha- 
racters are  drawn  and  kept  up  with  spirit,  the  story  is 
skilfully  conducted,  the  language  is  poetical,  and  the 
veri»ification  is  harmonious.  To  the  verse  we  have  but 
one  trifling  objection  to  make,  which  is  that  the  final 
alexandrine  oF  a  stanza  is  not  always  musically  intro- 
duced ;  it  does  not  always  harmonize  with  the  metre 
which  precedes  it.  This  fault,  however,  seldom  occurs ; 
"and  is  but  a  faint  speck  amidst  so  many  beauties  as 
Wallace  contains. 
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7^  Columbiad.    A  Poem,    By  Joel  Barlow,    Large 

8vo.  pp.  426. 

This  is,  we  believe,  the  first  transatlantic  poem  which 
has  come  under  our  notice.  The  ground-work  of  it 
was  originally  published,  several  years  ago,  under  the 
title  of  The  vision  of  Columbus.  Mr.  Barlow  has,  how- 
ever, made  such  changes  and  improvements,  that  The 
Columbiad  may  be  considered  as  a  new  poem.  An 
American  epic  is  rather  a  curiosity  in  England.  Let 
us  begin  by  noticing  its  defects.  In  the  first  place,  we 
find  an  inundation  of  words,  many  of  them  borrowed 
from  the  French,  and  others  obsolete,  local,  or  awk- 
wardly formed,  which,  though  Americans  may  tolerate 
them,  are  intolerable  to  an  English  reader.  Among  a 
multitude  of  the  same  sort  are, crass,  role,  brume,  croupe, 
aliinement,  derouted,  grade,  withes,  vagrates,  aland, 
a  west,  thirled,  ameeds  for  awards,  empalms  for  measures, 
and  endorse  for  to  fasten  on  the  back.  In  the  next 
place,  Mr.  Barlow  frequently  uses  inelegant  and  low 
expressions,  which  give  a  ludicrous  air  to  his  compo- 
sition. We  will  quote  a  few  instances — "  Highland 
drains  with  lowland  drench  repays'* — "the  nerve  that 
pumps  the  pearly  tear** — "  heaves  an  eternal  light** — 
"  Hemodia  strut  no  more** — a  dragon  "  besoms  wide 
the  plain** — "  wallowing  wave** — "  hills  by  hundreds 
rise** — "  grim  gang*' — "  flouncing  godhead  * — "  fiery- 
foaming  jole,**  and  "  foams  with  fiery  jole.**  Thirdly, 
Mr.  Barlow  is  generally  unfortunate  in  his  personifi- 
cations. The  personificaiions  of  Cruelty,  War,  the  De- 
laware, and  the  Genius  of  Frost,  are  lamentable  failures; 
and  the  contest  between  Hesper  and  the  Genius  of 
Frost,  is  quite  in  the  mock  heroic  style,  and  excites 
laughter.      Fourthly,  he  sometimes  flags  for   whole 
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pages,  so  as  hardly  to  rise  above  prose.  Fifthly,  his 
versificatioo,  apparently  formed  on  the  model  of  Dr. 
Darwin's,  is  otien  monotonous  and  tedious,  in  conse- 
auence  of  the  want  of  variety  in  the  cesural  pause,  and 
the  perpetual  recurrence  of  lines  which  open  with  the 
trocnaic  foot. — Well,  reader !  after  all  this,  you  doubt- 
less imagine  that  The  Colombiad  is  a  poem  which  we 
shall  advise  you  not  to  peruse ;  a  very  bad  poem  indeed ! 
You  are,  however,  quite  mistaken.  The  Columbiad 
is  a  poem  of  great  merit,  and  we  are  sure  that  the  pe- 
rusal of  it  will  amply  repay  the  trouble.  Mr.  Barlow  is 
a  man  of  by  far  more  talent  than  taste.  He  is  certainly 
a  poet.  His  poem  contains  an  abundance  of  fine,  and 
many  grand  passages;  and  numerous  descriptive  parts 
which  are  touched  ih  a  picturesque  and  masterly  man- 
ner. The  versification,  too,  when  Mr.  Barlow  avoids 
the  fault  of  which  we  have  complained,  has  a  musical 
flow,  and  is  highly  animated.  On  the  whole,  we  think 
that  America  has  reason  to  be  proud  of  The  Columbiad. 

Bannockbum ;  a  Poem.     In  four  Books,     8vo.  pp.  248. 

One  would  really  have  thought  that  the  subject  of 
this  poem  might  have  inspired  any  man,  and  especially 
a  Scotchman,  with  something  like  poetical  ideas.  It 
has,  however,  had  no  such  inspiring  effect  upon  the 
author  before  us.  "  Ale  or  viler  liquor"  is  certainly  his 
Helicon.  We  have  looked  in  vain,  through  the  whole 
of  his  24S  pages,  for  a  poetical  passage.  To  grammar 
he  feels  an  antipathy ;  and  rhyme  he  frequently  seems 
to  consider  as  a  thing  which  may  be  discarded  without 
ceremony ;  but  to  expletives  he  displays  as  warm  iin 
affection  as  if  he  were  the  father  of  them,  and  ac- 
cordingly he  contrives  to  introduce  "  did,  do,  and 
doth''  into  almost  every  line.    The  reader  shall  judge* 
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what  happy  idaas  of  grace  and  dignity  the  author  poa- 
aeasea.     WaJlace  says  to  Edward : 

"  ■  I'll  never  own 

''  A  \tLw\em  king,  nor  serve  a  foreign  crown  $ 

Nor  bend  subniissiye  to  a  mortal's  rod. 
Except  my  righteous  king ;  so  help  me  God !" 

We  wonder  that,  in  the  style  of  a  justice's  clerk»  he 
did  not  make  Edward  say  ^  kiss  the  book/  Now  for  a 
feast,  after  the  manner  of  Homer ; 

/<  A  haonch  of  Cheviot's  fkttest  deer. 
And  brimming  pots  of  English  beer, 
Before  the  chief  are  laid." 

Speaking  of  a  minstrel,  he  elegantly  says, 

**  The  gnests  do  praise  bis  minstrel  skill ; 
And  Douglas  doth  the*  goblet  fill, 
And  took  it  in  his  hand,  &c.^* 

Edward,  on  hearing  of  the  revolt  of  Bruce,  falls  into  a 
violent  passion,  and  swears  that  he  will  do  wondrous 
things; — but  let  the  author  speak  for  himself: 

**  'Twere  meet  to  tell  how  England's  king, 
So  soon  as  he  had  heard  this  thing. 
Was  very  wroth,  and  vengeful  swore, 
Scotland,  should  Scotland  be  no  morel" 

Bruce  having  led  the  Scots  to  the  field,  a  messenger  is 
dispatched  to  inform  Edward  that  he  must  send  rein^* 
forcements.    The  language  and  rhyme  are  exquisite : 

**  Else  if  be  did  not  stop  the  eprending  wreck. 
He'd  soon  have  his  own  coontry  to  protect."  (proteck) 

We  shall  conclude  with  a  splendid  imitation  of  the 
death  of  Marmion : 

"  And  death,  now  sporting  with  his  pain, 
Rais'd  wild  delusions  in  his  brain, 
For  fltill  the  hero  cried  '<  On,  on ! 
Down  with  the  fo^  Clan  Boti!  down,  down!" 
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MISCELLANEOUS  POETRY. 

The  Bcmamk  MytMog^;  in  two  Para*  Pan  I  J., 
Faery.  To  which  is  subjoined,  a  Letter,  illustrating  the 
Origin  qf  our  marvellous  Imagery;  particularly  as  if 
appears  to  he  derived  fivm  the  Gothic  Mythoiogy,  4to. 
pp.  197. 

TniB  volunic  containg  a  description  of  the  fairies, 
tbeir  manners  and  customs,  and  of  fairy  land.  The 
author  has  a  lively  imagination,  and  respectable  powers 
of  descriptioa.  His  versification  is  polished,  and  not 
devoid  of  spirit.  The  subjoined  letter  proves  the 
author  to  have  read  extensively  upon  the  subject.  We 
shall  be  glad  to  see  the  first  part  of  the  Romantic  My. 
thology ;  of  which  sorcery  is  to  be  the  theme. 

Spistks  on  Wimen»  exemplifying  their  Character  and  Com* 
ditMon  im  fxtrious  Aga  ^^nd  Nations*  With  Miscelkh 
neom  Poem$.    £y  Lsicy  Aikm.    4to.  pp.  142. 

We  have  received  great  pleasure  from  the  perusal 
of  these  epistles.  They  are,  in  no  common  degree, 
pointed,  polished,  and  energetic.  The  versification^ 
too,  is  of  the  best  kind.  It  is  flowing,  without  being 
insipid;  and  varied,  without  being  harsh.  Of  the 
miscellaneous  poems,  several  have  appeared  in  our 
volumes,  and  our  readers,  therefore,  are  enabled  to  form 
some  judgment  of  them.  The  Swiss  Emigrant,  vol.  iii« 
p,  195  ;  Lines -on  seeing  the  Sun,  vol.  iv.  p.  325,  and 
Sonnet  to  Fortune,  p.  378 ;  Ode  to  Ludlow  Castle, 
vol.  vii.  p.  254,  and  Futurity,  p.  464;  the  Lines  oo 
Gilbert  Wakefield,  p.  321  of  our  present  volume,  and 
Necessity,  p.  501,  are  from  the  p^n  of  Miss  Aiktn :  tha 
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two  latter  were  printed  in  otir  Fugitive  Poetry  before 
we  received.  Miss  Aikin's  ▼olume.  The  miscellaneous 
poems  which  she  has  now  published  for  the  first  time, 
are  not  inferior  to  those  to  which  we  have  referred 
our  readers. 

The  Borough;  a  Poem,  in  twenty-four  Letters,     By. the 
Rev.  G.  Crahbe,  L,L,B,    8vo.  pp.  344. 

Cheered  by  the  general  approbation  of  his  poems, 
an  approbation  which  they  richly  merited,  Mr.  Crabbe 
has  now  given  to  the  world  a  work  of  considerable  ex- 
tent* By  that  work  be  has  added  to  his  reputation — a 
consequence  not  always  resulting  from  second  works. 
In  the  volume  before  us  he  has  described  the  characters 
of  a  country  borough,  and  the  scenery  of  the  country, 
with  a  felicity  which  has  never  been  surpassed.  He 
brings  before  our  eyes  every  object  which  he  de- 
scribes. Nor  are  his  powers  confined  to  description 
alone.  Almost  every  page  contains  passages  which 
belong  to  a  higher  order  of  poetry.  We  hope  that 
''  The  Borough"  will  not  be  the  last  poem  with  which 
the  public  will  be  favoured  by  Mr.  Crabbe. 

Poems  on  various  Subjects.  By  the  Rev,  Dr,  Lucas. 
Written  chiefly  in  the  early  Part  ((f  the  Author's  Ltfe. 
8vo.  pp.  296. 

These  poems,  though  they  will  not  give  Dr.  Lucas  a 
place  among  the  British  poets,  will  not  do  him  any  dis- 
credit. They  are  generally  elegant  and  pleasing,  and 
many  of  them  are  not  wanting  in  spirit.  We  are 
sorry  that  Dr.  Lucas  should  have  absolutely  murdered 
the  poem  of  Broughton  Green  (which  otherwise  has 
much  merit)  by  the  abominably  pedantic  and  annoying 
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introduction  of  the  heathen  deities  into  the  cantb  which 
narrates  the  rustic  contests.  His  translation  from 
Homer  is  well  executed. 

Poems ;  chieflj/.  The  Local  Atiachment ;  The  Uruexed  Fe- 
males; The  Old  English  Gentleman;  The  Pneumatic 
Revellers;  and  Tht'Fofnily  Picture,  By  Mr>  Polwhele, 
of  Polwhele,     In  five  Yolumes,  8vo-.  pp.  450. 

Most  of  the  pieces  contained  in  these  volumes  have 
already  receiyed  the  seal  of  public  approbation,  and 
we  doubt  not  that  those  which  are  now  for  the  first 
time  published  will  not  be  less  fortunate.  .  Those  who 
yet  know  Mr.  Polwhele's  works  only  by  name  will, 
nevertheless*  expect  to  find  good  poetry  when  they 
open  his  volumes,  and  we  can  assure  them  that  this 
hope  will  not  be  disappointed. 

Dramatic  and  Narrative  Poems.  By  John  Joshua,  Earl 
ofCasyrfort,  K,  P.    In  two  volumes,  8vo.  pp.  729. 

The  first  of  these  volumes  contains  the  Dramatic 

Sieces,  which  are  f^  in  number — Caius  Gracchus, 
lonimia,  the  Fall  oftjarthage,  and  Polyxena,  and  arc 
all  of  the  tragic  kind.  The  second  volume  contains 
three  narrative  poems — the  Revenge  of  Guendolen,  the 
Bower  of  Melissa,  and  the  Statues,  or  the  Story  of 
Zeynu'  Lasn4m.  Of  the  dramas,  the  ploU  are  simple 
but  well  managed,  the  characters  are  drawn  with 
spirit,  the  language  is  poetical,  and  the  versification  is 
polished  and  flowing.  The  Fall  of  Carthage  is.  wc 
think,  the  finest  of  the  four  dramas.  The  Revenge  of 
Guendolen,  which  is  the  first  of  the  narrative  poems, 
is  written  in  blank  verse  (and  good  blank  verse)  and 
strongly  seizes  on  the  mind  of  the  reader.     The  two 
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ether  poems  are  in  couplet  vene,  which  it  evidently 
fashioned  on  the  best  ot  all  models,  that  of  Dry  den. 
Both  these  poems  also  abound  with  beautiful  descrip- 
tions. In  Lord  Carysfort's  compositions  there  is  no 
afiectation  nor  meretricious  ornament  We  must  give 
It  as  our  decided  opinion,  that  these  two  volumes  en- 
title him  to  no^mean  poetical  rank. 

Sir  Edgar ;  a  Tale,  in  two  Cantos :  with  serious  TVans- 
lationffrom  the  Ancients ;  and  merry  Imitations  of  a 
Modem.  By  Francis  Hodgson,  A.  M,  Author  qf  a 
••  Translation  of  Juvenal,'*  •*  Lady  Jane  Grey,  ifc,  £fc" 
8vo.  pp.  318. 

Thbre  are  few  writers  who  can  paas  "  from  rrave  to 
gay,  from  lively  to  severe'^  with  as  mach  iaciiity  and 
grace  as  Mr.  Hodgson.  .Sir  Edgar,  the  poem  which 
opens  the  volume,  is  alternately  picturesque,  solemn, 
tender,  and  pathetic.  Next  come  the  translations, 
which,  though  faithful,  have  all  the  freedom  of  origi- 
nal style.  These. are  succeeded  by  the  merry  imita- 
tions, which  are  fully  eoual  to  the  Broad  Grins  of 
George  Colman.  Those  who  arejDOt  excited  to  laughter 
by  them,  must  have  muscles  more  unbending  than  we 
should  choose  to  have.  No  reader,  whether  he  be  a 
grave  man  or  a  merry  one,  can  fail  of  being  gratified 
by  this  volume. 

Fables  in  Verse,    By  the  Rev.  Henry  Rowe,  L.  L.  B.  Rec^ 
tor  of  Ringshall,  in  Suffolk,     8vo.  pp.  314. 

On. opening  this  Volume  the  first  thing  which  we 
stumble  upon  is  a  very  familiar,  hand  in  glove,  sort  of 
dedication  from  the  bookseller  to  his  friend.  Lord  Rolle. 
"  And  has  not  CoUey  still  his  lord  and—?''  We  beg 
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pardon  of  the  ^hade  of  Gibber  for  this  implied  compa^' 
risoD.  Cibber,  with  all  hi«  baits,  was  a  man  of  taleat. 
We  shoo  Id  like  to  know  what  ridiculous  demon 
prompted  this  dedicating  bookseller  to  thrust  himself 
iHj  before  his  author: 

**  The  thing,  we  know,  is  neither  rich  nor  rare. 
But  won&r  how  the  devil  it  came  there  I" 

As  to  the  fables  themselves^  we  are  sorry  that  we  can- 
not speak  favourably  of  them.  They  are  in  general 
badly  constructed,  and  void  of  elegance  or  spirit. 
They  abound,  too,  with  faulty  rhymes.  Were  it  not  that 
they  contain  a  few  good  lines,  we  should  be  tempted 
to  believe  that  they  were  inflicted  upon  the  public  by 
the  writer  of  the  dedication.  -    , 

tie  Sabine  F<grm,  a  Poem :  into  which  ie  tnlemtoten  a 
Series  of  J^amUuions,  chi^y  dacriptive  qf  the  Villa 
and  Life  qf  Horace,  occaeioned  by  an  Excursion  from 
Rome  So  Licetma,  By  Eobtrt  Bradsireei,  Esq*  J.M. 
8vo.  pp.  240. 

We  recomiiiend  this  volume  to  every  lo^er  of  Horaee, 
and  of  English  poetiy.  It  is^  the  woric  of  a  man  of 
talent,  and  we  have  received  much  pleasure  from  the 
perusal  of  it  Mr.  Bradstreefs  style,  both  in  original 
and  translation,  has  an  abundance  of  freedom  and  sfiirit. 
We  hope  that  he  will  persist  in  the  task  of  giving  to 
the  public  an  English  version  of  Horace.  The  Sabine 
Farm  is  ornamented  by  several  plates,  drawn,  and,  with 
two  exceptions,  etched  by  Mt.  Bradstreet  himself. 
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The  Age ;  a  Poem :  Moral,  Political,  and  Metaphyseal, 
With  illustrative  Annotations.  In  ten  Books,  8vo. 
pp.316. 

If  ihis  poem  were  only  oRe-third  of  its  present  lengthy 
it  would>  probably^  be  thrice  as  good  as  it  is.  The 
author  is  guilty  or  insufferable  difiuseness.  A  poeui 
of  between  six  and  seven  thousand  tines  must  have  a 
larce  share  of  merit  indeed,  if  the  reader  is  not  fatigued 
before  he  arrives  at  its  conclusion.  The  author  of  The 
Age  is  a  man  of  observation,  talent,  and  satirical  powers, 
but  his  unfortunate  propensity  to  spin  out  his  subject 
to  an  interminable  length,  will  prevent  his  work  from 
having  numerous  readers. 

Poems,  chieflif  Comic  and  Hudihrastic ;  containing  Bw' 
lesque  Translations,  Dramatic  Pieces,  and  Miscellanies, 
By  W,  C.  Oulton,  Author  of  All  in  Good  Humour, 
Botheration,  The  Sixty-third  Letter,  ifc.    8vo.  pp.  207. 

These  poems  are  of  that  every  day  sort,  of  which  an 
abundance  may  be  found  in  any  volume  of  magazines. 
There  is  little  true  comic  spirit  in  the  comic  poems, 
and  the  hudibrastic  pieces  are  not  in  the  manner  of 
Butler.'  The  dramatic  pieces  are  of  the  humblest 
kind. 

Iphotelle;    or  the  I^onging^Fit,     A  Poem.     By  Ralph 

Palin.     8vo.  pp.  7  J . 

This  poem  would  please  more,  Jf  it  did  not  so  per« 
petually  remind  us  of  The  Rape  of  the  Lock,  of  which 
It  is  a  manifest  imitation.  The  drift  of  it  is,  to  laugh 
the  married  ladies  out  of  the  prejudice  that  their  un- 
born children  may  be  marked  by  longing-fits.    Mr. 
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PaliQ  has  produced  a  very  respectable  poem.  The 
descriptive  parts  are  pleasiog,  and  the  machinery  is 
not  ill  managed.  There  h,  however,  an  ugly  want  of 
connection  between  the  fourth  and  fifth  cantos.  The 
versification  is  generally  so  smooth,  that  we  wonder 
Mr.  Palin  could  write  numbers  of  such  lines  as, 

**  Where  the  kind  sex  haye  so  loog  benish'd  scoro." 
«        «        «        « 

*'  Of  lovers  whose  loals  flit  self  sent,  to  air." 
*        •        *        ♦ 

'*  Who  such  a  notice  would  e'er  dare  disdain." 
«        «        «        « 

"  Unto  the  shrine,  in  humble  guise  she  drew." 

Of  that  vile  word  ''  unto'*  Mr.  Palin  is  strangely 
fond ;  he  uses  it  repeatedly.  We  muist  likewise  object 
to  the  word  "  rubric''  instead  of  "  red,''  and  to  such  no- 
rhymes  as  '^  rise  and  palaces,"  *'  come  and  unknown." 
Mr.  Palin  will,  we  hope,  have  an  opportunity,  in 
another  edition,  of  correcting  these  faults. 

The  West  Indies,  and  <kher  Poems*  By  James  Mcnt^ 
gomer^.  Author  qf  ^'  The  Wanderer  of  Switzerland.'* 
The  third  Edition.     Small  8vo.  pp.  160. 

Those  who  have  read  Mr.  Montgomery's  first  volume' 
vill  open  the  present  with  high  expectations  of  plea- 
sure; and  we  can  assure  them  that  their  expectations 
will  be  fully  realized.  '*  The  West  Indies"  is  a  poem 
fraught  with  poetic  spirit.  It  excels  in  rich  and  pic- 
turesque description,  m  pathos,  and  in  a  fine  tone  of 
indignant  feeling.  It  will  charm  all  but  negro  sellers 
and  slave  drivers.  Of  the  smaller  poems  several  have 
appeared  in  the  Poetical  Register,  and  of  those  we 
shall  say  nothing,  because  we  know  that  our  readers 
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have  already  passed  upon  them  a  favourable  judgmetit. 
'Some  of  those  which  now  appear  for  the  first  time»  are 
of  even  superior  merit. 

The  Poetical  Works  of  Anna  Seward;  wiih  ExiracUfrom 
her  literary  Correspondence,  ^ited  by  Walter  Scoit, 
Esq,    hn  Three  Volumes,    Crown  8ro«  pp.  1 175. 

There  are  probably  few  readers  of  poetry,  and 
certainly  no  readers  of  The  Poetical  Register,  who  have 
not  formed  an  opinion  with  respect  to  the  talents  of 
the  late  Miss  Seward.  We  may,  therefore^  safely  delay 
giving  our  judgment  upon  the  subject,  till,  in  a  future 
volume,  we  commence  our  biographical  and  critital 
sketches  of  those  poets  who  have  died  since  the  pvb* 
iication  of  the  first  volume  of  The  Poetical  Register. 
All  that  we  shall  say  at  present  is,  that  the  three 
volumes  before  us  are  elegantly  pritited,  and  that  they 
contain  not  only  Miss  Seward's  poems,  hot  targe  est* 
tracts  from  her  correspondence,  and  a  memoir  of  the 
author,  from  the  pen  of  the  editor. 

Poems,  written  by  an  Officer  in  Ike  Iniittn  Amy.    dmall 

8vo.  pp»77. 

Mars  and  the  Muses  are  not  on  the  most  fHendly 
Xerms.  Perhaps,  therefore,  it  is  no  great  woader  that 
this  votary  of  Mars  should  handle  the  lyre  with  such 
afi  ill  grace  as  he  does.  There  is  no  poetry  in  hrs 
volume.  We  wish  that  truth  did  aot  compel  us  to  paad 
this  severe  sentence,  for  it  vrould  give  us  pleasure  to 
praise  a  man,  wfao^  if  his  tfedicatioti  to  his  mother  may 
oe  credited,  possesses  the  most  amiable  and  bonourabie 
feelings. 
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T^e  Genius  of  the  Thames :  a  Ijfrical  Poem,  in  Two  Parts, 
By  Thomas  Love  PeacQck.     Small  8vo.  pp.  154. 

This  work  amply  justifies  the  judgment  which  we 
gave  of  Mr.  Peacock's  talents  when>  in  our  sixth 
Tolume,  we  reviewed  his  first  work.  The  Genius  of 
the  Thanxes  is  a  poem  quite  worthy  of  the  subject.  It 
is  characterised  by  great  animation,  clearness,  and 
beauty  of  description,  a  command  of  poetical  language, 
and  a  musical  and  varied  flow  of  verse.  The  notes  to 
the  poem  are  really  illustrative,  and  show  Mr.  Peacock 
to  be  a  man  of  learning.  Some  beautiful  '*  Stanzas 
written  at  Sea''  are  inserted  among  the  notes  to  the 
second  part  of  the  poem. 

The  Pleasures  of  Friendship  •  a  Poem,  in  Two  Parts. 
By  Frances  Arabella  Rawden^    Small  Svo.  pp.  139. 

If  it  be  true,  and  it  doubtless  is  true,  of  friendship, 
as  of  love,  that  "  they  best  can  paint  it,  who  have  felt 
it  most,"  the  very  first  page  of  Miss  Rowden's  book 
must  induce  a  critic  to  augur  well  of  the  remainder; 
for  that  page  proves  that  she  chooses  her  friends  Wisely, 
and  loves  them  ardently.  The  critic  who  augurs  so, 
wiirnot  be  disappointed.  Miss  Rowden  has  done 
justice  to  her  subject,  and  to  say  this,  is  to  give  no 
small  praise.  She  displays  both  taste  and  feehng,  and 
her  powers  of  description  and  versification  are  of  a 
superior  class. 

The  Hermit,  with  other  Poems.   By  Richard  HaU..  Small 

8vo.  pp.  136. 

In  the  motto  to  his  volume,  Mr,  Hatt  informs  us 
that  "  Song  was  his  favourite  and  first  pursuit."    We 
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must  advi«e  bim  U>  desist  from  such  an  idle  pursuit. 
He  may  rua  after  the  Muses  to  all  eternity,  but  he 
will  never  catch  them.  There  is  not  in  his  volume  a 
aiogle  line  which  can  be  called  poetry,  or  which  will 
justify  US  in  hoping  that  he  may  in  time  write  better. 
From  one  of  his  sonnets  it  appears  that  he  is 

^  Some  clerk,  foredoomM  his  lather's  soolto  cross. 
Who  pens  a  stanza  when  he  should  eofrois.'* 

This  information  is  conveyed  in  the  following  beau- 
tiful  lines,  with  which  we  shall  gratify  our  readers : 

**  Ah  me!  that  e^er  my  stan  should  be 
So  adverse  to  have  fated  me 
Upon  this  groaning  desk  to  write, 
And  war  with  those  great  men  of  might*. 
Ye  gods !  look  down  awhile,  and  view 
The  hard  in  miserable  perdue ! 

Woman;  a  Poem.  By  Eaton  Siarmard  Barrett,  Esq, 
Studau  qfthe  MidJUc  Templt.    Small  8vo.  pp.  85. 

No  one  will,  w&  suppose,  be  ungallant  enough  to 
deny  that  the  subject  which  Mr.  Barrett  has  chosen  is 
an  excellent  one.  That  he  has  made  the  most  of  it, 
truth  will  not  allow  us  to  assert.  But,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  has  produced  a  poem  which  is  by  no  means 
contemptible.  It  contains  many  passages  which  may 
be  read  with  pleasure;  and  we  think  that  it  afibrds 
promise  of  something  still  better  from  his  pen. 

The  Tyrolese  Villagers;  or,  a  Prospect  qf  War,  An 
Epistolary  Tale.  With  other  Poems.  By  T.  Rolnnson^ 
Esq*,  Uue  qfSeqfbrd,  Sussex.    Small  Sto.  pp.  2S7. 

Mr.  Robinson  is  not  without  talent ;  but  he  has  one 
great.  hxAt,  that  of  never  knowmg  wh«n  he  has  said 

*  John  Doe  and  Rkhani  Roe. 
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enough.  He  amplifies  till  he  becomes  ipveak  and  lire^ 
some.  Like  Dogberry^  he  finds  in  his  heart  to  bestow 
all  his  tedioasness  upon  his  readers.  Will  writers 
never  learn  that  a  thought,  or  a  description,  wluch 
may  be  brilliant  or  pleasing  in  two  lines,  will  inevitabljc 
be  tune  and  disgusting,  when  spun  oat  into  twenty 
lines?  There  are  passages  of  considerable  spirit  and 
elegance  in  Mr.  Robinson's  poems,  and  he  might  easily 
have  increased  their  number.  We  think  '*  The  Oz« 
onian''  his  best  production,  though  the  story  is  an  old 
one.     Hifi  translations  from  Horace  are  but  middling. 

The  Battles  qf  Ihlavera.    A  Poem.    Small  8vo.  pp.  39. 

This  poem  is  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Croker.  When 
we  say  that  the  heroes  of  Talavera  have  found  in  Mr. 
Croker  a  bard  not  unworthy  of  them,  our  readers  will 
be  aware  that  we  think  highly  of  his  merits.  His  com- 
position possesses  a  more  than  ordinary  share  both  of 
elegance  and  vigour.  We  know  not  where  to  point 
out  a  poem  of  its  kind  which  is  superior,  or  even  eqnal, 
to  it  in  merit. 

The  4*tociate  Minitrels.    Small  8yo.  pp.  222. 

A  CATCHING  title  to  a  book  is  believed  by  booksellen 
to  be  a  thing  of  no  small  importance.  Of  this  book 
we  think  the  title  an  exceedingly  good  one.  T*he  sole 
merit  indeed  of  many  works  lies  in  their  tide  pages  ; 
but  such  is  not  the  case  with  "  The  Associate  Min« 
•trels/'  The  collection  displays  great  talent;  and  we 
gladly  recommend  it  to  a  place  on  the  shelf  of  erfery 
Si¥er  of  elegant  poistry. 

CO  2 
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Tales  qf  Romance,  with  other  Foenu;  includn^  Sekctumt 
from  Propertius.      By  Charles  A,  Elton,  Author  qf  a 
ThiMslation  o/Hesiod.     Small  8vo.  pp.  136. 

These  Tales  of  Romance  form  a  good  supplement 
to  The  Tales  of  Wonder,  to  many  of  which  they  are, 
indeed,  superior.  Some  of  them  are  highly  poetical, 
and  none  are  without  beauty.  The  other  poems  pos- 
sess equal  merit.  The  translations  are  executed  with 
taste  and  spirit. 

The  Metamorphosis  qf  Sona ;  a  HindC  Tale :  with  a 
Glossary  descriptive  of  the  Mythology  qf  the  Sastras. 
By  John  Dudley,  Vicar  qf  Sileby,  in  Leicestershire. 
Small  8vo.  pp.  l60. 

The  poetical  part  of  this  irolume  occupies  only  forty- 
four  out  of  a  hundred  and  sixty  pages.  It  contains 
some  pleasing  passages,  but  almost  every  line  is  so 
filled  with  Hindd  names,  and  allusions  to  Hindd  cus- 
toms and  superstitions,  that  it  will  not  have  a  numerous 
class  of  readers.  The  glossary  is  exceedingly  interest- 
ing, and  will  be  of  great  use  to  those  who  are  desirous 
of  obtaining  a  knowledge  of  the  mythology  and  the 
doctrines  of  the  Hindd  race.  Indeed  we  know  not 
where  else  so  much  information  can  be  found,  comr 
pressed  into  so  small  a  compass. 

Life's  Vicissitudes;  or.  Winter^ s  Tears,  Original  Poems, 
By  Mrs,  Savory,  Containing  The  Mausoleum,  sacred 
to  the  Memory  qf  a  great  Lady  ;  and  various  Fugitive 

.    Pieces,    Crown  8vo.  pp.  128. 

The  wrilera  of  nonsense  in  verse  may  be  divided  into 
two  classes— ^those  who  write  smooth^  and  those  who 
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write  rough,  nonsense.  Unfortunately  for  Mrs.  Savory 
she  must  take  her  place  in  the  second  class.  Her 
▼erses  hobble  intolerably.  Nor  does  the  matter  atone 
for  the  manner.  Forgive  the  wretched  pun,  good 
reader,  but  we  must  say,  that  there  is  nothing  savory 
in  Mrs.  Savory's  volume. 

TAtf  Spaniard:  and  Siarlamh,  a  traditional  Tale  of  Ire- 
land,  in  the  Fifteenth  Century ;  with  other  Poems.  By 
Preston  Fitzgerald,  Esq,    Small  8vo.  pp.  143. 

From  these  poems  we  augur  well  of  their  author's 
future  productions.  Many  parts  of  them  are  both 
elegant  and  animated.  The  Spaniard  contains  several 
good  passages ;  Siorlamh  is  an  interesting  story,  not  ill 
told ;  and  the  other  poems  are  by  no  means  unpleasing. 

English  Minstrelsy;  being  a  Selection  of  Fugitive  Poetry, 
from   the   best  English  Authors,  with  some  Original 
Pieces,  hitherto  w^ublished.     Small  8vo.  2  vols.  pp. 
544. 

This  selection  is  made  with  taste  and  judgment,  and 
is  elegantly  printed.  The  original  pieces  are  from  the 
pens  of  some  of  the  best  authors  of  the  present  day« 
and  will  afford  pleasure  to  every  person  who  loves 
good  poetry. 

Peeling,  or.  Sketches  from  Life;  a  desultory  Poem,  with 
other  Pieces,     By  a  Lady,     Small  8vo.  pp.  l62. 

This  poem  is  rightly  denominated  a  desultory  one. 
Its  chief  fault- is  a  want  of  connection  and  clearness. 
Another  of  its  faults  is,  that  it  contains  many  lines,  and 
some  entire  passages,  which  want  polish  and  spirit. 
Having  said  this,  we  have  nearly  said  all  that  can  be. 
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objected  to  iU  We  have  then  only  the  more  pleasing 
tadc  of  telling  our  readem  that  it  is  a  poem  of  merits 
and  that  they  will  find  in  it  several  pathetic  scenefl^ 
and  much  good  description.  The  smaller  pieces  may 
be  read  with  pleasure. 

Sacred  Allegories;  or  allegorical  Poems,  illustrative  qf 
Sudfjficls  moral  and  divine;  to  wMch  is  added,  an 
Anacreontic  on  the  Discovcfy  qf  Vaccination,  with  an 
Epilogue  to  the  same.  By  ike  Rev.  John  Williams, 
M.A.  Curate  of  Siroud,  Gloucestershire.  Small  8 va 
pp.  149. 

These  allegories  are  very  pious,  and  smoothly  ver- 
sifif^d.  Having  said  this,  we  are  not  aware  that  we  can 
aay  any  (ihing  more  in  their  behalf.  They  certainly 
cannot  lay  claim  to  the  title  of  poetry. 

Verses,  by  ihe  Rep,  R,  N.  French^  qfWoremark,  Derhyshire, 

Crown  8vo.  pp.  168. 

The  greatest  part  of  these  verses,  as  Mr.  French 
modestly  calls  them,  are  pleasing  compositions.  Some^ 
particularly  the  Ode  on  the  Death  of  Suwarrow,  have 
a  large  share  of  spirit,  and  others^  of  a  lighter  kind« 
are  el^antly  written.  Taking  it  altogether^  the 
volume  IS  creditable  to  Mr.  French^  and  proves  him  to 
be  a  man  of  poetical  taste. 

HaverkUl,  a  descriptive  Poem,  and  other  Poems.    By 
John  Webb.    Small  8vo.  pp.  119. 

Ma.  Webb  informs  as  that,  "  born  in  the  vale  of 
obscurity,  he  never  experienced  any  of  the  benefits 
that  result  from  education;  and  that  most  of  these 
poems  were  written  while  he  moved  in  the  bumble 


5m 

sphere  of  a  journeyman  wearer/'  This  he  meadons 
io  the  hope  that  it  will  '*  tend  to  smooth  the  critic's 
ragged  brow/'  The  circamstances  which  he  states 
ought  certainly  to  have  such  a  tendency.  He  mighty 
however,  safely  have  waived  this  sort  of  appeal,  and 
stood  upon  the  merit  of  his  productions.  Mr.  Webb 
must  have  taken  no  small  pains  to  cultivate  his  mind. 
Haverhill  is  a  respectable  descriptive  poem.  The  topics 
are  well  chosen  and  well  combined,  the  descriptions 
are  natural,  the  language  is  spirited  and  correct,  and 
the  versification  is  flowing.  The  smaller  poems  ar6 
not  contemptible. 

FriauUy  Visits  from  ike  Muse;  or,  the  ConsoUuions  qf 
Solitude,    By  a  Lady,    Small  8vo.  pp.  150. 

Wb  are  much  afraid  that  this  lady  has  been  imposed 

upon  by  some  impostor,  who  has  assumed  the  character 

or  the  Muse.  There  is  in  this  volume  no  evidence  that 

she  has  ever  received  even  a  call  from  the  Muse.    Are 

such  lines  as  the  following  an  evidence  ? 

"  Posterity,  thro*  each  fuceeeding  age, 
ShftU  read  delighted,  and  instnicted  Men 
The  pious  memory  of  Comberland." 

Scarcely  any  of  the  blank  verse  is  better  than  this.* 
The  rhymed  verse  has  rather  more  spirit,  but  does  not 
reach  mediocrity.  Those  friends,  whom  she  mentions 
as  having  praised  her  compositions,  were  not  really  her 
friends.  That  she  is  a  woman  of  benevolent  /eelings^ 
and  a  religious  mind,  her  volume  amply  proves,  but  it 
as  amply  disproves  her  being  a  fovounte  of  the  Muse. 

YmU\  the  African.    A  Poem,  in  Six  Cantos.    Small  dvo. 

pp.  122. 

YuLi  is  an  interesting  tale,  told  in  an  interesting 
manner.    The  author  has  contrived  to  raise  his  sable 
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hero  abore  the  crnnmon  level.  There  is  much  to  com- 
mend in  all  the  caotos  but  the  fifth  and  the  sixth 
cantos  are  the  best.  The  meeting  of  Elmene  and  Yuli 
in  the  former  canto^  and  the  revenge  taken  by  Yuli  in 
the  latter,  are  well  drawn.  The  versification,  though 
at  times  rough,  is  generally  spirited. 

The  Sea  Shore,  with  other  Poems.  By  Fortescue  Hitching. 

Crown  8vo.  pp.  173. 

Thb  faults  which  may  be  found  in  the  volume  of 
Mr.  Hitchins,  have  evidently  been  occasioned  rather 
by  want  of  care  than  by  want  of  talent.  His  principal 
poem.  The  Sea  Shore,  is  a  respectable  composition. 
It  proves  Mr.  Hitchins  to  b^  a  close  observer  of  nature, 
and  to  possess  abilities  for  picturesque  description! 
We  must  remind  him,  however,  that,  in  a  serious  work, 
such  phrases  as  "  modicum  of  praise,"  and  "  flummery 
of  art,"  are  not  to  be  tolerated.  He  should  likewise 
be  more  attentive  to  the  construction  of  his  verse. 
Into  blank  verse,  alexandrines  should  never  be  intro- 
duced. The  miscellaneous  pieces  are  generally  pleas- 
ing, and  some  of  the  epigrams  are  pointed.  Should 
they  reach  a  second  edition,  however,  we  advise  him 
to  correct  and  polish  the  whole  of  them  with  a  ricor- 
ous  care.  ^ 

Noiak  Solum,  and  other  Poetical  Pieces.  By  Joseph 
Brakenbwy,  qf  Benet  College,  Cambridge.  Crown  8vo. 
pp.  159. 

To  the  principal  poem  in  this  volume  we  cannot 
give  our  praise.  Though  it  contains  some  good  lines 
and  ideas,  it  is  Ume,  and  conseauently  tedious.  Mr. 
Brackcnbury  does  not  succeed  in  heroic  verse.     His 
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veTse  of  that  kind  wants  variety  and  spirit.    When  he 
writes  in   other  metres    his  compositions  are  more 
pleasing.    Several  of  the  small  poems  are  pointed  and 
elegant. 

Geneviepe  ;  or,  the  Spirit  qf  the  Drove.  A  Poem,  With 
Odes  and  other  Poemt,  chiefly  amatory  and  descriptive. 
By  John  Stewart,  Eaq,  Author  of  "  The  Pteamres  qf 
Laoe;'*  "  Jhe  Resurrection,"  Sfc.  Sfc.  Small  8?o. 
pp.  328. 

There  is  too  much  glitter,  and  too  much  difTuseness, 
in  some  of  these  poems.  "'Genevieve'*  we  think  the 
least  attractive  composition  in  the  volume.  It  is  ob- 
scure in  some  parts  ;  nor  is  it  so  highly  polished  as 
most  of  its  companions.  On  the  whole,  however,  this 
volume  will  afiPord  pleasure  to  the  lovers  of  poetry. 
A  miijority  of  the  pieces  which  it  contains  are  both 
elegant  and  animated. 

Original  Sonnets,  and  other  Poems.   By  Mary  P.  Johnson, 

Small  8vo.  pp.  160. 

This  volume  contains  127  sonnets,  many  of  them 
regular,  and  eight  longer  poems.  It  is  obvious,  then, 
that  the  writer  must  have  touched  upon  a  great  variety 
of  subjects.  Our  business  is  to  state  in  what  manner 
those  subjects  are  treated.  We  are  happy  that  it  is  in 
our  power  to  give  a  favourable  verdict.  Miss  Johnson's 
compositions  are  entitled  to  more  than  the  praise  of 
being  "  exempt  from  the  quaintiiess  of  affected  sim- 
plicity, and  the  vulgar  glare  of  tinsel  ornament,'*  and 
she  deserves  a. better  station  than  '*  a  humble  walk  at 
the  foot  of  Parnassus.**  In  all  her  poems  she  displays 
feeling,  taste,  accuracy  and  felicity  of  description. 
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and  a  poetical  «>irit«  With  the  exceptimi  of  aeme 
lines  there  is  notning  fiat  or  harsh  in  her  sonnets.  Her 
regular  sonnets  are  remarkably  unconstrained.  It  is 
singular  that  Miss  Johnson  should  have,  or  teem  to 
have,  a  dislike  of  the  tender  passion.  She  has  not  de- 
dicated a  single  strain  to  Lore;  she  eren  mentions  him 
with  somethmg  like  enmity.  We  hope  that  a  recon* 
ciliation  will  speedily  take  place. 

J%e  Cottage  Girl,  A  Poem.  Compriting  her  severai  Avoca^ 
tions  during  the  Pour  Seoions  qf  the  Year*  By  H.  C, 
Esq.,  Author  of"  The  PUher  Boy*'  and  "  SaUor  Bc^f" 
Small  8V0.  pp.  115. 

It  is  a  pity  that  Mr.  H.  C.  either  will  not  pay  more 
attention  to  the  melody  of  his  Terse,  or  has  such  a 
wretched  ear  that  he  is  incapable  of  writing  musical 
▼erse.  Nothing  can  be  more  flat  and  hobbling  than 
his  metre.  It  is  so  bad  that  it  renders  the  perusal  of 
his  poem  an  irksome  task.  This  is  to  be  regretted^ 
because  his  ideas  and  sentiments  are  frequently  good, 
and  he  is  certainly  a  close  and  accurate  observer  of 
rural  objects  and  rustic  manners.  He  talks  of  "  aim* 
plicity^'^  seemingly  as  an  apology  for  his  defective 
style,  but  he  should  learn  that  simplicity  does  not  con« 
sist  in  lowness  of  expression,  and  ruggedness  of  versi- 
fication. 

The  Maniac,  a  Tale;  or  a  View  qf  BetMem  Hospital ; 
and  The  Merits  qf  Women,  a  Poem,  from  the  Preach; 
with  poetical  Pieces  on  various  Subfects,  original  and 
translated.     By  A.  Bristow.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  145. 

Mas.  BaisTOw's  poetical  talents  never  rise  above 
mediocrity,  and  sometimes  sink  below  it.    The  Ma- 
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niac  J8  apnn  out  too  mvclu  Had  the  story  been  told  m 
half  the  number  of  pages>  it  would  hare  been  more 
interesting.  The  translations  of  "  The  Merits  of  Wo- 
men/' and  of  '*  The  Rural  Sage/'  are  deficient  in  spirit. 
These  two  poems,  and  the  Maniac,  are  written  in  the 
heroic  couplet,  a  metre  which  Mrs.  Bristow  manages 
badly.  There  is  neither  melody  nor  variety  in  her 
ten  syllable  verse.  In  eight  syllable  verse  she  is  more 
successful.  Her  Address  to  Fortune,  in  this  metre,  is 
not  without  merit,  and  her  translations  from  Dorat's 
fables  are  easy  and  pleasing. 

The  Maniac,  and  other  Poems.    By  John  Lawton.   Small 

8vo.  pp.  95. 

The  Maniac  is  not  without  a  respectable  share  of 
poetical  spirit.  The  feelings  and  sufferings  of  the 
leading  character  in  the  poem,  are  often  forcibly 
depicted.  It  is  on  the  side  of  incorrectness  that  the 
author  generally  errs.  Of  the  smaller  pieces  the  best 
are  the  Hindoo's  Complaint,  and  the  Child  at  the  grave 
of  his  mother.  The  latter  poem,  in  particular,  is  natural 
and  affecting. 

Pdenu.  contisiing  pfthc  Mysteries  qf  Mendip,  the  Magic 
Bail,  Sonnets,  Retroactive  Wanderings,  and  other 
Pieces.    By  James  Jennings.    Small  8vo.  pp.  2S2. 

To  the  praise  of  good  feelings,  and  good  intentions, 
Mr.  Jennings  seems  to  have  a  just  claim.  But  he  has 
no  claim  to  the  character  of  a  poet.  Few,  very  few, 
passages  in  his  volume  can  be  read  with  pleasure. 
His  language  is  either  tame  or  inflated,  his  style  is 
ragged,  and  his  versification  is  singularly  unmusical. 
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The  Lower  World.    A  Poem,  in  four  Books,  wUh  Notes. 
By  Mr.  Pratt.    Small  8vo.  pp.  148. 

Were  there  many  more  faults  than  there  are  in  this 
poem,  the  benevolent  intentions  of  the  author  would 
disarm  the  severity  of  criticism.  It  is  not  to  be  dis- 
puted, that  Mr.  Pratt's  poem  contains  many  tame  lines, 
and  some  passages  which  are  not  carefully  finished. 
These,  perhaps,  we  may  justly  attribute  to  his  having 
been  compelled,  by  the  circumstances  of  the  case,  to 
write  hastily,  and  while  he  was  oppressed  with  severe 
illness.  As  a  whole,  however,  it  is  elegant  and  pleas- 
ing. The  warmest  spirit  of  humanity  breathes  too  Sn 
every  line.  The  brute  creation  (for  it  is  their  cause 
which  this  poem  pleads)  have  found  a  powerful  ad* 
vocate  in  Mr.  Pratt,  and  we  hope  that  his  laudable 
exertions  will  at  least  haye  the  effect  of  lessening  the 
quantum  of  their  sufferings. 

Original  Poems,  on  various  Occasions.  By  a  Lady.  Re- 
vised by  William  Cowper,  Esq.  qf  the  Inner  Temple. 
Third  Edition.     J2mo.  pp.  115. 

These  poems  contain  pious  thoughts,  expressed  in 
verse,  which  is  generally  smooth  and  easy.  To  higher 
praise  than  this  they  have  no  right  to  aspire.  It  is 
not  probable  that  the  revision  bestowed  on  them  by 
Cowper  was  any  thing  more  than  verbal.  We  do  not 
find  in  them  any  traces  of  his  genius  or  style. 

The  Pleasures  of  Possession;  or,  the  Enjoyments  qf  the 
Present  Moment,  cofUrasted  with  those  of  Hope  and 
Memory.  A  Poem.  By  Charles  Verral.  Small  8vo. 
pp.  127. 

This  poem,  though  far  from  equal  to  the  Pleasures 
of  Hope,  or  the  Pleasures  of  Memory,  is,  nevertheless. 
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above  mediocrity.  Mr.  Verral  is  not  deficient  in  ease 
or  .spirit.  Many  of  the  descriptive  parts  of  his  poem 
are  natural  and  well  drawn ;  the  sentiments  are  good  ; 
the  language  is  chaste  and  correct ;  and  the  versifica- 
tion is  neat  and  flowing. 

Poems,  on  various  Stthjects.    By  Ifory  Sophia.    Small 

8vo.  pp.  126. 

These  verses  are  of  that  kind  which  does  credit  to 
the  feelings  and  acquirements  of  the  writer,  but  does 
not  give  any  right  to  claim  the  title  of  a  poet.  They 
are  smooth  and  pretty,  and  nothing  more.  We  agree 
with  the  author  that  her  verses  will  not  injure  the  hearts 
of  their  readers.  They  are  unexceptionable,  in  point 
of  morality. 

The  Cm-ate.    A  Poem.     With  other  Poems.    Small  8vo. 

pp.  126. 

This  picture  of  a  curate's  character,  occupation,  and 
sufiferings,  is  drawn  by  a  skilful  hand.  We  wrsh  that 
it  were  less  faithful  than  unfortunately  it  is.  The 
author  of  "  The  Curate''  is  an  accurate  observer ;  he 
writes  with  spirit  and  ease ;  frequently  displays  wit 
and  humour ;  and  has  a  good  style  of  versification. 
The  smaller  poems  are  also  compositions  of  merit.  Of 
these,  that  which  pleases  us  the  most  is  "  The  Progress 
of  Ambition/' 

The  Rise,  Progress,  and  Termination  qf  the  OP  War,  in 
Poetic  Epistles,  or  Hudihrastic  Letters,  from  Ap  Simp- 
kins  in  Town,  to  his  Friend  Ap  Davies  in  Wales; 
including  all  the  best  Songs,  Placards,  Toasts,  ifc.  Sfc, 

,    which  were  written,  exhibited,  and  given  on  the  Occasion  ; 
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toith  illustrative  Notes.    By   T%oma8   Tegg,     12ino. 
pp.  179. 

If  the  reader  can  form  an  idea  of  somethings  ten 
thousand  times  worse  than  the  worst  bellman's  or 
lamplighter's  verses^  that  ever  were  written,  he  may 
have  a  tolerable  idea  of  these  goodly  Pbetie  Epwde^ 
Sad  work«  indeed,  does  their  author  make  with  sense, 
and  rh3rme,  and  metre,  and  •▼eiy  thing  else,  which 
ought  to  be  found  in  poetry.  Mr.  Tegg  is  a  bookseller, 
and  we  seriously  aavise  him  to  content  himself  in 
future  with  selling  books,  and  never  more  to  think  of 
making  them.  He  will  find  in  Esop  that  the  ass  got 
a  cudgelling  when  he  attempted  to  act  the  part  of  the 
spaniel. 

Erin,  A  Poem  descriptive  of  Ireland,  By  the  lUv,  Edw, 
Smedley,  A.  M,  Senior  Usher  of  Weitminster  SchooL 
Large  8yo.  pp.  87. 

To  this  poem  is  prefixed  a  very  numerous  and  re- 
spectable list  of  subscribers,  and  we  are  happy  to  say, 
that  it  deserves  the  patronage  it  has  obtained.  *'  Erin" 
displays  a  chaste  style,  much  picturesque  and  spirited 
description,  patriotic  sentiments,  and  a  free  strain  of 
versification. 

The  Jh^luenees  qf  Semibiliiy,    A  Poem,  in  tkne  Partf, 

8vo.  pp.  77. 

This  is  one  of  those  poems  in  which  good  ideas  and 
sentiments  are  thrown  away,  by  their  being  expressed 
in  a  tame  and  aukward  manner.  In  The  Influences 
of  Sensibility  we  now  and  then  find  a  few  pleasing 
lines,  and  poetical  expressions,  but  they  do  not  occur 
oflten   enough   to    prevent   the    reader    fix>m    being 
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thoroughly  tired^  long  before  be  reaches  the  close  of 
the  Tolume.  The  poem  wants  plan  and  connection^ 
and  is  frequently  obscure.  Nor  does  the  versification 
atone  for  other  faults  by  its  melody  and  spirit.  It  is, 
en  the  contrary,  more  than  commonly  monotonous  and 
languid. 

Tke  Times,    A  Poem.    8vo.  pp.  70. 

By  the  motto  of  this  poem  we  were  prepared  to  find, 
that  which  we  have  found,  some  carelessness  and  rug* 

fedness  of  style.  The  author  is,  indeed,  frequently 
arsh  and  negligent.  But  he  is  so,  however  wrongly, 
from  design,  and  not  from  want  of  talent.  In  fact,  bis 
poem  proves  his  talents  to  be  of  no  common  kind.  It , 
is,  in  general,  exceedingly  vigorous,  and  the  versifica- 
tion often  shows  that  the  writer  is  capable  of  producing 
Terse  of  the  most  polished  and  musical  kind.  The 
prose  also  is  manifestly  that  of  a  person  accustomed  to 
composition. 

The  Schddiiad;  a  Mock  Heroic  Poem.    In  six  Cantos, 

8vo.  pp.  78. 

Among  the  numerous  bad  consequences  of  the  Wal- 
cheren  ezpediiion,  we  must  be  allowed  to  number  the 
swarm  of  witless  pamphlets  and  pasquinades,  to  which 
it  has  given  birth.  The  Scheldtiad  betrays  almost  as 
much  stupidity  as  the  manner  in  which  the  expedition 
itself  was  conducted.  To  read  seventy-eieht  pages  of 
such  wretched  stuff  as  M»  mock  heroic,  is  nearly  as 
bad  as  being  exposed  in  FHisfaing  to  the  torrent  of'^fire 
from  the  cannon,  the  mortars,  and  the  rockets  of  die 
British. 
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ne  JulnUe,  A  Pdem  on  the  FifiHe^  Anniversary  of  His 
Majesty's  Accession  to  the  Throne*  By  William  Jordan. 
8vo. 

It  would,  indeed,  be  a  jubilee  for  the  critics,  if,  for 
one  year,  such  writers  as  Mr.  Jordan  were  prohibited 
from  scribbling,  ox,  at  least,  from  publishing.  Mr. 
Jordan's  verses  are  as  soporific  as  any  thing  which  we 
ever  had  the  misfortune  to  cast  our  eyes  upon  in  the 
columns  of  the  fashionable  newspapers,  and  to  say  this 
is  to  say  volumes. 

A  Tribute  to  the  Memory  qf  William  Cau>per,  Author  qf 
The  Teak,  and  other  Poems,  occasioned  by  the  perusal 
of  his  Works,  and  Hay  ley's  Memoirs  qf  his  14fe,.  By 
L  T.  S.    8vo.  pp.  35. 

This  author  is  of  the  school  of  the  poet  whose  vir- 
tues he  commemorates,  and  whose  loss  he  deplores. 
He  is  not  an  unworthy  disciple.  His  morality  is  pure, 
and  his  poetry,  which  is  in  tire  style  of  Cowper,  is  above 
mediocrity. 

Elegy  to  the  Memory  qf  Thomas  Paine :  to  which  is  added 
his  Epitaph ;  and  a  Sonnet,  tmitten  in  the  Chamber  in 
which  he  was  bom.  By  Thomas  Clio  Rickman,  Author 
qf  "  Poetical  Scraps,"  two  Volumes;  "  Corruption,  a 
Satire,-"  "  Letter  to  Mr.  Pitt ;"  "  Atrocities  qfa  Con- 
vent;" Sfc.  Sfc.     8vo.  pp.  li. 

O  Clio,  Clio,  wherefore  art  thou  Clio?  Not  the 
Muse,  but  Dulness  herself,  inspired  these  lamentable 
strains.  It  is  difficult  to  say  which  of  the  three  pieces 
is  the  worst.  We  cannot  resist  the  temptation  of  treat- 
ing our  readers  with  a  charming  equivoque^  produced 
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by  a  happy  introduction  of  the  name  of  the  person 
ceiei>rated  : 

^  Bat  cniel  Death  the  promis'd  bliss  destrby'c). 
And  snatcb'd,  with  uurelentiog  hand,  my  Pains!" 

We  renoember  something  like  this  in  a  monody^  on 
tho  death  of  a  Mr.  Taylor,  which  thus  pathetically 
opened — 

■*  Weep,  O  ye  Maaes!  weep  your  Taylor  dead!" 

The  Lost  Child.    A  Chrtsttnas  Tak,    Founded  vpcn  a 
Tact,     Crowp  8yo.  pp.  ^6. 

This  tale  is  written  for  young  people,  and  is  wel^ 
calculated  for  them.    The  story  is  interesting,  and  is 
pleasingly  told,  in  smooth  verse,  and  appropriate  lan- 
guage. 

Tht  Parliament  qf  Ispahan :  an  Oriental  Eclogue.    TVon* 
.  slated  from  the  Persian  qf  his  Excellency  the  ♦*****» 
Ambassador.     With  Notes,  explanatory  and  illustrative. 
By  Sir  **•*  *#«♦♦•♦.     8vo.  pp.  33. 

This  is  one  of  those  squibs  whcih  are  born  and  die« 
without  any  one  caring  whence  they  came,  or  whither' 
they  go.  The  oriental  veil  which  is  thrown  over  this 
production  is  a  thin  one;  but  there  is  nothing 
to  be  seen  through  it  that  is  worth  the  trouble  of 
looking  at. 

La  Fite  de  la  Rose;  or  the  Dramatic  Flowers.  A  holiday 
Present  for  Young  People.  The  second  Edition.  By 
Mrs.  B.  Hoole.    24mo.  pp.  24. 

This  poem  is  printed  only  for  youne  people,  but  It 
may  be  read  with  pleasure  by  the  old,  as  well  as  by 
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the  young.  The  ideas  are  poetical,  and  the  versifica- 
tion  is  flowing.  Among  the  numerous  productions  of 
the  kind  we  think  it  ranks  next  in  merit  to  Mrs.  Dor- 
set's **  Peacock  at  Home." 

Balkmendi;  a  Persian  Allegory.    By  Mirua  Falanaa, 

P,  A.    32mo.  pp.  31. 

This  is  a  pleasing  allegory,  and  is  told  in  good  and 
flowing  versification.  It  is  printed  in  a  humble  form, 
lor  the  perusal  of  children;  but  we  have  seen  much 
worse  poems  ushered  into  the  world  with  all  the  pomp 
of  splendid  typography,  wire  wove  paper,  and  wide 
margin. 

The  Crusade  qf  St.  Lewis,  and  King  Edward  the  Martyr. 
By  William  Stewart  Rose.     4to.  pp.  3 1 . 

Edward  the  Martyr  is  the  longest  and  the  most 
interesting  of  these  poems.  Here  we  must  stop  to  beg 
that  our  readers  will  not,  because  we  mention  the 
length  of  a  composition,  suppose  that  we  are  one  of 
those  who  think  that  a  work  is  good  in  proportion  as 
it  is  large !  We  are  not  like  a  person,  who  shall  be 
nameless,  who,  many  years  ago,  on  a  friend  of.  ours 
receiving  the  prize  of  the  sprig  of  myrtle  at  Bath- 
easton,  walked  up  to  him,  andf  exclaimed,  '*  Upon  my 
word.  Sir,  yours  is  a  very  pretty  poem,  a  very  pretty 
poem,  for  the  length  of  it."  It  was  only  from  its  being 
usual  to  place  the  shortest  pieces  last,  that  we  noticed 
the  superior  length  of  Edward  the  Martyr.  Both 
poems  are  elegant  and  animated  compositions.  Ed- 
ward, however,  contains  more  striking  description,  and 
is  mQre  interesting.than  The  Crusade  of  St.  Lewis. 
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A  Mimodf  to  the  Memory  qf  the  Right  HonourMe  thx 
Lord  CoUingwood.  By  Lady  Champion  de  Crespigr^ 
4to.  pp.  2S. 

Whatever  may  be  her  station  in  life^  it  is  always 
painful  to  tell  one  of  the  softer  sex  that  she  is  a  bad 
writer.  The  critic's  duty  (almost  as  unpleasant  as  the 
hangman's)  must,  however,  be  done.  We  must,  there- 
fore, tell  Lady  de  Crespigny  that  she  is  not  favoured 
by  the  Muses.  The  favourites  of  the  Muses  do  not 
Write  such  lines  as, 

*'  When  Howe's  braye  fle^  off  Brest  to  Ushant  came, 
And  gaiQ'd,  for  Eitgland,  valour's  best-priz'd  meed. 
Victory ! — nambers  then  were  doom'd  to  bleed; 
Aod  Bowjer,  early  of  his  limb  bereft, 
To  Geu.iiiawooD'i  comnand  the  Baifleor  left."-^ 

^he  Months,  commencing  with  early  Spring;  a  Poem, 
de$cr^tive  qf  Rural  Scenes  and  Village  Characters. 
By  Feter  Sherston,  Esq.    4to.  pp.  84. 

Hat  INS  asked  a  lady  what  she  thought  of  this  poem, 
or  rather  series  of  poems,  she  replied  that  she  "  thought 
the  renns pretty."  We  are  very  much  of  her  opinion. 
Mr.  Sherston's  verses  are  pretty,  and  nothing  more. 
The  volume  is  embellished  by  rour  pretty  engravings, 
and  the  author  devotes  the  profit  df  it  to  charitable 
purposes. 

The  Patriots  Vision,  A  Poem.  Tb  which  is  added,  A 
Monody  en  the  Death  qf  the  Right  Hxmourahle  Charles 
James  Fox.    4to.  pp.  34. 

The  author  of  The  Patriot's  Vision  possesses  talents, 
but  he  is  a  slovenly  and  unec^ual  writer.  Nothing  can 
be  more  flat  than  his  opening  lines.    The  po6m  is  a 
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ttran^e  mixture  of  animated  and  drawling  passages. 
A  little  correction  would^  however,  make  it  a  respect- 
able composition.  We  cannot  say  as  much  for  the 
Monody.     It  is  below  mediocrity. 

The  Conquest  qf  Canaan,  a  Seatonian  Prize  Poem.  By 
George  Pryrnc,  Esq,  M.  A*  Fellow  qf  Trinity  College, 
CatnSridge.     ito.  pp.  24. 

Though  this  poem  is  not  quite  equal  to  some  which 
have  gained  the  Seatonian  prize,  it  is,  neverlbeless,  a 
respectable  composition.  It  is  occasionally  vigorous 
and  well  written,  and  is  never  contemptible.  Mr. 
Pryme's  blank  verse  is  also  not  inharmonious. 

The  "  Old  Pric^^'iad ;  or  Thespian  Bear  Garden :  an 
Epic  Poem,  in  two  Parts.  By  the  Author  qf  Nothing 
Else,    Part  I.    4to.  pp.  36. 

Is  there  not  a  small  fib  in  the  title-page  of  this  pam- 
phlet? Has  the  author  indeed  written  nothing  else? 
If  this  be  his  first  effort  it  does  him  no  small  credit. 
Though  not  without  some  faults,  evidently  arising  from 
carelessness,  it  is  a  witty,  spirited,  and  well-written 
production.  We  do  not  remember  any  thing  as  good 
on  the  subject  of  the  memoiable  O  P  war. 

A  Solemn,  Sentimental,  and  Reprohaiing  Epistle  to  Mrs* 
Clarke.  By  Peter  Pindar,  Esq.  Epistle  the  Second. 
4to.  pp.  14. 

This  second  epistle  to  Mrs.  Clarke  is  far  better  than 
the  first.  That  was  a  fiat  production;  this  contains 
many  good  passages,  and,  on  the  whole,  is  a  laughable 
and  witty  production.  We  own  that  we  have  been 
much  amused  by  it.  ... 
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Magna  C^rta  and  Sir  Francis  Burdeti ;  a  Poem*      By 
an  Elector  qf  We$iminster,     4to.  pp.  23. 

If  the  blockheads  should  ever  resolve  to  choose  a 
king^  we  think  that  this  elector  of  Westminster  may 
reasonably  hope  that  the  choice  will  fall  upon  him. 
It  would  not  be  easy  for  them  to  find  a  greater  ^block* 
head  than  he  is.  His  poem  is  an  undeniable  certificate 
of  his  having  nothing  to  do  with  wit  or  sense. 

The  VUiage  Sunday ;  a  Poem ;  moral  and  deecripHve,  in 
the  Manner  of  Spemer.    4to.  pp.  27. 

I 

The  Village  Sunday  deserves  to  be  placed  on  the  same 
shelf  with  The  Schoolmistress,  and  other  poems  of  the 
same  class.  Its  descriptions  are  natural  and  touched 
with  spirit,  its  style  is  clear  and  unaffected,  and  its 
versification  is  not  unmusical. 


SATIRE. 


The  Sceptic;  a  Philosophical  Satire.     By  the  Author  qf 
Corruption  and  Intolerance,    8vo.  pp.  26. 

Unlike  the  poems.  Corruption  and  Intolerance,  this  is 
not  a  -satire  of  the,  biting  kind.  It  contains  inde^  some 
bitter  strokes,  but  bitterness  is  not  its  predominant 
quality.  Spirit,  however,  and  reasoning,  at  once  phi- 
losophic and  elegant,  it  displays  in  abundance.  The 
versification,  as  might  be  expected,  has  a  polish  and 
animation  which  are  not  to  be  found  in  the  productions 
of  ordinary  authors. 
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J%e  PurmiU  qf  Faddon.    A  SaHrieal  Poem.     TU 

Edition.    8vo.  pp.  124. 

Things  perfectly  unaccountable  do  often  happen* 
and,  therefore,  it  may  be  true  that  this  poem  has 
reached,  as  the  title-page  informs  us,  a  third  edition. 
We  shall  not  fruitlessly  endeavour  to  hnd  out,  how 
such  a  production  could  have  obtained  such  a  sale. 
We  can  see  many  reasons  why  it  ought  not  to  have 
sold  to  one-third  of  the  alleged  extent.  The  first 
ibrty-five  pages  are  occupied  by  "  Prefatory  Reflec* 
tions,''  than  which  nothing  more  dull  and  prosaic  ever 
issued  from  the  press.  Within  ten  couplets  we  meet 
with  the  following  wretched  lines,  and  others  equally 
wretched : 

"  Behold,  t«)o,  on  the  self-wme  modem  plan, 
Another  such  constructed  clergyman.'' 


"  Twice  have  I  said  it*  lest  ye  should  not  gueaa. 
Or  from  appearance,  manners,  or  from  dress." 


"  An  act  for  which  ft  serraut  would  he  hiam'd, 
Of  which  a  British  shopkeeper  had  felt  asham'd." 

The  author's  rhymes,  too,  are  abominable.  Such 
no-rhymes  as  "  fraud — lord,"  "  attempt-- contempt,'' 
" clans — presbyterians,''  "  face*— populace,"  ''thought 
it — support  it,''  repeatedly  occur.  Yet  the  being  who. 
can  scribble  such  stuff  as  we  have  quoted  h^a  the  de* 
cency  to  call  Campbell  a  "  rhyming  blockhead,"  and 
to  give  the  name  of  "  Tweedish  slang"  to  the  works  of 
that  admirable  poet! ! !  Justice,  howerer,  calls  upon  ua 
to  say  that  the  concluding  portion  of  the  volume  is  ft. 
little  better  written  than  the  Prefttmry  ReflectioM ; 
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and  that  though  it  never  rises  to  anything  like  excel- 
lence^ it  contains  some  palpable  hits  and  ludicrous  de- 
scriptions, and  is  tolerably  versified. 

V 

Bail  Room  Votaries;  ar^  Canterbury  atid  its  Kctfi%.  Se- 
cond Edition,  with  considerable  Alterations  and  Addi- 
tions.    8vo.  pp.  76. 

This  poem  is  of  so  local  a  nature  that  much  of  its 
merit  must  remain  unperceived  by  those  who  are 
strangers  to  Canterbury  and  its  vicinity.  Yet  there  is 
enough  in  it  to  prove  to  any  person  that  the  author  is 
a  roan  of  no  mean  talents.  His  descriptions  are  gen^ 
rally  well  drawn ;  his  strokes  of  satire  are  pointed, 
and  his  language  is  poetical.  He  does  not  deal  only 
in  satire.  He  gives  much  praise,  and  it  is  given  in  an 
elegant  manner.  His  versification  is  sometimes,  though 
not  frequently;  fauky,  but  this  arises  evidently  from 
carelessness. 

Pursmts  of  Agriculture;   a  Satirical  Poem,     In  thrn 
Cantos,  loith  Notes.     Canto  III,     8vo.  pp.  107. 

In  our  last  volume  we  noticed,  with  well-deserved 
praise,  the  first  two  cantos  of  this  poem.  The  satirist, 
in  this  third  canto,  continues  his  career  with  undimi- 
nished spirit.  We  find  the  same  wit  and  humour,  the 
same  happiness  of  expression,  and  the  same  freedom  of 
versification,  which  we  admired  in  the  early  parts  of 
his  poem.  Who  the  author  is  we  know  not;  but  we 
know  that  he  is  no  mean  diseiple  of  Butler,  and  we 
should  be  glad  to  see  his  powers  exerted  upon  a  sub«. 
ject  of  more  general  interest  than  the  whimsies  of  a 
Norfolk  society. 
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The  Fifth,  or  Paper  Age  ;  a  Satire.     Exhibiting  the  ex- 
,  trinsic  Advantages  (^intrinsic  Defects,     8vo.  pp.  102. 

This  is  the  work  of  a  man  of  sense  and  observation. 
It  is,  nevertheless,  a  tiresome  composition.  There  is 
nothing  in  it  of  that  animating  spirit  which  keeps  .at- 
tention alive.  In  style  it  is  heavy,  and  its  versification 
is  languid  and  monotonous.  Alliteration  is  introduced 
so  much  as  to  become  offensive.  Some  good  couplets 
may  undoubtedly  be  found,  but  too  few  to  save  the 
poem  from  oblivion.  The  author  succeeds  better  in 
prose. 

The  Council  qf  Twelve,  or  St.  Stephen's  Muster  Roll;  a 
Satirical  Poem.  By  Erinaceus,  Author  of  the  Pophh 
Divan,  Sfc.     8vo.  pp.  56. 

Earls  Grenville  and  Grey,  Lord  Henry  Petty,  Sir 
Francis  Burdett,  Colonel  Wardle,  and  Messieurs  Wind* 
ham,  Ponsonby,  Sheridan,  Grattan,  Whi thread.  Cur- 
wen,  and  Tierney,  are  the  persons  on  whom  this  libeller 
has  thought  proper  to  pour  forth  his  venom.  In  his 
motto  he  has  the  decency  to  characterise  them  as, 

'*  yUlnns  whom  no  faith  could  fix, 

.  Of  crooked  councils  and  dark  politics!" 

Nor  does  he  stop  here.  Some  of  them  he  brands  as 
traitors^  others  as  monsters,  and  he  charitably  declares 
that  Earl  Grey  "  deserves  to  be  brought  to  the  stake  for 
his  attempts  to  overturn  the  religion  and  constitution 
of  the  country."  To  enumerate  all  his  al)usive  epithets 
would  be  an  endless  task.  The  Catholics  he  denomi* 
nates  "  the  assassins  of  his  (the  king's}  people.''  After 
having  given  these  specimens  of  his  language,  it  is 
unnecessary  to  say  that  Erinaceus  is  a  determined 
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slave,  a  base  .calamniaton  and  a  furious  bigot.  We 
must  add  that  he  has  not  the  defence  of  being  a  fool. 
He  leans  sadly  the  other  way.  He  has  very  respect- 
able poetical  talents,  and  his  poem  is  superior  in  merit 
to  the  generality  of  political  libels. 

T%e  Lash ;  a  Satire  vnthout  Notes,     8yo.  pp.  48. 

There  is  more  good  intention  than  talent  displayed 
in  this  satire.  The  versification  is  frequently  harsh, 
and  the  language  prosaic.  Such  awkward  ridicule  as 
we  fipd  in  ''  The  Lash''  is  not  likely  either  to  touch  or 
shame  the  offenders  against  whom  it  is  directed. 

The  O-Psnad;  a  Satire.  By  a  Mad  Bull,  8vo.  pp.  16. 

The  writer  of  the  O-Poeiad  is  undoubtedly  as  mad 
as  indignation  can  make  him,  and  he  writes  with  that 
hurried  manner  and  want  of  connection  which  are  iii- 
dicative  of  madness.  He  is,  however,  not  a  fool ;  and 
we  are  disposed  to  think  that  in  his  sane  moments  he  is 
capable  of  writing  better  verses  than  are  to  be  found 
in  his  present  hasty  production. 

T%e  Knight  of  Walcheren ;  a  Hudibrastic  Poem.  Written 
in  Commemoration  qfthe  late  Expedition  to  the  Scheldt. 
8vo.  pp.  42. 

This  is  a  tolerably  laughable  poem,  the  hero  of 
which  is  a  certain  biscuit-baking  baronet,  who, 
should  he  chance  to  see  it,  will  perhaps,  "  speedily  and 
soon**  be  very  angry.  We  really  think,  however,  that 
his  anger  would  be  unreasonable ;  as  the  writer  has 
besto?ved  on  him  a  more  liberal  portion  of  sense  and 
courage  than  many  other  less  candid  bards  would  have 
done. 
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Jlk  Pemtmdarjft  or  th^  Baithi  qf  Pentonv^le :   a  mock 
Hercfk  Pdem*    8to.  pp.  31. 

For  the  threshing  which  this  author  has  given  to  the 
two  pharisees,  Mr.  Hale  and  Mr.  Thomas,  we  return 
him  our  hearty  thanks!  He  has  contrived  to  make 
them  superlatively  ridiculous,  though  that,  indeed,  was 
scarcely  necessary,  as  they  were  ouite  able  to  accom- 
plish that  object  themselves.  Whoever  may  be  this 
champion  of  The  Penitentiary  he  is  indisputably  a 
mran  of  wit,  and  writes  verse  and  prose  with  equal 
spirit. 

Town  Fashions,  or  Modem  Manners  delineated  ;  a  So/i- 
Heal  Dialogue;  toiih  James  and  Marj/,  a  Rural  Tale, 
12mo.  pp.  86. 

The  Town  Fashions  satirized  in  this  dialogue  are 
those  of  Edinburgh,  where,  as  the  author  complains, 
all  ranks  have  a  foolish  desire  of  aping  the  style  of 
livinff  which  belongs  to  their  superiors.  We  fear  that 
this  disease  is  not  confined  to  the  capital  of  Scotland. 
The  author  of  Town  Fashions  seems  a  man  of  sound 
sense  and  benevolence;  but  we  do  not  think  that 
satire  is  his  forte.  He  wants  vigour.  The  Rural  Tate 
is  far  superior  to  the  satirical  part  of  the  poem ;  it  has 
many  natural  and  pleasing  passages. 

J%e  Ass  on  Parnassus  ;  and  from  ScotUuid,  Ge  Ho  f  ! 
comes  Roderigk  Vich  Neddy  Dhu,  Ho.'  I^oefl! 
Cantos  L  ILqf  a  Poem,  entitled  What  are  Scot's  CoU 
lopsf  A  Prophetic  Tale;  xoritten  in  Imitation  qf  The 

^  Ladt/  qfthe  Lake,     JBjf  Jeremiah  Quiz.     4to.  pp.  36. 

"  Wbkh,  read  aod  resd,  you  raiie  your  eyes  in  doubt, 
isd  $ni9^y  wonder  what  it  is  about" 

Wfi  could  not  help  muttering  these  lines  to  our- 
selves, as  we  perused  the  two  cantos  before  us.    All 
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m%  cpuU  ttBdentaod  of  thett  was,  that  they  were  in** 
tended  to  abase  and  burkaque  Walter  Scott.  More  of 
the  meaoing  than  this,  we  protest  that  we  could  not 
discover.  Kecollecting  the  advice  which  Garrick  gave 
to  a  person  who  could  not  find  any  sense  in  some  re-' 
cently-published  odes,  we  read  the  cantos  backward 
like  a  witch's  prayer.  But,  though  this  did  them  no 
harm,  it  did  not  afford  us  a  clue  to  their  meaning.  All 
that  we,  therefore,  can  say  of  them  is,  that  they  con- 
tain a  great  deal  about  Neddy,  and  Cook  Handy,  and 
Apollo,  and  Mrs.  Handy,  and  the  Muses,  and  Cam- 
l^idge,  and  other  subjects  equally  incomprehensible. 

Rebellion  in  Baih  :  or,  the  Battle  of  the  Upper  Rooms ; 
an  keroico-odico'tragico'comico  Poem,  in  two  Cantos. 
By  the  late  Peter  Paul  Pallet,  Canto  the  First :  edited 
by  his  Nephew,  THmothy  Gooseauill;  to  which  is  added, 
a  Vindication  of  the  Glorious  Revolution  in  168  8, /rom 
Aspersions  cast  on  it  in  a  Sermon  preached  by  the  Rev. 
Henry  Phillpots,  Vicar  of  Kilmersden,  Somerset,  before 
the  University  ofOiford,   By  Tom  TJrptf.  4to.  pp.  74. 

7%e  Restoration,  being  the  Second  and  last  Canto  ofRe^ 
hellion  in  Bath.  By  the  late  Peter  Paul  Pallet,  de- 
ceased;  with  an  Apology  far  the  Poem,  and  numerous 
Notes,  Anecdotes,  ^c.  By  Timothf  GoosequilL  4to. 
pp.  88. 

Local  and  individual  satire  very  seldom  gains  more 
than  a  brief  existence.  We  fear,  therefore,  that  these 
two  poems  will  soon  be  forgotten.  Yet  their  author  is 
manifestly  a  person  of  considerable  talents.  It  is  a 
pity  that  he  should  have  thrown  away  so  much  good 
satire,  wit,  and  humour,  upon  a  subject  in  which  so 
few  readers  cao  feel  any  interest.  He  is  capable  of 
pfedueing  a  more  permanent  work. 
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Heroical  Epuilefrcm  Death  to  Ber^amin  Motefy,  M.  D. 
on  }^cimition ;  with  a  Postscript  en  some  collateral 
Subjects.     4to.  pp*  39. 

Never  did  any  person  better  deserve  the  severest 
lash  of  satire  than  the  notorious  M.  D.  who  is  the  ob- 
ject of  this  satirist's  scourge.  We  rejoice  that  he  has 
fallen  into  such  good  hands.  This  Heroical  Epistle  has 
an  abundance  of  point  and  spirit,  and  the  poetry  is 
above  mediocrity. 

T%e  Modem  Minerva  ;  or,  the  Bat*s  Seminary  for  Young 
Ladies.  A  Satire  on  Female  Education.  By  &ueen 
Mab,     4to.  pp.  22. 

Wb  do  not  recollect  that  Shakspeare,  Drayton, 
Herrick,  or,  any  other  bard  who  has  most  largely 
descanted  upon  Fairies,  and  their  customs,  has  men- 
tioned the  Queen  of  the  Fairies,  or  any  one  of  her  sub- 
jects, as  being  a  poet.  It  appears,  however,  that  her 
Fairy  majesty  is  a  poet.  At  least  here  is  an  author 
who  asserts  herself  to  be  Queen  Mab.  We  hope  that 
the  Fairies  will  not  take  it  so  much  in  dudgeon,  as  to 
pinch  and  plague  us  if  we  say  that,  though  their  sove- 
reign writes  tolerably  pretty  verses,  which  are  even 
not  without  spirit,  and  though  she  may  rank  high 
among  royal  authors,  we  cannot,  in  conscience,  assign 
her  a  very  elevated  station  among  the  poetical  tribe. 

The  Fantoccini;  or.  The  Great  Public  Puppet  Show,  as  ex-' 
hibitedby  Signior  Tintaroboloso.  Describedin  a  Poetical 
Epistle  Jrom  Griffith  lAewellyn,  to  his  Cousin,  Rice  ap 
Shenkins.  With  illustrative  Notes,  historical  and  cri- 
tical.    By  the  Curate  of  Aberistwith     12mo.  pp.  91. 

The  veil  which  this  writer  has  thrown  over,  his  xha* 
racters  is  perfectly  transparent.    It  is  impossible  not 
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immediately  to  percei?e  who  are  Ike  pretended  Ro- 
mans and  Grecians  whom  the  poem  satirizes.  Augustus, 
Aicibiades,  Mark  Anthony,  &c:  &c.  will  be  translated 
into  proper  English  names,  before  the  reader*  has  pe- 
rused ten  lines.  The  idea  is,  however,  well  conceived, 
and  is  kept  up  with  spirit.  The  author's  satire  is  not 
misapplied,  nor  does  it  want  point;  and  the  verse  is 
sufficiently  flowing  and  correct. 


REPUBLICATIONS  OF  ANCIENT  ENGLISH 

POETRY. 

Old  Ballads,  Historical  and  Ndtrativt,  wiih  soineof  modem 
Date;  collected  from  rare  Copies  and  MSS.  By  7%o- 
mas  Evans,  A  new  Edition,  revised  and  considerably 
enlarged  from  public  and  private  Colleetions,  by  his  Son, 
R,  H.  Evans.  In  four  Volumes.  Crown  8yo.  pp^ 
1479. 

Evans's  collection  of  old  ballads  had  long  been  out  of 
print,  and  a  new  edition  was  much  wanted.  We  re- 
ceive, therefore,  with  much  pleasure  the  present  edi- 
tion. Mr.  R.  H.  Evans  has  executed  bis  task  in  a^ 
manner  which  cannot  fail  to  be  satisfactoiy  to  all  lovers 
of  poetry.  He  has,  in  truth,  rendered  his  edition 
more  valuable  than  the  original  work. 

The  Legend  qf  Mary,  Sueen  qf  Scots,  and  other  ancieni 
Poems;  now  first  published  from  MSS,  of  the  sixteenth 
Century.  With  an  Introduction,  ?iotes,  and  an  Appen- 
dix.   8vo.  pp.  177. 

There  is  little  poetry  in  this  Legend,  or  in  the  other 
ancient  poems,  which  compose  the  remainder  of  the 
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irolume*  The  best  of  thend^  perhaps,  is  "  The  Sinner^ 
Lftmeniation/'  Still,  as  objects  of  curiosity,  the 
literary  public  is  obliged  to  the  edilOr,  Mr.  Fry,  for 
having  bron^t  them  forward.  Mr.  FVy's  iUustrattous 
display  reading  and  judgment. 

Select  Poems  from  the  Hesperides,  or  Works  both  humam 
and  divine^  of  Robert  Herrick,  Esq.  with  occasional 
Remarks,  by  J,  N.  accompanied  vnth  the  Head,  Auto* 
graph,  and  Seal  qfihe  Poet.     8vo.  pp.  253. 

The  neglect  which  the  poems  of  Herrick  have  ex- 
perienced is  unaccountable.  We  believe  that,  except 
in  a  magazine,  this  is  the  first  republication  of  his 
works.  Yet»  we  do  not  think  that  either  Carew  or  Suck- 
ling is  superior  to  him.  The  present  selection  is  made 
with  tastej  and  will,  doubtless,  make  the  merits  of 
Herrick  better  known  among  readers  of  poetry. 

Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works  qf  Thomoi  Carew. 

Crown  8vo.  pp.  111. 

This  selection  is  made  with  judgment,  illustrated  by 
proper  Notes,  and  neatly  printed.  We  should  not  be 
sorry  to  see  similar  selections  from  others  of  onr  ancient 
poets. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


All  the  Odes  qf  Pindar,  translated  from  the  arimnal  Greek. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  L.  Girdkstone,  A,M.  Master  of  the 
Classical  School  of  Beccles,  in  Siifolk.  Small  4to.  pp. 
354. 

M^.  Girdlestone  has  the  merit  of  having  first  ^iven 
to  the  British  public  an  English  version  of  aU  the  odes 
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of  the  Theban  bard.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  task 
wa«  not  performed  by  West.  Mr.  Girdlestone^  how- 
ever, must  be  owned  to  have  executed  it  in  a  manner 
which  does  him- credit.  He  is  nev.er  despicable,  and 
frequently  displays  a  large  portion  of  skill  and  poetical 
spirit. 

The  Odes  of  Pindar,  in  Celebration  qf  Victors  in  the  Olym- 
pic, Pythian,  Nemean,  and  Isthmian  Games,  translated 
from  the  Greek,  not  one-fourth  of  which  have  ever  appear- 
td  in  English,  including  those  by  Mr.  Wtst.  The  whole 
completed,  and  now  first  published,  by  Francis  Lee, 
A.  M.  Otaplain  in  Ordinary  to  His  Royal  Highness  the 
Prince  qf  Wales,  Member  of  the  Asiatic  Society,  ^fc. 
4to;  pp.  550. 

The  name  of  the  person  who  completed  the  version 
of  Pindar  is  not  given  by  the  editor  of  this  vohime. 
We  feel  no  curiosity  to  know  it,  nor  do  we  think  that 
any  injury  has  been  done  to  the  translator,  by  leaving 
his  name  unknown.  A  comparison  between  him  and 
West  is  heavily  to  his  disadvantage.  He  may  lay  claim 
to  the  character  of  a  man  of  learning,  but  not  to  that- 
of  a  poet.  In  his  translation,  the  spirit  of  Pindar  has 
almost  entirely  evaporated. 

Gattroaomy,  or  the  Bon  VivaniU  Guide.     A  Pbem,  in 
four  CaMos.     From  the  French  qf  J.  Berchoux.    4to. 
pp.  42. 

Not  having  the  original  of  this  poem  at  hand,  we 
cannot  pronounce  as  to  the  fidelity  of  the  translation. 
We  are,  however,  firom  internal  evidence,  inclined  to 
think  that  the  version  is  not  an  unfaithful  one.  At  all 
events,  we  are  sure  that  it  is  executed  with  spirit,  and 
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that  an  Eoglish  reader  may  peruse  it  with  pleasure. 
The  translator  speaks  of  it  with  ereat  modesty,  and 
states  it  to  be  his  first  and  only  production.  We  hope 
that  he  will  be  encouraged  to  proceed  in  his  literary 
career. 


DRAMA. 

UNACTED  PLAYS. 


Dramatic  Romances :  containing  the  PaUon  Tree,  and  the 
Torrid  Zone.     Small  8?o.  pp.  127. 

These  romances  prove  that  their  author  possesses 
dramatic  talents.  The  Poison  Tree  is  a  piece  in  five 
acts,  the  Torrid  Zone  is  an  after-piece  of  two.  Of 
both,  the  plot  is  good,  though  simple ;  the  dialogue  is 
neat ;  many  of  the  situations  are  interesting.  They 
have  one  great  merit,,  that  they  contain  no  vulgar 
joke8>  no  sickening  clap-traps.  With  respect  to  cha- 
racter much,  perhaps,  cannot  be  expected;  but  that 
of  Monzaida,  in  the  Poison  Tree,  is  well  imagined  and 
sustained. 

Edward  the  Second,  a  Dragedy,  and  other  Poems.    By 
J%eophilus  Mac.  of  No  Temple,     8vo.  pp.  80. 

We  cannot  congratulate  Mr.  Mac  upon  his  talents 
for  dramatic  composition.  They  are  slender  indeed. 
His  tragedy  is  a  complete  failure.  Some  parts  of  it 
display  a  ludicrous  vulgarity  of  expression,  ''  What  !'* 
exclaims  Edward,  "  they  don't  refuse  their  service  at 
this  time."  To  which  Arundel  replieat,  ''  I  hastened 
for  to  execute  your  wishes,  &c.  &c.''     The  vulgarism 
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in  the  last  sentence  aeeros  qaite  a  ftfreorite  with  the 
author.  *'  Did  1/' says. Edward,  ''set  on  the  robber 
for  to  plunder*' — **  and  plot  with  rebels  for  to  poll  me 
down.'*  So  mach  for  the  tragedy.  The  poems  consist 
of  five  short  pieces,  and  are  beneath  criticism.  The 
preface  is  much  better  written  than  any  other  part  of 
the  pamphlet 

Hector;  a  Tragedy ^  infioe  Acts»  By  J.  Ck»  J.  Luce  de 
Lancival,  Perf<mnedfor  the^si  Time  al  tke  French 
Theatre  in  Paris,  February  I,  1809.  Jhuulated  by 
"Edward  Mangin,  A.M.    8vo.  pp.  102. 

Foa  French  tragedy  we  candidly  own  that  we  feel 
BO  yiolent  partiality.  It  is,  in  general,  too  cold,  too 
remote  from  feeling  and  nature,  to  please  our  tastes. 
We  roust,  however,  confess  that  Hector  is  a  drama 
which  is  much  above  mediocrity.  The  author  has 
managed  his  subject  with  considerable  skill.  Of  the 
fidelity  of  the  translation,  not  haying  seen  the  original, 
we  are  incapable  to  judge,  but  the  language  is  tole- 
rably easy  and  spirited. 

PiBtua  and  Arria  ;  a  Tragedy,  in  five  Ads.  .  To  which  is 
prefixed  a  Letter,  addressed  to  Thomas  Sheridan,  Esq. 
4m  thepresaU  State  qftheEngiish  Stage.     8vo.  pp.  84. 

Though  we  agree  in  opinion  with  Mr.  T.  Sheridan, 
that  this  play  is  not  sufficiently  perliect  for  the  stage, 
yet  we  must  say  that  it  affords  strong  indications  of 
poetical  talent.  It  contains  many  good  situations,  and 
several  speeches  of  merit,  nor  are  the  principal  cha« 
racters  badly  drawn.  We  cannot  speak  in  praise  of 
the  versification.  It  wants  both  ease  and  vigour.  The 
letter  prefi.xed  to  the  tragedy  is  well  written,  and  con- 
tains undeniable  truths. 


TOL.  VIII. 


aa 


^4 

ne  Adventura  4tf  Ulyises :  or  the  RHum  to  Ithaea.  A 
Classical  Drama,  from  Homer.  By  Mr,  James  Mend' 
ham,jfin,    Sto.  pp.  ($0. 

*'  So^E  djftmaa  whispefed  Mendham  w|ite  a  play/' 
Ceit«uJ9ly.i|othii)g  but  a  very  malignant  demon  could^ 
have  had  the  cruelty  to  prompt  Mr.  Meodiiai^  to 
commit  such  an  act  of  folly.  He  not  only  seems  tp 
want  ears^  but  even  the  capability  of  counting  his 
fingers.  His  blank  verse  is  anything  rather  than 
verse,  and  tbe  lines  are  freqnentTv  terminated  by  sdch 
well-sounding  words  as,  **  and,  ov  to,  thy,  their,  if,  of* 
as^  on,  and  by/'  AU  the  poetry  in.  bis  drama  is  bor- 
rowed from  Pope's  Odyssey.  He.  has  taken  many  of 
Pope's  harmonious  couplets,  and.  clipped  off.  the  rhyme 
to  convert  th^n  into  blank  verse.  Among  Mr.  Men^ 
ham's  lin^s  they  produce  much  the  same  sort  of  effect 
as  would  be  produced  if  the  Apollo  l^lvidere,  or  the 
Medic^an  Venus,  were  broken  into  fragments,  and 
mixed  with,  a  cart  lopd  ^  paving  stones. 

The  Tleasures  qf  Anarchy;  a  Dramatic  Serm^    8vfi^ 

pp.  134. 

Tbis  Dramatic  Sermon^  as- it  is  strangely  called,  is  a 
tragedy,  in  five  acts.  It  is  a  wild,  incongruous,  ill- 
constructed  piece,  and  very  often  isi  wretchedly  pro* 
saic.  Yet,  amidst  the  nu^s  of  fiiults  and  absurdities^ 
we  think  that  we  perceive  some  indications  of  talent. 
The  author  has  mnch  to  learn^  and  much  to.  unlearn, 
but,  in  time,  be  may  produce  a  respectable  dnnatic 
production. 
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Tkg  Trawdler;  9r,  The  Marmg^  in  SkSy.    In  tkrm 

Acu.    8vo.  pp.  ^0. 

TSixtB  is  neither  character,  nor  plot,  nor  wit,  nor  sense^ 
nor  good  English  in  this  strange  prodaction.  What 
motite  induced  the  author  to  commit  it  to  the  press, 
we  cannot  possibly  imagine.  We  are  almost  tempted 
to  think  that  the  ract  of  his  having  published  such  stuff 
would  justify  his  friends  in  putting  him  under  the  care 
of  some  physician  who  is  accustomed  to  the  treatment 
of  insane  persons. 

Caleb  Quotum  Jmd  his  W^e !  or  Famt^  Foety,  and  Futty; 
an  Opera,  in  three  Aci9.  To  which  is  added  a  FaU* 
script,  includiv^  the  Scene  always  played  in  The  Xeviesjo, 
or  Wags  qf  l^ndsor^  but  omitted  in  the  Edition  lately 
published  by  O.  CoUnan,  Esq,  with  prefatory  Remarks, 
ifc.  By  Henry  Lee,  Manager  qfthe  Theatres,  Taunton, 
Barnstaple,  Wells,  Dorchester,  Bridgwater,  8fc.  8vo. 
pp.  66. 

Mr.  Lee  charges  Mr.  Colman  with  having  stolen  the 
character  of  Caleb  Quotem,  and  we  think  that  he  also 
substantiates  his  charge.  It  was  certainly  abominable 
in  Mr.  Colman  to  steal  the  only  good  thing  in  Mr. 
Lee's  piece.  Caleb  Quotem  is  a  laughable  character, 
and,  when  it  is  taken  away,  Mr.  Lee  s  opera  is  as  mere 
a  caput  niortuum  as  can  well  be  conceived. 


ACTED  PLAYS. 


The  Family  Legend;  a  JVagedy.    By  Joanna  Baillie^ 
T%e  second  Edition.    8vo.  pp.  96. 

This  tragedy  well  desenrea  the  plaudits  which  it 
received  from  an  Edinburgh  audience.    It  adds  another 
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leaf'tothe  wreath  of  Miss  Baillie.  The  plot  is  con- 
trived and  conducted  with  infinite  skill,  and  excites  a 
powerful  interest.  The  language  is  poetical,  and  the 
versification  is  good.  With  one  exception,  the  clu- 
racters  are  admirably  drawn.  Those  ot  Helen  and  Sir 
Hubert  de  Grey,  in  particular,  are  finely  fhiished.  In 
the  character  of  Maclean,  and  in  that  alone.  Miss 
Baillie  has  failed.  She  has  failed  not  from  deficiency 
of  talent,  but  because  it  is  morally  impossible,  by  any 
skill,  to  redeem  such  a  character  as  that  of  Maclean 
from  contempt.  Such  weakness  as  he  displays  may  be 
quite  in  nature,  but  its  being  so  does  not  render  the 
possessor  less  unfit  to  be  one  of  the  chief  personages  of 
a  drama. 

Riches ;  or,  the  Wife  and  Brother,  a  Play,  in  five  AcU, 
founded  on  Massinger's  Comedy  qf  the  City  Madam, 
First  acted  on  Saturday,  February,  3,  1 8 10,  by  their 
Majesties*  Servants,  qf  the  Uue  Theatre  Royal,  Drury 
Lane,  at  the  Lyceum  Theatre.  By  Sir  James  Bland 
Surges,  Bart.     8vo^  pp.  99. 

Taking  Massinger's  City  Madam  for  his  ground  work. 
Sir  J.  B.  Burges  has  erected  a  dramatic  superstructure 
which  is  creditable  to  his  talents.  We  are  of  opinion 
that  his  piece  is  far  superior  to  the  common  run  of 
dramas;  and  that  it  may  not  improbably  keep  pos- 
session of  the  stage. 

The  Doubtful  Son,  or  Secrets  of  a  Palace;  a  Play  in  five 
Acts,  as  acted  at  the  Theatre  Royal  in  the  Haymarket. 
By  William  Dimond,  J&sq.  Author  qf  **  The  Foundling 
of  the  Forest,'*  ifc.  Sfc.  Sfc.     8?o.  pp.  82. 

With  a  frankness  which  does  not  at  all  displease  us, 
Mr.  Dimond »  in  his  preface,  declares  his  belief  that 
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this  play  is  a  good  one !  We  really  agree  with  him  ia 
opinion.  The  Doubtful  Son  seems  the  best  drama 
which  he  has  yet  produced.  It  is  free  from  those 
faults  of  style  which  disfigured  his  former  productions. 
The  plot  is  good,  and  is  managed  with  great  skill. 
The  interest  is  kept  up  to  the  very  last  scene.  The 
characters  are  well  drawn^  and  the  dialogue  is 
spirited. 

High  Life  in  the  City ;  a  Comedy,  in  five  Acts,  now  per* 
forming  with  great  Applause,  at  the  Theatre  Royal, 

.  Haymarket.  By  Edmund  John  Eyre,  formerly  of 
Fembroke  College,  Cambridge,     8vo.  pp.  87. 

The  character  of  Crastinus,  in  this  play^  is  well 
imagined,  but  it  is  too  extravagantly  coloured.  The 
other  characters  are  every  day  ones.  The  plot  is  but 
slight,  and  the  dialogue,  though  occasionally  it  has 
point  and  neatness,  is,  on  the  whole,  below  medio- 
crity. 

The  Free  Knighta;  or  the  Edict  qf  Charlemagne;  a 
Drama,  in  three  Acts,  interspersed  with  Music;  as 
performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Cooent  Garden.  By 
Frederick  Reynolds,  Attihor  \qf  the  Dramaiist,  Noto- 
riety,  Sfc^^c.  ifc.  i(c,    8vo.  pp.  74. 

We  have  no  doubt  that  show,  and  splendor  of  sce- 
nery, and  music,  and  the  striking  and  crowded  inci- 
dents which  this  piece  contains,  may  render  it  tolerable 
on  the  stage.  In  the  closet- it  is  not  qualified  to  afford 
much  amusement.  The  dialogue,  is  not  remarkable  for 
elegance;  nor  are  the  characters  drawn  with  any  un- 
common skill  or  strength  of  colouring. 
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fhe  iSiege  of  Tscn ;  or  the  Baulesqfthc  West :  an  dp&ratie 
Historical  Melo  Dramatic  spectacle.  Performed  at 
the  New  Theatre  (King's  Ancient  Concert  Rooms)  Tht- 
tenJiam  Street,  U^itten,  and  the  Music  composed,  by 
Dr.  Kemp,     8vo.  pp.  32. 

It  is  difficult  to  conceive  what  indacement  Dr.  K^inp 
could  have  had  to  give  this  odd  composition  ia  print  to 
the  public.  Out  of  thirty-two  pages,  at  least  half  are  ' 
occupied  by  directions  for  the  dumb  show  of  the 
piece.  We  should,  however,  not  have  been  aty^U 
torry  had  Xh6  whole  been  so  occupied.  Four  of;^e 
best  songs  are  not  written  by  the  Doctor,  yet  this 
goodly  production  is  so  highly  estimated  by  its  author, 
that;  lest  any  body  should  be  tempted  to  steal  from  its 
be  has|^avely  inserted  on  the  title-page  "  Entered  at 
Stationers'  Hall.''  Really  men  traps  and  spring  tfuns 
are  quite  unnecessary  to  protect  a  garden  in  w^ich 
nothing  grows  but  nettles  and  thistles.  We  have  not 
the  smallest  objection  to  hearing  the  Doctor's  music, 
^uite  tin  c<mtrary ;  but  we  hope  that  we  shall  neret' 
m  obliged  to  listen  to  his  dramatic  worlcs. 

Ttfehty  Korr  ngof  ^mo  Mielo'dramaiic  Entanamntni, 
in  two  Acts,  as  performed  by  their  Mq^stiea^  Servants 
tjfihe  late  Ilteatre  Rqyal,  Drurv  Lane,  at  the  I^foeum 
neatre.  By  J,  Pocock,  Esf*  Author  of  Hit  or  Mi$$, 
J|rc.  Sfc.    8vo.  pp.  ^O. 

it  does  not  appear  to  us  that  this  piece  is  likely  to 
ItiTvive  its  first  season.  There  is  nothing  in  it,  eitber  of 
a'feriiMis  or  hidicrous  nature,  which  fists  atteudon. 
It  is  tame,  very  taoie. 
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HitorMi$$!  aMuncal  Farce,intwo  Acts,asparfbriHed 
by  their  Mi^eUics'  Servants  qfihe  late  Theatre  Royal, 
Drwy  Lant,  ai  the  Lyceum  Theatre,  By  James  P(h 
cock,  Esq.  Author  of  Twenty  Years  ago,  Sfc.  8vo. 
pp.  48. 

Hit  or  Miss  is  a  laog hable  piece.  Iq  oar  jadgments 
it  is  one  of  the  best  of  Mr.  Pocock's  productions.  The 
characters  are  sketched  with  spirit,  the  dialogue  is 
sprightly,  and  there  is  fun  and  bustle  enough  to  keep 
attention  ali^e.  • 
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POETRY. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POETRY. 

De  SalkeH  Km^  qf  the  White  Rose;  a  Tale  of  the 
Middle  Ages.    By  George  Warrington*  .4to.  pp.  180. 

Mr.  Warrington  has  not  made  all  that  he  miffht 
liave  made  of  the  lubject  which  he  has  chosen.  His 
stoiy  is  inartificialljr  constructed,  and  the  language  is 
frequentiv  prosaic.  There  are,  however,  many  pas- 
sages in  De  §alkeld  which  are  pleasingly  written.  We 
are  glad  to  find  that  Mr.  Warrington  is  one  of  those 
who  espoase  the  cause  of  the  basely-calumniated 
Richard  the  third — a  sovereign  who  was  worth  a 
thousand  such  despicable  tyrants  as  the  successful 
spoiler  of  his  crown. 

T%e  Viiion  qfDon  Roderick^  and  other  Poem.  By  ftalier 
Scott,  M»q.    Second  Edition.     8vo.  pp.  lo4. 

'  Tbe  Vision  of  Don  Roderick  is  by  no  means  equal 
in  merit  to  any  other  of  Mr.  Scott's  long  compositions. 
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More  effort  than  usual  seems  to  have  been  employed 
apon  it,  from  which  less  effect  has  been  produced. 
It  wants  much  of  that  strongly  attractive  and  not  easily 
definable  charm,  which  his  other  poems  possess.  Yet, 
it  is  obviously  the  work  of  a  poet,  and  of  no  common 

Soet.  This  any  one  would, confess,  without  having  seen 
Ir.  Scott's  nayne  in  the  title-page.  Every  stanza  con- 
tains some  beauty;  but  still,  taking  the  whole  together, 
a  fiaiUing  off  in  the  author  is  plainly  visible. 

Poenu,     By  Miss  Hoffard,  Author  qf  Wallace,  or  (he 
Pighi  of  Falkirk,     8  vo.  pp.  117. 

The  poems  contained  in  this  volume  are  not  of  a 
kind  to  enhance  the  reputation  which  Miss  Hoi  ford 
has  acquired  by  her  "Wallace;''  nor,  on  the  other 
hand,  will  they. at  all  tend  to  diminish  that  reputation. 
They  are  always  elegant,  never  deficient  in  poetical 
spirit,  and  will,  consequently,  afford  pleasure  to  every 
reader  of  taste.    . 

Psyche,  wUh  other  Poems.     By  the  iate  Mrs.  Henry  Tighe. 

8vo.  pp.  314. 

'  Alas  !  the  harp  which  gave  these  delightful  tones  is 
now  silent  for  ever !  Mrs.  Tighe  did  not  live  to  enjoy 
that  general  applause  which  the  merit  of  her  work  has 

g lined  for  her.  At  the  time  we  are  writing  this, 
syche  has,  we  believe,'  reached  a  fourth  editronr. 
This  rapid  sale  of  Mrs.  Tighe's  poem  is  honourable  to 
.the  public  taste.  The  story  is  exquisitely  told;  the 
language  is  poetical ;  and  the  stanza,  which  is  th^t  of 
Spenser,  is  managed  with  great  felicity.  The  smaller 
poems  are  elegant. 
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Poems  ijf  J99Kam  Robert  Spencer;    8vo.  pp.  240. 

.  The  priDCtpal  poemA  ia  this  volume  bave  been  long 
'  known  to  the  public,  and  received  its  sanction.  They 
are  the  translation  of  Leonora,  The  Year  of  Sorrow, 
and  Beth  Gellert.  Two  of  the  others, .  namely,  Tbe 
Eipigrant's  Grave,  and  the  Song  of  "  Wife,  Children, 
and  Friends,''  our  readers  have  bad  the  pleasure  of  pe- 
rusing in  former  volumes  of  the  Poetical  Register. 
Most  of  the  poems  added  by  Mr.  Spencer,  are  of  equal 
merit  with  those  whicb  we  have  named.  Mr.  Spencer's 
serious  style  is  chaste  and  elegant,  and  bis  lighter 
pieces  have  much  graceful  playfulness. 
»  *  .        ■ 

Poems;  by  Mary  Russel  Mitford.     Second  Edition,  with 
considerable  Additions.     8vo.  pp.  278. 

If  these  poems  had  not  speedily  reached  a  second 
edition,  we  confess  that  we  should  have  thought  un- 
favourably of  the  public  taste.  They  possess  merit  of 
BO  common  kind.  In  every  page  we  have  found 
proofe  that  their  author  has  a  vigorous  and  elegant 
mind,  .a  highly  poetical  imagination,  a  command  of 
glowing  language,  and  an  ear  finely  tuned  to  all  the 
harmony  of  verse. 

77ie  Campaign  in  Egvpt ;  a  Poem,  Intended  to  celebrate 
tlie  Valour  of  the  British  Military,  and  Naval  Forces 
employed  in  the  Expedition  to  EiQ/pt,  Sfc,  Sfc.  By  Con-- 
stantine  Williams,     8vo.  pp.  326. 

To  read  soch  a  poem  as  Mr.  Williams's  is  almost  as 
laborious  a  service  as  taking  a  share  in  the  Egyptian 
campaign  must  have  been;  and  unfortunately  the 
fatigve  is  not  compensated  by  any  glory.     Mr.  WiU 
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liauif  \m  an  uo)9ickx  kjmX  ^  miikuig  digpifiAd  tsab- 
jects  a|>pear  luaicrous.  Tliroughout  the  whole  of  his 
▼olaipe  there  is  not  one  tmsmge  which  we  can  honestly 
praise ;  and  very  few  wnich  are  not  intolerable. 

Remam  qf  Nitkisdak  and  Oalhway  Song ;  wUh  historical 
and  tradiiional  Notices  relative  to  the  Munnen  and 
Customs  qf  the  Peasantry.  Now  first  published  by  H, 
H.  Cromek,  F.A.S.  Bi.  Editor  of  the  Seliques  qf 
Mobert  Bums,    8vo.  pp.  402. 

Mr«  Cranek  has  done  a  service  to  poetiy  in  coMectF* 
ing  and  giving  a  local  habitation  to  these  remains  of 
Mithisdale  anuGalloway  song,  of  which  the  greatest  part 
would>  probably^  in  lesAlhan  half  a  century,  have  been 
irretrievabty  lost.  They  contain  many  fine  touches  of 
pathos,  much  humoar>  and  many  beautiful  images.  His 
historical  and  traditional  notices  are  well  drawn  up, 
and  afford  considerable  information. 

The  Remains  qf  Joseph  J^ckett;  consisting  qf  Poem», 
Dramatic  Shdches,  Tke  Times,  an  Ode,  tmd  a  Mtmok 
qfhis  Life.  By  Mr.  Ptatt,  In  two  Volumes.  8vo. 
pp.  672. 

The  warmth  with  which  Mr.  Pratt  patronized  Mr. 
Blackett,  and  the  care  with  which  he  has  published 
the  remains  of  that  young  man,  are  extremely  honour- 
able to  him.  Nor  were  his  patronage  and  care  be- 
stowed upon  an  object  unworthy  of  them,  either  as  a 
roan  or  a  poet.  The  writings  of  Mr.  Blackett  display 
indubitable  signs  of  strong  native  powers.  In  his 
poems  there  is  both  fency  and  fire*  Erom  the  pro^ 
gressive  improvement  which  appears  in  them»  it  is 
evident  that  he  wonld*  likewise^  have  soon  been  en- 
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tillad  to  the  pnuoe  of  correetMtts.  His  dramas  me,  as 
miglit  naturally  be  e3(pected«  ficsqiieBtly  inconect; 
but  each  succeeding  drama  is  more  fme  from  (Mis 
than  that  which  precedes  it,  and  the  whole  of  them 
afford  Bi^fficient  reason  to  believe  that,  in  time,  he  would 
have  produced  something  deserving  of  the  public  appro- 
bation. Poor  Blackett !  h^  died  at  the  age  of  four  and 
twenty^  when  fortune  was  beginning  to  smile  upon  his 
incessant  and  laudable  effort^.  He  l^ft  behind  him  an 
infont  daughter.  We  hope  that  the  profits  of  this 
editioD,  aod  the  kindness  o£  his  frienda^  will  raise  her 
above  the  reach  of  poverty. 

pp^  16^» 

The  writer  of  these  epistjes  is  a  man  of-  sense, 
shrewdness^  and  observation ; '  but  he  has  not  an  atom 
of  poetical  talent.  He  appeals  from  the  judgment  of 
those  critics  who  have  always  inhabited  "  a  sooty  town," 
and  only  quitted  it  "  for  an  hour  or  two,''  to  ride  "  to 
Higbgate  or  to  Hampton  Court.''  From  our  jnrisdic- 
tion,  however^  he  cannot  escape  by  his  appeal,  as  onr 
country  excursions  have  not  been  confined  to  such 
narrow  limits.  .  We,  therefore,  fa^ve  ^  right  to  tell 
him  that  he  is  insufferably  "  prolix  and  tame."  His 
volnme  contains  between  fonr  and  fiv!e  thousand  lines, 
of  which  not  a  single  one  is  tolerable.  What  sort  of 
an  ear  must  a  man  have  to  write  such  lines  as  the  fol* 
lowing  ? 

''  The  motley  view  society  displays 
To  tb'  AMoeiatkms  of  Ideas 
Which  mens'  minds  nourish,  in  a  great  degree 
Owe  their  formation,  and  consistency." 

When  next  this  author  writes  prose^  he  will  do  well  to 
print  it  in  the  usual  form,  and  not  as  he  has  now  done. 
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The  Planu ;  a  Poem,  Camos  ike  third  md  Jbwrth,  wiih 
Notes  and  Oluervations.  By  fVilliam  Tighe,  Eeq, 
8vo.  pp.  QSg. 

In  our  seventh  yolome  we  mentioned,  with  merited 
praise,  the  first  two  cantos  of  The  Plants.  The  last 
two  cantos  are  not  less  worthy  of  applause.  They 
contain  much  excellent  poetry,  and  the  versification  in 
melodious  and  animated.  The  notes  are  numerous,  and 
afford  information  as  well  as  amusement. 

7%e  Foetieal  Works  qf  Perciual  Stockdak.    8to«  2  toIs. 

pp.  758. 

Nearly  the  whole  of  the  poems  contained  in  these 
volumes  were  published  separately  in  the  quarto  form, 
betweeu  the  years  1 76Q  and  1 8CX)  We  are  well  pleased 
to  see  them  collected.  Mr.  Stockdale  was  a  man  of  a 
yigorous  and  poetical  mind.  Though  sometimes  negli- 
gent^ his  writings  always  bear  the  stamp  of  superior 
talent.  Had  he  been  a  little  RU>re  attentive  to  the 
ininor  graces  of  composition,  his  works  would  doubt, 
less  have  obtained  more  than  they  did  obtain  of  the 
popular  favour. 

The  Battles  of  the  Danube  and  Barrosa.    8vo.  pp.  87. 

This  author  is  an  avowed  imitator  of  Mr.  Croker, 
but  he  follows  bis  master  at  a  great  distance.  He  has 
none  of  the  taste,  and  but  a  middling  portion  of  the 
talent,  which  Mr.  Croker  possesses.  His  style  is,  in 
reality,  of  the  Delia  Cruscau  kind.  He  mistakes  sound- 
ing words  and  extravagant  ideas  for  sublimity.  Almost 
every  page  of  his  work  displays  instances  of  wild,  incon- 
gruous, and  inflated  language  and  imagery.  The  reader 
shall  judg< :-— we  will  ^select  a  few  proofs  from  a  mul- 
titude.  ''  Liberty  diffusing  wreaths  of  applause  on 
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warriors'  brows ;"  "  a  soog  assailing  a  holy  sphifre  \** 
**  a  Muse  careerinff  on  her  trembling  plame/'  **  filming 
an  eye  with  a  ray  y'  "  a  dream  chasing  a  mteed  away  ;** 
"  a  scheme  sarmounting  idle  dreams,  ami  <  quelling  ^ 
roar  that  echoed  down  the  brambled  shore ;"  "  flames 
claiming  compassion  of  the  sky ;"  '*  wreaths  adorning 
bleeding  eyes,  beneath  the  approving  smile  of  Heaven  ;** 
'*  for  miles  and  miles  they  sent  amain,  six  hundred 
sheets  of  fire/'  This  is  enouch,  we  think  to  justify  our 
censure.  Nor  is  the  author  by  any  means  a  skilful  de- 
scriber  of  a  battle.  We  see  nothing  in  his  description 
but  "  ruin  upon  ruin,  rout  on  rout,  confusion  worse 
confounded.''  Yet  he  thinks  proper  to  pass  sentence 
upon  the  Archduke  Charles,  whose  "  splendid  corslet,'' 
he  says,  is  marked  with  a  lasting  "stain  of  infamy  and 
shame."  Modest  enough  this !  Let  it  not,  however^ 
be  supposed  that  we  think  the  two  poems  quite  un* 
worthy  of  notice.  The  author  should  study  to  improve 
his  taste,  which,  at  present,  is  lamentably  bad.  He  un- 
doubtedly has,  on  the  other  hand,  a  lively  fancy,  a 
command  of  language,  and  a  flowing  and  spirited  ver* 
sification.  The  Battle  of  Barrosa  is  more  free  than  the 
Battle  of  the  Danube  from  the  faults  of  which  we  have 
disapproved. 

ne  Battle  qfAlhuera ;  a  Poem.      With  an  E^U  dedi- 
eatery  to  Lord  Weiluiffon,     8vo.  pp.  43. 

This  is  far  from  the  worst  battle  piece  we  have  yet 
seen.  Indeed  it  is,  on  the  whole,  highly  creditable  to 
its  author.  Many  passages  display  an  animation  and 
descriptive  power  which  induce  us  to  believe  that  the 
writer  may,  in  time,  produce  better  things.  We  ad- 
vise him,  however,  to  correct  his  next  work,  with 
more  care  than  he  has  manifested  in  correcting  his 
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prcMnt  Um  is  flometimes  careless  in  his  expfeasioiiSk 
ilfid  bk  rhymes  arc  frequeBtly  d«  rhymes  at  alL  Ift 
his  epiatle  to-  Marquis  WeliiDgton  toe  hard  has  tviQ 
prophetic  lines: 

*'  —  bright  before  yoa  Menus  to  lie 
Ml  many  ■  field  of  ▼ictory.'*  * 

How  fully  this  prediction  has  been  verified,  Sala- 
DCl^ca,  Vittoriay  and  the  Pyreu^es  will  witnessL 

ZV  GiatUs'  Caus^ojf:  a  Poem.    By  Wiiliam  HamUof% 
Uriunmond,  D.  D.     8vo,  pp.  231. 

This  is  a  descriptive  poem  which  may  be  read  with 
much  pleasure^  and  we  think  that  it  will  hold  a  place 
amoa^  those  which,  to  use  a  theatrical  phrase,  may  be 
calledstock  pieces,  of  the  descriptive  class.  Dr.  Drum* 
mood  delineates  with  correctness  and  vigour ;  his  lan- 
guage is  poetical,  and  his  versification  is  polished  and 
musical. 

He  Lay  ^  tki  Last  Mnuini,  iravet^.     l%e  Virgjm 

Ediiion,    Svo.  pp.  2S1i. 

To  be  bom  a  blockhead  is  a  misfortune^  not  a  crimew 
But  when  a  blockhead  desperately  resolves  to  scribble 
aad  to  pubKsh,  he  becosaef  crimioai  in  our  eyei^  and 
ought  to  suffer  all  the  pains  and  penaUies  of  literary 
justice.  Here  is  an  offender,  at  this  moment  before 
us,  who  has  been  guilty  of  the  monstrous  offence  of 
ifriting  no  less  than  two  hundred  and  thirty -seven 
page^  of  downright,  inveterate  nonsense,  and  that,  too« 
with  the  malignant  design  of  rendering  ridiculous  the 
works  of  a  good  poet.  He  has  likewise  aggravated  his. 
offence  by  profaneness  and  indelicacy.      We  cannotji^ 
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in  conscience,  aentence  him  to  less  than  whipping  and 
Bridewell,  and  a  perpetual  interdiction  from  the  use  of 
pen>  ink,  and  papa*. 

Catahnia;  a  Poem,  IKth  Notes,  Illustrative  qf  the 
present  Sstie  qf  Affairs  in  the  Peninsula.    S  vo.  pp«  48. 

This  poem  is  a  polished  composition,  and  contains 
several  spirited  passages.  The  notes  occupy  nearly 
one-half  of  the  pamphlet,  and  give  some  interesting 
iiubrmatioa,  relative  to  the  character  of  the  Catalans, 
and  the  state  of  aflUrs  in  Spain. 

CtifmuTce;  a  Poem.  In.  five  Parts,  With  Notes  in  li- 
iHstratum  qf  the  Moral^  and  Argument  qf  the  Context* 
Qvo.  pp.118. 

In  this  poem  vre  here  and  there  stumble  upon  a 
vigorous  and  musical  line.  The  greatest  part  of  it, 
however,  is  harsh,  and  deficient  in  every  thing  which' 
constitutes  poetry.  The  writer  does  not  seem  to  want 
sense,  and  we  think  that  he  might  succeed  tolerably  in 
prose  eompontion. 

Th^  Age;  or  the  Consolations  qf  Philosophy,  a  Poem* 
Part  M<  First.  By  the  Author  qf  the  People,  ijrc 
8vo.   pp.  67. 

The  writer  of  this  painpblet  seems  exceedingly  in- 
dignant that  his  genius  is  fettered  by  "  the  trammels  of 
a  dull  and  stupid  commerce.''  However  dull  and 
stupid  he  may  find  commerce,  we  advise  him  to  apply, 
to  that,  or  to  any  other  honest  occupation,  rather  than 
to  poetry.  He  is  in  the  Aillest  sense  of  the  word  a 
9eribbler.  His  poem,  as  he  calls  it,  contains  one  thou- 
sand nine  hundred  and*  ninety  linesi  not  one  9f  which 
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is  even  tolerable.  The  dolness  of  his  lines  can  onlv 
be  equalled  by  their  obscurity.  The  reader  may  toil 
through  page  after  page,  without  being  able  to  dis- 
cover the  author's  meaning. 

Poems,  original  and  translated ;  including  Versions  qf  the 
Medea  and  Octavia  of  Seneca.  By  the  Rev.  C.  A. 
W/teelwright,  A,  B,  qf  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 
Second  Edition.     Two  vols,  crown  8vo.  pp.  408. 

Mr.  Wheelwright's  translation  of  the  Medea  and 
Octavia  makes  us  desirous  of  receiving  from  him  the 
rest  of  Seneca's  tragedies  in  an  English  dress.  He  has 
performed  his  task  with  honour  to  himself.  "  I  have 
endeavoured/'  says  he,  *'  to  unite  the  freedom  of  ori- 
ginal composition  with  a  faithful  transcript  of  the  ideas 
and  sentiments  of  my  author,  and  an  imitation  of  his 
characteristic  style  and  manner.*'  He  has  been  suc- 
cessful in  his  endeavours.  The  original  poems  are 
elegant  and  vigorous. 

Squibs  and  Crackers,  serious,  comical,  and  tender.    By 
Jasper  Sniallshot,    Crown  8vo.  pp.  207. 

It  is  ominous  to  stumble  over  the  threshold.  The 
title-page  of  this  work  contains  something  very  like  a 
blunder.  What  idea  can  we  form  of  serious  and 
tc^nder  squibs  and  crackers?  The  contents  of  the 
volume  do  not  present  us  with  any  thing  which  can 
induce  us  to  pardon  a  blunder  at  the  outset.  The 
jokes  are  generally  old  ones,  and  their  point  has  been 
lost  in  versifying  them.  The  serious  poems  will  cer- 
tainly make  any  reader  look  grave,  and  so  will  the  co- 
mical ones.  We  mast,  nevertheless,  own  that  the 
author  has  some  ingenuity.    He  contrives  never  to  be 
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lit  d  loss  for  a  rhyme.  When  be  cannot  get  one  in 
the  usual  way, '  be  makes  one — thus — "  assuaging, 
for — aging,"  dicti-— onary,  vocabu — lary  ! ! !"  His  wit 
"he  renders  obvious  in  the  following  manner : 

"  A  Shoemaker  told  her  his  —  . 

awl 

.  He'd  give,  (for  his  heart  she  had  stole). 

His  wife  if  then  he  might  her  call. 

He  would  serve  to  the  end  with  his  — ^^ 

sole. 

One  of  Mr.  Smallshot's  mottos  is  "  pour  me  desen- 
nuyer  I"  He  may  perhaps  have  succeeded,  but  he  has 
given  amtd  to  all  his  readers.  This  proves  the  truth  of 
the' vulgar  saying,  that  ''one  man's  meat  is  another 
man's  poison/' 

Agnes,  the  Indian  Captive.  A  Poem,  in  four  Cantos, 
with  other  Poems,  By  the  Rev.  John  Mitford,  B.  4* 
Small  8vo.  pp.  200. 

That  we  may  get  rid  as  soon  as  possible  of  the  dis- 
agreeable part  of  our  business,  we  shall  begin  by  find- 
ing fault.  The  story  of  the  poem  of  Agnes  is  not 
clearly  told ;  the  reader  feels  a  difficulty  in  making 
out  the  connection  of  parts.  Nor  is  it  satisfactorily  ac- 
counted for,  why  the  hero  of  the  poem  quits  his  be- 
loved Agnes,  in  such  an  abrupt  and  seemingly  unfeeling 
manner.  These  faults,  however,  faults  easily  mended 
in  a  second  edition,  may  readily  be  forgiven,  in  con- 
sideration of  the  merit  of  the  poetry.  Mr.  Mitford  has 
strone  descriptive  talents ;  his  scenery  is  picturesquely 
and  K>rcibly  painted ;  his  imagery  and  diction,  like- 
wise are  poetical ;  and  his  versification  is  free  and  me- 
lodious.    Agnes  and  her  sister  Isabel  are  interesting 
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characters.    The  smaller  poema  consist  of  two  odea 
and  ten  sonnets^  and  are  g«K)d  compositions. 

Verses  and  Jtnpromptus^  en  various  and  occasional  Suh» 
jects.     Bj/  T.  Webb  Dyke,  Esq,  Barrister  qf  LmcohCs 
Jrm,     Small  8vo.  pp.  167. 

Mr.  Dykb  seems  to  have  a  great  hatred  and  dread  of 
reviewers ;  nor  do  we  wonder  that  such  are  his  feel- 
ings, as  he  certatn'ly  has  no  reason  to  hope  (or  kindness 
from  them.  They  cannot  praise  him,  if  they  have  any 
respect  for  truth.  We  seriously  advise  him  never 
again  to  take  the  lyre  in  his  unlucky  hands.  It  yields 
to  his  thrumming  only  the  harshest  discord.  He  tells 
us  that  he  composes  rapidly.  We  are  glad  tiO  hear  it; 
because  he  has  quite  enough  already  to  answer  for,  on 
the  score  of  waste  of  time. 

Ballad  Romances,  and  other   Poems.     By  Miss  Aama 
Maria  Porter,    Small  8vo.  pp.  196. 

Of  these  ballad  romancesj  which  are  five  in  mimber, 
three  are  tales  of  terror,  and  two  are  of  a  softer  kind. 
The  whole  are  beautiful.  In  each  the  story  is  interest- 
ing, and  the  language  poetical.  Among  the  miacella- 
neous  poems  "  Youth,  an  allegory''  is  the  loi^esL  It 
is  written  in  the  stanza  of  Spenser,  and  displays  a 
glowing  fancy,' and  harmonious  numbers.  The  c^pistle 
from  Yarico  to  Inkle  leaves  lar  behind  every  other 
poem  which  we  haveeeen  on  the  same  subject.  It  has 
great  pathos  and  spirit.  The  remaining  piecea  in  the 
volume  are  asuch  above  mediocrity. 
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HMffeoJ  PuUma.     By  J^lma  PUtg&aid.    Smril  8va 

pp,  144* 

Ms.  FiTioBRAcn  most  probably  foond  the  writing 

of  these  poems  a  very  pleasant  pastime ;  but  V9e  cannot 

declare  that  we  have  foand  the  reading  of  them  to  be 

sb.     We  may  exclaim,  with  the  frogs,  ^  though  'tis 

8p4ni  to  yoo,  His  death  to  us.^'    There  is  great  heaviness 

in* Mr.  Fitzgerald's  light  pieces.     His  odes,  and  mis- 

o^llaneoas  poems,  the  subject  of  which  is  Hniformly 

love  and  wine,  want  elegance  and  poetic  apirit,  and 

his  epigrams  want  point.    Nor  can  we  speak  favoarably 

of  his  fliorais.    To  say  nothing  of  his  profane  allnsions, 

aad  his  repeatedly  intredncing  the  name  of  the  deity 

into  his  bacchanal  songs,  what  most  we  think  of  a 

person  who  could  publish  such  lines  as  the  following  ? 

**  Virtae,  too^  It  a  good;  bat  thea 
I  leaYe  it  to  the  clergy nen, 
Who  uodentand  its  varied  hue 
Better  thin  I,  or  lay  they  do. 

f%e  Maid  (if  Renmore ;  or  Plaionic  Lave.  A  Mock' 
heroic  Romance,  in  Verse,  with  Burlesque  Notes,  in 
humble  Imitaiion  qf  modern  Annotaiors,  Small  8vo« 
pp.  237. 

We  recommend  this  as  a  very  pleasing  mock-heroic 
poem.  It  contains  many  slovenly  passajees,  but  thej 
are  much  overbalanced  by  passages  of  an  opposite 
kind.  The  versification  is,  in  general,  musical  and 
spirited.  The  notes  are  amusive,  and  prove  the  writer 
to  have  read  extensively. 

the  Banks  ef  the  Wye;  a  FDem.    In  finer  Books.    By 

Robert  Bloomfield,  Author  qfthe  Farmer^s  Boy.  SmaT) 

Bvo.  pp.  1 3i. 

.  Thb  poem  before  m^  thomb  not  eqvai  to  The  Fanw 

mnv^n  Boy,  uMl  nel  iiqwe  Mr.  Biomnfieid's  vepvtalM, 
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h  contains  many  beautiful  deicriptiTe  passageSi  and, 
on  the  whole,  does  no  injustice  to  the  picturesque 
scenery  which  it  attempts  to  describe.  The  versifica- 
tion is  flowing. 

7^  Wonder$  qfa  Week  at  Bath  ;  in  a  doggrel  Address  to 

the  Han,  T.  S .from  P.  T .  -E*^.  qf  that  Ci^. 

Crown  8vo.  pp.  83. 

There  is  some  pleasantry,  and  some  tolerably  easy 
▼ersification  in  this  volume,  but  it  has  not  sufficient 
merit  to  give  it  a  lasting  existence.  The  author  can- 
not hope  to  see  his  work  placed  by  the  side  of  Anstey's. 
Still,  we  must  say  that  we  have  seen  many  far  worse 
poems  in  the  same  style. 

Poems  by  Elijah  Barwell  Impey,  Esq.     Small    8vo. 

pp.  275. 

The  first  poem  in  this  volume  is  a  descriptive  poem, 
called  Daylesford,  which  we  noticed,  when  it  was 
separately  published.  It  contains  many  elegant  lines ; 
but  it  is  not  equal  to  any  other  of  its  companions.  Mr. 
Impey's  volume  con  tarns  several  compositions  of  so 
much  merit  as  to  induce  us  to  augur  well  of  his  future 
productions.  He  writes  with  spirit  and  with  elegance. 
The  Sylphs  is  a  very  polished  dramatic  piece;  and 
the  Burletta  of  Baucis  and  Philemon  is  humorous  and 
laughable.  The  imitations  from  the  Latin  are  neat  and 
pointed. 

EahyUm;  land  other  Poems.    By  ike  Han.  Atmabelia 
Hawke.    Small  8vo.  pp.  144. 

"  Babylon''  is  a  very  unequal  poem.  It  contains 
some  exceedingly  animated  passages,'  and  some  pas- 
sages which  are  altogether  as  tame.    On  the  virhole. 
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htowever,  its  meritt  greatly  coanterbalance  its  defectv* 
Tiie  smaller  poems  are,  in  geueral^  elegant. 

Original  Poetry,    By  Victor  and  Cashre.    Small  8vo. 

pp.  64. 

There  is  no  "  original  poetty"  in  this  volume ;  there 
is  nothing  in  it  but  downright  scribble.  It  is  really 
annoying  to  see  the  waste  of  paper  which  is  made  by 
such  persons  as  the  putters  together  of  these  sixty-four 
pages.  There  is,  however,  one  consolation  for  the  cri- 
tics, who  are  obliged  to  read  all  this  sort  of  trash.  It  is, 
that  the  crime  of  publishing  is  generally  followed  by 
condign  punishment,  in  the  shape  of  bills  from  the 
stationer  and  printer,  and  in  the  chilling  tones  of  the 
bookseller,  when,  to  the  questions  of  the  anxious 
rhymer,  how  the  book  sells,  he  answers  that  not  more 
than  half  a  dozen  copies  have  been  sold. 

Select  Poems,  Sfc.  By  the  Uue  John  Dawee  JVorgan,  of 
Bristol,,  xvho  died  on  the  2Hth  of  July,  1809,  ag^d 
nineteen  years.  To  which  are  added  some  particulars 
qfhis  Life  and  Character,  by  an  early  Friend  and  Asr 
sociatc;  with  a  Preface,  by  William  HayUy,  Esq, 
Crown  8v.  pp.  S24. 

These  poems  and  letters  afford  ample  reason  for 
believing  that  their  author  was  a  youth  endowed  witK 
talents  much  above  mediocrity.  The  poems  are  elegant, 
display  a  strong  spirit  of  observation  and  reflection  in 
their  writer,  and  are  more  correct  than  is  usually  the 
case  with  early  compositions.  The  high  creative 
powers  of  the  poet  we  do  not  think  that  Mr.  Worgan 
possessed.  He  might,  had  he  lived,  have  occupied  a 
respectable  station  on  the  lower  part  of  Pliraassus,  but 
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he  wooM  nut  liaVe  Bpproaplied  iiMr  to  Ah  nrnuniu 
His  death,  hoiwcrer^  may  well  be  eonaidered  Ha  a  loi;! 
to  society  and  to  literature.  He  had  an  ardent  thirst 
of  knowledge  and  a  vrrtaow  btert. 

Poems.    By  Whiston  Brisiow.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  178. 

Our  present  yolume  enables  every  reader  of  it  to 
become,  as  far  as  regards  Mr.  Bristow  s  poems,  his  own 
leyiewer.  The  poems  in  Mr.  Bristow's  volume  are  not 
inferior  to  those  in  The  Poetical  Register.  They  are, 
in  general,  elegant  and  pleasing,  and  prove  their  author 
to  be  a  man  ofa  feeling  and  cultivated  mind. 

Poemi  an  varioui  Svi^jecti*  Including  a  Poem  on  the 
Education  qf  the  Poor;  an  Indian  Tale;  and  the 
(Jffering  qf  Isaac,  a  Sacred  Drama.  Small  Svo.  pp. 
244. 

**  It  has  been  the  author's  wish,  if  he  has  no  other 
merit,  to  endeavour  to  advance  the  cause  of  religion 
and  morality;  ff  be  has  succeeded  in  this,  he  may  be 

Earddned,  it  not  applauded/'  So  says  the  author,  in 
is  preface.  To  bis  |ood  intentions,  and  tha  morality 
of  his  verses,  vm  willingly  bear  testimony.  It  would 
give  us  pleasure  could  we  do  the  same  with  respect  to 
bis  poetical  talents— but,  unfortunately,  he  is  not  a 
poet. 

Poem$,  Rural  and  Domestic.  By  WUliam  Hersee,  Crown 

Svo,  pp.  176. 

Ma.  HEasEX  describes  himself  as  "  a  youth,  born  in 
an  huVHrbfe  cottage,  bred  at  the  plough,  uablest  by  the 
smiles  of  fortune^  debaried  from  every  advantage  of 
adacatioBi  90i  inatrocted  only  by  the  village  matron*'* 
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Tkat,  ivndcr  tuch  dKumttattceB,  he  lAiouid  hive  wriu 
ten  smooth  Teraes  is  tetlly  creditable  to  hini.  Wo 
would  not,  however,  advise  him  to  cultivate  poetry,  to 
the  exr^lusion  of  more  locrative  pursnits;  as  we  cannot 
flatter  bim  with  the  hope  of  rising  to  any  poetical 
eminence.  iThe  making  of  verses  may  still,  v^ithout 
impropriety,  be  his  amusemiaot;  but  ought  not  to 
become  his  trade. 

Ihmkeid;  T%c  Prodigal  Sm;  mnd  other  Poem$;  include 
ing  TransUuiom  Jrom  the  Gaelic.  Bjf,  Peima  Ardi- 
ImtU.    Small  8vo.  pp.  18^. 

DuNKCLD  is  a  descriptive  poem,  of  merit.  The 
scenery  is  depicted  with  animation,  and  in  a  mosical 
flow  of  verse.  The  story  of  The  Prodigal  Son  is  taken 
from  the  scripture,  and  is  by  no  means  ill  told.  The 
translations  are  spirited.  There  is,  however,  one  thing 
in  the  volume,  of  which  we  must  complain.  It  is  tff 
the  superabundance  of  notes.  Out  of  less  than  a  hun* 
dred  and  ninety  pages,  a  hundred  pages  are  fliled  with 
notes.  Though  they  are  well  sdected  from  various 
authors,  the  quantity  is  certainly  too  great.  S«ch  a 
crowd  of  notes  looks  too  much  like  booknaaaking. 

The  Teu  of  Virtue,  amd  other  Poem.  By  the  late  Mia  P. 
Barrell,  Author  qf  Riches  and  Pooertjf,  a  Tale.  Small 
8vo.  pp.  154. 

Nothing  caii  be  worse  than  the  pieces  in  this  volume 
which  ajpe  written  in  ten  syllable  verse.  They  are 
insuflerably  flat  and  tiresome.  Min  Barrel  seems  to 
have  been  quite  incapable  of  writing  in  the  heroic 
couplet.  Her  poems  in  eight  syllable  verse  are  not  so 
bad.    ^'Soivow's  Banquet"  displaya  some  power  of 
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fancy,  and  two  or  three  of  the  other  poems  may  be 
called  pretty.  On  the  whole,  however,  her  volume  is 
beneath  mediocrity. 

Select  Psalms  in  Verse,  with  Critical  Remarks,  hf  Bishop 
Lmvth  and  others,  illustrative  qf  the  Beauties  of  Sacred 
Poetry,    Crown  Svo.  pp.  308. 

A  SELECTION  made  with  more  taste  and  jadgment 
than  this  we  have  seldom  seen.  Among  a  great  variety 
of  translations  the  best  have  been  uniformly  selected. 
The  notes  are  chosen  with  the  same  skill.  The  volume 
likewise  performs  more  than  its  title  page  promises. 
It  contains  biographical  notices,  elegantly  written,  of 
the  translators  of  the  psalms,  an  account  of  several 
manuscript  versions,  and  an  appendix,  of  Latin  and 
French  translations,  by  Grotius,  Godeau,  and  Rousseau. 

J%e  Sgelaighe ;  or,  a  Tale  qf  old;  with  a  second  Edition 
of  Poems,  published  in  Dublin;  and  Additions.  By 
Mrs,  Ldddiard,    Small  8vo.  pp.  184. 

All  we  can  say  of  these  poems  is,  that  they  are  not 
disfigured  by  any  gross  foults.  The  versification  is 
tolerably  smooth ;  and  some  passages  may  be  called 
pretty.  The  Incantation  is,  we  think,  much  the  best 
piece  in  the  volume. 

Poems  (^Et^enio,     Crown  8vo.  pp.  88. 

Somebody,  we  do  not  remember  who,  has  said  of  a 
cucumber,  that  it  ought  to  be  neatly  sliced,  dressed 
with  pepper,  vinegar,  and  oil,  and  then  thrown  on  a 
dunghill.  This  volume  is  in  a  similar  predicament 
with  the  cucumber.  It  is  handsomely  printed,  with 
good  ink,  on  paper  of  excellent  texture,  and  has  wide 
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margins,  and  plenty  of  half  filled  pages;  and^  after  all^ 
it  is  only  fit  for  the  trunk  maker^  grocer^  or  some  other 
trader.  Not  a  single  line  of  poetry  does  it  contain^  or  of 
any  thing  resembling  poetry.  Its  author  seems  a  well 
intentioned  man^  but  he  has  not^  nor  ever  will  have, 
any  acquaintance  with  the  Muses. 

Poems  and  Letters,  by  the  late  ^^lliam  Isaac  Roberts,  qf 
Bristol,  deceased.  With  some  Account  of  his  Life. 
Crown  8yo.  pp.  500. 

Mr.  Roberts  was  only  just  turned  of  twenty  at  the 
time  of  his  death.  His  premature  decease  may  justly 
be  considered  as  a  loss  to  literature.  He  possessed 
talents,  which  were  daily  expanding,  and  a  much 
greater  share  of  good  sense  and  proper  feeling  than 
generally  falls  to  the  lot  of  persons  of  his  age.  Two 
specimens  of  his  poetical  powers  may  be  seen  in  our 
last  volume,  pages  75  and  77.  Those  specimens  are, 
however,  surpassed  by  some  of  the  pieces  in  his  post- 
humous volume. 

Leisure  Hours;  or.  Morning  Amusements,  Consisting  qf 
Poems  on  a  variety  qf  interesting  subjects,  moral,  rdu 

fious,  and  miscdlaneous :  with  Notes,    By  W.  Steers. 
mall  8vo.  pp.  178. 

Mr.  Stbbbs  might  have'  occupied  his  leisure  hours 
much  worse  than  in  producing  these  poems.  Consider- 
ing the  disadvantages  of  his  situation,  the  poems  really 
do  him  credit.  Amidst  much  inevitable  incorrectness, 
some  bad  taste,  and  numerous  harsh  and  lame  lines,  we 
frequently  find  poetical  ideas,  animated  diction,  and 
musical  verse.  Mr.  Steers  will  do  well  to  study  our 
best  authors,  and  to  beware  of  publishing  too  often. 
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The  TVuonpha  qfRdigian ;  a  Saered  Poem,  infour  PatU. 

SmM  8vo.  pp.  1^20. 

It  woald  give  us  pleasure  if  we  could  praise  the 
poetry  as  warmly  as  we  can  praise  the  sentiments  of 
'*  The  Triumphs  of  Religion."  That  pleasure  we  can- 
not enjoy.  This  poem,  notwithstanding  its  piely,  will, 
we  fear,  find  but  few  readers,  and  still  fewer  admirers. 
It  is  a  feeble  and  incorrect  performance.  We  will  not 
say  more,  and  truth  will  not  suffer  us  to  say  less. 

The  MinttreU  qf  Wmandermere,  a  Poem,  By  Ckmies 
Parish,  B.  D.  Fellow  qf  i^ueen's  College,  Cambridge ; 
and  late  Lecturer  qfSt.  Cuthbert'e,  Carlisle.  Small  8 vo. 
pp.  105. 

We  heartily  wish  that  troth  would  allow  us  to  say 
any  thing  favourable  of  this  volume.  Unluckily,  how- 
ever, it  compels,  us  to  declare  that  Mr.  Parish  would 
have  acted  with  prudence  had  he  confined  his  poetical 
eflfbrts  within  the  limits  of  his  portfolio.  Some  of  his 
verses  we  do  not  understand ;  and  those  which  we  do 
understand  seem  to  us  to  be'very  childish. 


Foem$^  on   mkedUmaotu    SukfectM.     B^  Mist   R-  ■ 
^ — ,..^.    Small  BvOfc  pp*  121. 

The  plea  of  youth  is  ur^^d,  to  extenuate  the  faults 
of  these  poems.  We  admit  it  for  this  oace ;  thoush 
we  wish  tnat  the  writer  had  not,  by  resorting  to  toe 
press,  put  herself  under  the  necessity  of  pleading  it. 
Snck  cH>ems  as  these  are  mach  better  coimoed.  to  the 
pMrtial  judgment  of  friends.  They  cectainly  are  not 
without  pretty  thoughts  aftd  tines;  and  it  is.  probable 
that  in  time  Miss  R.  B.  may  produce  something 
bettar. 
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Fami.    %  D^P.  OufbeiL    Small  8f«b  p|>.  196. 

Tfiis  volume  is  the  productioa  of  a  younelady^  bom 
and  edacaled  ia  oae  of  the  Shetland  islands,  and  who 
had  not  i^ttaioed  her  seventeenth  year  when  her  poems 
were  put  to  press.  She  possesses  talents,  which  we 
earnestly  exhort  her  to  cultivate^  as  we  are  convinced 
that,  by  the  aid  of  caltivation,  they  may  produce  worki 
worthy  of  being  remembered.  Many  of  her  pieces 
are  not  deficient  either  in  elegance  or  spirit  Mr. 
Young,  the  bookseller,  of  Inverness,  who  is  the  pub- 
lisher* and  who  has  prefiaed  to  the  volume  a  sensible 
and  wdl  written  pre&ce,  is  entitled  to  much  praise, 
for  the  hesevolenee  and  disinteraalednesB  which  he 
hM  displayed,  ia  bringing  forward  Miss  Campbells 
pQiaaM,  procuriagaknndsome  subscription,  and  refosing 
to  appropriate  to  himself  any  portion  of  the  profits. 


C^lcMita :  aFom.    With  iVolMu    Small  ftvo.  pp.  129. 

Notwithstanding  this  poem  contains  many  tame 
lines,  and  many  incorrect  ones,  and  is  occasionally 
faulty  with  respect  to  rhymes,  it  is  not  without  a  con- 
siderable sli^re  of  merit.  Its  fiiuHa,  we  think,  rather 
arise  from  want  of  care  than  want  of  talent.  Many 
passages  display  point  and  spirit,  and  are  not  withoni 
polish.  The  subject  is  a  new  one,  and  the  author  in 
evidently  a  complete  master  of  it.  The  notes  am 
numerous,  and  are  sensible  and  amusing. 

Poems,  by  JJeutenant  Ouvrlts  Gra^,  afthejtoyul  Marines* 

Small  3vo.  pp.  167. 

Most  of  these  poems  were  written  on  board  a  man 
of  war,  a  situation  of  all  others,  perhaps,  the  least 
favourable  to  the  Muses.  It  is  hononrabln  to  Lieutenant 
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Gray  that>  uad^r  sach  adverse  circumstances^  his  hotirs 
of  leisure  have  been  spent  in  the  manner  whiph  this 
volume  testifies  them  to  have  been.  The  poems  are 
not  deficient  in  polish  and  spirit.  Of  the  songs,  which 
occupy  a  large  part  of  the  volume^  several  are  far 
superior  to  the  generality  of  songs. 

Tfie  Nun:  an  amatory  Poem,  With  various  desultory 
Poems.  By  an  Officer  of  the  Royal  Navy.  Small  8 vo. 
pp.  106. 

Wb  are  decidedly  of  opinion  that  this  officer  of  the 
royal  navy  might  have  occupied  himself  in  a  thousand 
ways,  perhaps  more  profitable,  and  certainly  more 

Eraiseworthy,  than  in  writing  such  verses  as  he  has 
ere  given  to  the  public.  He  is  much  too  free  in  some 
parts  of  his  poems,  and  much  too  unpoetical  throughout 
the  whole  of  them,  to  deserve  applause.  We  hope 
that  he  will  be  more  successful  as  an  officer  than  he  has 
been  as  an  invoker  of  the  Muses. 

The  Pains  qf  Memory,  a  Poem,  in  two  Books.    By  Pere-- 
grine  Bingham.     Small  8?o.  pp.  lOS. 

In  the  closing  poem  of  his  volume,  Mr.  Bingham 
declares  that  he  has  relinquished  the  lyre,  and  that 
nothing  shall  tempt  him  to  wake  its  strings  again.  If 
we  believed  that  be  would  act  up  to  his  declaration  we 
should  be  sorry ;  but  we  do  not  believe  a  word  of  it. 
Nobody  ever  heard  of  a  poet  paying  any  respect  to 
such  rash  vows.  We  shall,  therefore,  hope  to  see  more 
of  Mr.  Binffham's  eompositions.  The  Pains  of  Memory 
is  a  spirited  and  interesting  poem,  written  in  a  great 
variety  of  metres,  all  of  which  are  polished  and  musical* 
The  smaller  pieces  are  elegant. 
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The  Poetical  Chains  caruiiting  qf  Miscelianeoua  Pt>em^, 
Moral,  Sentimental,  and  Descriptive,  on  familiar  and 
interestii^  Sul^fects.  By  Mts,  mtson,  SqhiU  Sto,  pp. 
227. 

No,  Mrs.  Ritson,  this  is  not  vl  poetical  chaiD.  The 
pieces  contained  in  this  volume  cannot,  like  those  of 
Hafiz,  be  compared  to  "  orient  pearls,  at  random 
strung/'  They  are.  mere  glass  beads,  and  those,  too,  of 
a  very  imlifTerent  quality.  Seriousl}*,  there  is  nothing, 
in  the  whole  of  these  two  hundred  and  twenty-seven 
pages,  to  which  we  can  honestly  give  even  moderate 
praise.  We  are  sorry  to  see  a  female,  who  appears  to 
be  amiable,  exposing  herself  in  such  a  manner  to  the 
severity  6f  critical  justice. 

.  Sacred  Meditations  and  Devotional  Hymns,  with  some 
Essays  in  Prose,  cotnpoied  on  various  Occaiions  qf  Life, 
and  published  for  the  Use  qfthe  intelligent  Mind,  in  ii$ 
serious  Moments.  By  a  Layman,  Small  Svo.  pp. 
333. 

Though  we  cannot  say  that  there  is  any  thing  highly 
poetical  in  this  volume,  yet  the  verses  which  it  contains 
may  be  perused  with  pleasure.  They  are  generally 
polished,  and  not  deficient  in  animation.  The  whole 
volume  may  be  warmly  recommended  for  its  spirit  of 
piety. 

Mount  Edgcumbe,  a  Poem.    By  Cyrus  Redding,    Small 

8vo.  pp.  42. 

A  PBW  good  lines  are  not  sufficient  to  save  a  poem 
from  oblivion.  It  it  to  be  feared,  therefore,  that  Mr. 
Redding's  production  will  not  be  long  remembered. 
His  poem  is  greatly  wanting  in  spirit  and  pictttretque 
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.3  nor  does  iU  author  contrive  to  link  ftkil- 
fully  together  the  various  objects  which  he  describes, 
so  as  to  pass  without  abmptneas,  and  consequently  an 
unpleasant  effect,  from  the  one  subject  to  the  other. 
The  last  forty  lines  are  the  best  in  his  volume. 

The  Progress  qfArts  and  Scisnccs,  a  iVen^  in  two  Cantos. 

Small  8vo.  pp.  a2. 

It  has  seldom  fallen  to  our  lot  to  see  a  good  subject 
worse  managed  than  in  this  poem  of  The  Progress  of 
Arts  and  Sciences.  The  writer  has  not  a  spark  of 
poetical  fire.  Witness  the  following  specimens,  which 
are  not  worse  than  the  rest  of  the  pamphlet. 

"  DeatructiTe  gunpowder  (whose  asei  yet 

Whether  the  world  ihoold  cherish  or  regret^ 

.    Is  uttdetaraDioed)  wes  disooTsi'd  late  i 

Watches  and  compass  are  of  modern  date." 
«      ♦      « 

"  Chemists  of  hrightest  ray  in  France  ahouod ; 
Most-famed  physicians  are  in  Britain  found.*' 

A  Cockney^'s  Adventures,  during  a  Ramble  into  the  Country. 
In  three  Parts*  Addressed  to  his  Country  Friends  on 
his  Return  to  London,  A  true  Tale,  By  Josef  h  William 
Coyte,     12ino.  pp.  SQ. 

In  the  copy  of  the  ''  Cockney's  Adventures,"  which 
'was  procured  for  us  by  our  bookseller,  somebody  had 
written,  with  a  pencil,  on  the  last  leaf,  **  very  poor 
work.''  As  we  never  pin  our  faith  upon  any  person's 
sleeve,  we  read  the  pamphlet  through,  and  we  cai  bow 
say,  that  our  unknown  critical  brother,  though  he  has 
not  expresaed  himself  very  elegantly,  lias  given  a 
proper  Terdict. 
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Line$,  oddresHd  to  Hi$  Rqytd  Higknen  the  PfmM  ^ 
JVaies,  <m  kis  being  appoinud  Regeni.  By  PkU^paitia, 
Jun,    8vo.  pp.  18. 

In  th^  tttle-page,  this  pamphlet  is  said  to  be  ''  sold 
by  all  booksellers."  We  have  serious  dgubts  aboat 
the  truth  of  the  first  word  of  this  quotation.  If  these 
lines  do  sell,  the  fact  is  a  strange  one.  To  compare 
them  to  a  bellman's  verses,  would  be  little  short  of  a 
libel  upon  the  stupidest  bellman.  Did  ever  any  bell- 
mao  write  such  stufPas  the  following  ? — 

Wheo  night  appears  with  gas-oondenied  head. 
And  sombre  clouds  her  length  protracted  spread. 
In  gloom  enwrapt,  Sol  hides  his  gloomy  face. 
Nor  even  glimmers  through  the  murky  haze. 

Retrospection,  a  Poem  in  familiar  Verse,    By  Richard 

Cumberland,     4to.  pp.  71. 

This  is,  we  believe^  the  last  work  of  the  late  Mr. 
Cumberland,  a  man  to  whom  English  literature  is 
largely  indebted.  The  title  sufficiently  indicates  the 
nature  of  the  poem.  "  Retrospection''  is  written  in  that 
fiimiliar  blank  verse  which,  as  the  author  declares  in 
hia  motto,  is  *'  nearly  allied  to  prose,''  but  which  has 
frequently  a  pleasing  efiTect.  The  poem  contains  many 
good  passages;  some  delineating  character,  and  others 
sportively  correcting  the  foibles  of  the  present  age. 

Si*  Michael's  Mount,  in  Cornwall;  a  Poem.  My  Thomas 
Hogg,  Matter  qf  the  Free  Granmar  School,  TVtifv. 
4to.  pp.  93. 

Mr.  Hogg  has  been  unsuccessful  in  his  attempt  to 
give  poetical  celebrity  to  the  "  guarded  mount.''  One 
single  allusion  in  Miltofi's  Lycidaa  is  worth  ten  such 
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^ibems  as  Mr.  Hoftg't.  Some  good  lines  bts  poem  cer- 
tainly contains ;  but  they  are  so  few  in  number  that 
fhey  do  not  repay  the  trouble  of  seeking  for  them. 
His  Tersification  is  monotonous,  and  consequently 
fatiguing  to  his  readers. 

Somerset,  a  Poem,     By  F.  Webb.     4to.  pp.  42. 

The  county  of  Somerset  has  many  beauties^  both  of 
nature  and  art,  which  deserve  to  be  the  theme  of  the 
poet.  Mr.  Webb  has  by  no  means  done  justice  to  it. 
His  poem  is  not  devoid  of  good  ideas  and  spirited  lines, 
but,  on  the  whole,  it  is  beneath  mediocrity. 

Carlton  House  Fife;  or,  the  Jbisappoinied  Bard;  in  a 
series  of  Elegies;  to  which  is  added.  Curiosity  in  Rags; 
anEiegy,     By  Peter  Pindar,  Esq.     ^to.  pp.  09. 

Mercy  on  usf  wonders  wiJl  never  cease.  Here  is 
an  absolute  resurrection !  here  is  Peter  Pindar  again 
with  all  his  early  wit  and  humour !  The  Carlton  House 
F^te  is,  past  all  comparison,  the  best  poem  which  be 
bas  written  for  many  years.  We  cordially  recommend 
it  to  our  readers,  in  full  confidence  that  it  will  afford 
them  amusenient,  and  that,  this  time,  they  will  laugh 
with  the  old  Bard,  and  not  at  him. 

Uie  OldBard^s  Farewell.    A  Poem.    Mo.  pp.  16. 

This  poem  is  by  Mr.  Jerningham,  who,  if  he  did  not 
possess  the  higher  poetic  powers,  was,  undoubtedly,  an 
elegant,  a  chaste,  and  a  pleasing  writer.  His  Farewell 
eloses  by  the  following  pathetic  lines. 

"  My  task  is  doDe.    Indulge  the  peoiiTe  page, 
Spare  the  last  labour  of  decliniog  age: 
Forgive  this  efibrt  of  expiring  power, 
The  miMcv  ftagrance  of  a  winter  lloweh'^ 
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Were  his  lines  really  bad^  it  would  be  cruel  to  speak 
of  tbem  with  harshness.  But  they  are  not  bad.  There 
is  a  melancholy-  sweetness  and  tenderness  in  them^ 
which  cannot  fail  to  gratify  a  reader  of  feeling. 

Romance;  a  FoeHcal  Capriccio,    4to.  pp.  40. 

Ir  the  writer  of  this  Poetical  Capnccio  be  a  person 
known  in  the  literary  world,  he  will  lose  no  repntation 
by  his  present  effort ;  if  he  be  a  youns  writer,  much 
may  be  hoped  from  him.  He  has  a  lively  fancy,  a 
command  of  poetical  language,  and  a  flowing  and 
spirited  style  of  verse.  It~]s  consequently  unnecessary 
for  us  to  say  that  we  shall  be  glad  to  see  more  of  his 
works. 

ne  Shade  qfDruiy:  a  Vinon,  Inscr^d  to  one  qfiha 
Pateniees  qf  the  Theture  Royal,  Drury  Lam.  4to. 
pp.  26. 

By  virtue  of  our  critical  authority  we  command  this 
Shade,  alias  Ghost,  to  depart  to  the  Red  Sea  for  seven 
years;  or  at  least  to  remain  silent  for  the  same  space 
of  time.  Tame  verses  are  not  a  bit  the  better  for  com- 
ing from  the  mouth  of  a  Spectre,  and  the  defunct  Mr, 
Drury's  verses  are  tame  indeed.  They  are  addressed 
to  Mr.  Sheridan,  who,  considering  the  badness  of  the 
speech,  and  the  nature  of  the  speaker,  would,  if  he 
heard  them,  certainly  exclaim,  "  Avaunt !  and  quit  my 
sight!  Let  the  earth  hide  theei — Hence,  horrible 
shadow !  unreal  mockery,  hence !'' 
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SATIRE. 

ne  Times,  or  the  Prophecy;  a  Poem.  4to.  1811.  Tl^ 
same,  with  other  Poems.  Ey  George  DanieL  Second 
Edition,  1815.     Small  8vo.  pp.  1 19. 

Though  Mr.  DaniePs  work  has  reached  a  second 
edition^  and  though  it  is  not  wholly  devoid  of  merit, 
we  are  firmly  of  opinion  that  he  has  assumed  the  office 
ef  a  satirists  without  possessing  those  qualifications 
which  a  satirist  ought  to  possess*  He  mistakes  vulgar 
and  Tirulettt  ahose  for  wit  and  satirical  spirit  'His 
poetical  talents,  likewise,  are  not  of  a  very  elevated 
kind.  What,  indeed, can  be  expected  from  a  man  who 
boasts  that  he  *'  Pours  a  rough  strain,  nor  heeds  the 
grace  of  song,''  and  who,  while  he  is  teaching  a  friend 
bow  to  write  satire^  seriously  says. 


**  Itanh  be  the  lines,  tnel«|^taiid 

Plain  sen^e  needs  not  the  ornaments  of  Terse.*' 

If  this  be  true,  what  fools  must  all  the  great  ancient 
ind  modern  satirists  have  been ;  and  why  is  satire 
written  at  all  in  verse?  When  the  two  final  words  are 
taken  away,  the  first  line  of  this  quotation  happily 
characterises  much  the  largest  portion  of  Mr.  Daniel's 
long  poem*  We  are  not  so  nice  as  some  persons  with 
respect  to  rhymes,  but  what  sort  of  an  ear  must  Mr. 
Daniel  have,  when  he  can  tolerate  such  rhymes  sk 
"  applaud,  lord,"  "  calm,  harm,"  "  reform,  form," 
"  knew,  new,"  "  vain,  vain  ! !"  We  fear  that  our  read- 
ers will  have  but  a  poor  opinion  of  Mr.  Daniel's  poetical 
taste  when  we  tell  them  that  he  sneers  at  Walter  Scott, 
and  charges  Lord  Byron  with  want  of  sense.  It  Is, 
perhaps,  not  difficult  to  account  for  his  pique  against 
Lord  Byron.    Mr.  Daniel  is  the  author  of  a  prologue 
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intended  for  the  opening  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre;  and 
he  feels  sore  that  nis  Lordship's  composition  was  pre* 
ferred.  We  mast  treat  oar  friends  with  two  admirably 
discriminating  lines  fron»the  said  prologue: 

'*  Blend  triuosphant  in  the  British  lyre 
The  Grecian  tqftiutt  and  the  Roman  Jfftf.*> 

There  is  a  great  parade  of  relijgious  sentiment  in  Mr. 
DaniePs  poems;  but  we  beg  leave  to  remind  him  that 
Christianity  is  hostile  to  the  indulgence  of  vindictive 
feelings.  It  does  not  become  a  christian  to  curse  and 
consign  to  hell  his  enemies,  as  Mr.  Daniel  has  done^ 
nor  to  pray  that  a  woman  who  has  once  erred  may 
err  again.  There  is  likewise  a  laughable  want  of  con- 
sistency displayed  in  one  instance  by  Mr.  Daniel.  He 
makes,  in  his  poem,  an  ootnigeous  attack  upon  critics, 
as  being  stupid  and  t^enal,  and  yet  he  prints  in  the 
front  of  his  volume  the  praises  which  some  of  them 
have  sagely  bestowed  upon  him«  Perhaps,  however, 
he  does  this  in  proof  of  the  justice  of  his  accusation. 
The  best  piece  in  his  vokime  is  a  hymn,  which  is  not 
without  vigour. 

Marmion  Feats ;  a  Dqf  before  the  Tournament.  Canto  III, 
Neddy;  a  TaU  qf  Chaik  Farm.  Canto  IV.  Jeremiah 
and  the  Ass.  Canto  V.  Bartholemew  Fair.  Canto  VI. 
From  England,  Oe  Hot  goes  Uoderigh  vich  Neddjf, 
dhu  ho!  ieroein  Canto  VIL  Qf  o  Poem  entitled 
What  are  Scot's  Collops  f  A  Prophetic  Tale;  xmttenin 
Imitation  qf  the  Lady  qf  the  Lake.  Being  a  Sequel  to 
The  Ass  on  Pamassiu,  andjrotn  Scotland,  Geho!  Comes 
Roderigh  vich  Neddy,  dhu  ho/  ieroei!  4to.  pp.  04. 

To  our  gteat  sorrow,  Mr.  Jeremiah  Qii}z,  alias  Tke 
Ass  on  Parnassus,  again  makes  his  apFpeatattce,  and 
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comes,  too,  with  a  bundle  of  verses  twice  as  large 
as  before.  The  Genius  of  Incompreheusibility  could 
not  write  more  incomprehensibly  than  he  does. 
With  a  heavy  heart  we  have  travelled  through  his 
second  quarto,  and  must  confess  that  we  can  make 
nothing  of  it.  We  can  only  suppose  that  he  manu- 
factures his  quartos  by  the  assistance  of  some  such 
machine  as  Gulliver  describes  to  have  been  used  at 
Laputa.  Before  we  part  with  Mr.  Quiz  let  us  recom- 
mend to  his'attention  the  following  old  French  epigram, 
which,  if  we  could  believe  the  doctrine  of  the  Me-  . 
tempsychosis,  we  should  imngine  to  have  been  ad- 
dressed by  its  author,  Mainard,  to  Mr.  Jeremiah  when 
his  spirit  inhabited  a  former  body. 

**  Ce  qae  ta  plame  produit 
£gt  couvert  tie  trop  de  voileij 
Ton  ditcoure  est  une  nuit 
Veuve  de  I  une  et  d'estoiles. 
Mon  amy,  chane  bien  loin 
Cette  noire  rhetorique ; 
Tei  oavrages  oat  besoin 
D*un  devin  qui  les  expliqoe, 
8i  ton  esprit  veut  cacher 
Les  belles  chnses  quMI  peose. 
By  mny,  qai  peut  t*empecber 
J>e  te  ser%ir  du  silence.'* 

« 

NobiliiyM  ^  Poem.    In  Imitation  qf  the  Eighth  Satire  qf 
Juoenal.  Addresied  to  a  young  Nobleman,  4to.  pp.  31. 

Wb  can  say  more  for  this  pamphlet  than  we  could 
safely  venture  to  say  for  many  others— one  half  of  it 
is  excellent.  For  this  excellent  half,  however,  we  owe 
no  thanks  to  the  genius  of  the  person  who  has  fiAvoured 
the  public  with  the  other  half.  Our  obligations  are 
So  Juvepal.    The  imitator  has  printed  his  imitation  and 
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extracts  from  the  original  on  opposite  pages.  We  can 
assure  him  that  the  contrast  is  by  no  means  of  service 
to  him.  He  puts  tho  monstrous  price  of  four  shillings 
op  a  pamphlet  of  only  thirty-one  pages.  Out  of  this 
sum  we  are  disposed  to  allow  three  and  eleven  pence 
three  farthings  for  Juvenal's  composition^  and  the 
remainder  for  his  own. 

ne  Rkapiotfy,  or  a  Wreath  for  the  Brow  qf  Bonaparte. 

4to.  pp.  73. 

We  are  not  quite  sure  that  the  voluntary  act  of 
publishing  such  a  composition  as  this  ought  not  to  be  a 
si^cient  ground  for  obtaining  a  statute  of  lanacy 
against  the  author.  If  we  knew  any  critic,  of  poetical 
taste,  who  liked  Buonaparte,  we  should  be  glad  to 
punish  him  severely,  by  making  him  read  this  Rhap- 
sody. The  penance  of  toiling  through  seventy-five 
such  pages  ought  to  expiate  a  great  many  sins.  Let 
the  reader  judge*  ' 

**  If  I  succeed,  ttaoagh,  hat  with  one  or  two^ 
It  it  the  little  towards  the  all  Td  do  V* 
«      «      «      « 

"  Yet  there  are  those  who  wink  on  glorious  day— 
Who  and  what  are  you  ?— come  stand  forth  and  say  f 
K      «      «      • 

"  Be  what  he  will,  yet  you  can  wish  him  well. 

If  he  perplex  your  country,  and  our  PereeraL" 

«      ♦      «      « 

**  And  «ce  hini  (Sheridan)  in  the  patriot  rank, 
A  stauuch  supporter  of  the  Bank." 
«      •      «      « 

^  Carlisle  is  now  grown  oM.     In  his  young  day, 
Mobly  he  spoke,  twaa  in  America.'^ 

The  reader,  who  likes  this,  and  worse^  may  have  it 
all  for  five  shillings. 
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Religionism,  or  Popular  Preachers,  alias  Pulpiteers.    A 
Satire.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  77. 

A  GOOD  subject  badly  treated !  Much  might  ha?e 
been,  and  little  has  been,  made  of  it.  The  author  has 
▼ery  slender  poetical  talents.  His  style  is  feeble,  and 
his  versification  abominably  rugged;  We  are  sorry 
that  we  must  blame  him^  too,  for  allusions  which  come 
with  a  very  bad  grace  from  the  pen  of  a  professedly 
moral  writer. 

Modem  PersecuHon;  a  Poem,  in  three  Cantos.  B^  the 
Author  of  the  Age  qf  Frivolity.     Small  8vo.  pp.  43. 

Persecution  displays  itself  in  an  infinite  variety  of 
forms,  and  by  means  of  an  infinite  variety  of  agents. 
Among  its  most  offensive  agents  we  reckon  the  writers 
of  bad  poetry.  Unfortunately,  too,  these  personages 
are  incessantly  active.  The  three  cantos  now  before 
us  seem  to  have  been  produced  expressly  for  the  pur- 
pose of  persecuting  the  critics.  We  feel  the  weight 
of  them  heavily  indeed !  That  they  were  produced  for 
such  a  purpose  we  are  disposed  to  believe,  from  the 
circumstance  of  their  author  having  formerly  written 
verses  which  were  not  of  so  annoying  a  nature. 

Bj/gane  Times,  and  late  cotne  Changes;  or,  a  Bridge 
Street  Dialogue,  in  Scottish  Verse.  By  the  Author  of 
Will  and  Jean.     Small  8 vo.  pp.  77.    , 

Edinbuaob  tradesmen,  it  appears*  have  at  this  period 
a  ridiculous  and  ruinous  propensity  to  ape  the  customs 
and  follies  of  persons  in  high  life.  Shopkeepers'  wives 
give  routs,  and  even  barbers'  wives  send  round  their 
cards,  announcing  when  they  will  be  ^  at  home!^' 
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This  absurd  conduct  the  author  of  Bygane  Times  at* 
tacks  and  censures  with  much  pleasantry  and  spirit^  in 
the  Scottish  dialect.  We  hope  that  his  poem  will 
produce  a  benefiqial  effect  on  that  class  of  society  for 
which  it  is  principally  intended. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


The  Beamiies  of  Carlo  Maria  Mags^  paraphrased.  To 
which  are  added.  Sonnets,  by  Mariana  ^rke,  Author 
qf  7%e  Widow  qf  Malabar;  The  ToumameiU;  Letters 
Jrom  liafy;  ifc.    Crown  Svo.  pp.  51. 

Wb  cannot  sav  that  Mrs.  Starke  has  quite  done 
justice  to  Maggi,  m  her  paraphrases.  They  frecjuently 
want  the  spirit  and  mce  of  the  original.  Some  of  her 
sonnets  are  not  unpTeasin^g ;  but,  in  general,  they  are 
rather  below  than  above  mediocrity. 

Jiwislaiions  from  Ancient  Irish  Manuicripu,  amd  other 
Poems.     By  James  Martin.    9vo.  pp.  111. 

Mr.  MARriN  is  sometimes  as  careless  and  ragged  a 
writer  as  need  be.  Yet  we  augur  well  of  him,  if  be 
will  cultivate  his  talents.  He  certainly  has  fancy  and 
fire.  Now,  with  these,  there  is  some  chance  of  a  man 
ultimately  writing  well.  Correctness  may  be  learned, 
but  who  can  teach  a  dull  creeping  fellow  to  b^  a  poet? 
In  many  parts  of  his  volume  Mr.  Martin  does  not 
deserve  even  the  censure  of  incorrectness.  Let  him 
compose  as  rapidly  as  be  pleases.  Ail  we  ask  of  kim 
is^  not  to  believe  that  the  firsi  words  which  he  finds 
ave  alioays  the  best 
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DRAMA. 

UNACTED  PLAYS. 

Three  Plays:  with  a  Preface,  including  Dramatic  Obw 
servations  of  the  late  Lieutenant-General  Burgoyne, 
By  JVilliam  Hay  ley.  Esq,     8vo.  pp.  298. 

EuDORA,  The  Viceroy^  and  The  Heroine  of  Cambria, 
are  the  three  dramas  contained  in  this  volume.  They 
are  all  tragic.  Eudora  appears  to  be  Mr.  Hayley't 
favourite;  but  we  think  it  inferior  to  either  of  the  other 
plays.  It,  nevertheless,  has  considerable  merit.  The 
Viceroy  and  The  Heroine  of  Cambria  excite  a  strong 
interest.  The  plots  are  well  managed;  the  principal 
characters  are  drawn  with  spirit ;  and  the  dialogue  is 
generally  ^ood.  With  respect  to  the  versification,  we 
uiink  that  Mr.  Hay  ley  might  take  a  lesson  with  ad- 
vantage from  some  of  our  elder  dramatic  writers. 

Montalban,  a  Tragedy,  infioe  Acts.    8vo.  pp.  65. 

Thi^re  is  so  much  modesty  in  the  short  preface  to 
this  tragedy  that  we  are  concerned  that  we  cannot 
speak  in  favourable  terms  of  the  tragedy  itself.  It  is, 
however,  our  duty  to  tell  the  author  of  Montalban  that 
we  fear  he  will  never  attain  eminence  as  a  tragic 
writer.  In  his  present  effort  we  cannot  commend 
either  the  plot,  the  characters,  or  the  language. 

The  Seducer,  a  Tragedy,  in  fioe  Acts,    By  Charles  JUas- 

terton.     8vo.  pp.  75. 

'  Mr.  Masterton  is  far  enough  off  at  present  from 
being  a  good  dramatic  writer.  His  defects  are  nn- 
merons.  His  characters  are  poorly  drawn ;  bis  dialogue 
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h  generallj  tame  and  vulgrar ;  and  his  versification  is 
rugged.  Yet,  notwithstanding  these  defectsy  we  think 
his  work  gives  some  indication  of  talent,  and,  therefore, 
thoueh  we  cannot  promise  that  Mr.  Masterton  will  ever 
itana  hiffh  among  dramatists^  we  do  not  wish  to  dis- 
courage him  from  a  farther  trial  of  his  abilities. 

Hamlet  Traxfeattc ;  in  three  Jets.  With  Burlesque  Afmo* 
taticns,  after  the  Manner  of  Dr,  Johnson  and  Georga 
Stevens,  ^^'9  ond  the  various  Commentators.  Third 
Edition.    By  John  Poole,  Esq.     Small  8vo.  pp.  109. 

Wb  confess  that  it  was  with  a  sour  iace^  and  with 
something  like  prejudice,  that  we  took  up  this  book. 
"  What !  burlesque  Sbakspeare }"  we  exclaimed*  "  By 
Phoebus  and  the  nine,  'tis  poetical  blasphemy !''  At 
we  read,  however,  our  muscles  relaxed,  and,  at  length, 
in  spite  of  our  preconceived  opinions,  and  also  of  the 
Graces,  and  their  minister  Lord  Chesterffeld,  we  burst 
into  a  horse  laugh.  Mr.  Poole  has  introduced  so  much 
drollery  and  wit  into  his  travesty,  that  it  is  impossible 
not  to  be  pleased  with  it.  The  notes,  too,  are  choice 
morsels.  The  commentators  are  fair  game;  and  fiimout 
game  Mr.  Poole  has  made  of  them. 


ACTED  PLAYS, 


Lost  and  Found :  a  Comedy,  in  five  Acts,  as  performed  at 
the  Theatre  Aoyal,  Lyceum.  Written  by  Martin  Kedg- 
win  Masters.    Author  qf  **  The  Progress  of  Love,"  a 

Poem.     8vo.  pp.  81. 

^^  • 

"  LoiT  and  Found''  will  not  procure  Mr.  Masters  a 
bigh  dramatic  reputation;  but  it,  nevertheless,  gives 
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decitive  proof  that  he  has  talents  for  dramatic  Gompo- 
sitioa,  whichy  if  properly  improyed,  ma^r  enable  him 
to  leare  behind  him  the  majority  of  his  rivals.  There 
are  many  good  scenes  in  his  comedy ;  the  characters 
are  natural ;  and  the  dialogue  is  neat.  For  one  thio^ 
we  highly  applaud  Mr.  Masters,  He  has  not  prefixed 
to  his  piece  one  of  those  sickening  prefaces,  loaded 
with  thanks  to  the  actors,  which  are  become  so  com* 
mon.  We  cannot  tolerate  such  ontrageoos  commenda- 
tion as  modern  prefaces  ahnosruniformly  bestow.  It 
IS  degrading  to  a  man  of  talent  to  gire  it.  Every  body 
belonging  to  the  stage,  almost  down  to  the  scene-shifter, 
b  now  humbly  thanked,  and  declared  to  have  confer- 
red, by  his  exertions,  the  greatest  obligation  on  the 
aathor.  What  obligation  can  be  conferred  on  dra* 
matists,  by  men  who  must  thank  dramatists  for  the 
means  of  existence;  who  are  handsomely,  and  even 
splendidly,  p^id  for  their  services;  and  who,  when  they 
do  not  exert  themselves,  ought  to  be  hissed  off  the 
boards  by  an  indignant  public  ?  We  do  not,  however, 
mean  to  say  that  an  author  should  not  praise  a  good 
performer:  we  only  protest  asainst  his  attributing  to 
the  player  that  merit  which  belongs,  or  at  least  ought 
to  belong,  to  the  play  itself.  If,  indeed,  he  feel  an 
unlncky  consciousness  that  his  piece  was  saved  from 
damnation  only  by  the  skill  of  the  actors,  we  cannot 
blame  him  for  making  known  his  gratitude. 


ne  Kig9f  a  Comtdi^,  in  Jive  AcU,  As  performed  at  the 
Theatre  Roi^al,  l^ceum,  with  the  greateal  Applause. 
By  Stephen  Clarke.     8vo.  pp.  63, 

NaAHLt  the  same  character  which  we  gave  to  the 
play  ol  Lost  and  Fom:id  may  be  givem  with  justice  to 
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tbe  Kiss.  A  sterling  comedy  we  cannot  venture  to  call 
it;  but  it  ia  by  no  meabs  a  despicable  composition. 
Indeed^  we  think  that  it  fully  proves  its  author  to  be  a 
man  of  talents.  Let  him  cultivate  those  talents  care- 
fully, and  we  doubt  not  that  he  will  produce  pieces 
which  will  keep  possession  of  the  stage.  Some  of  the 
scenes  in  this  comedy  are  interesting,  the  dialogue  is 
generally  neat,  and  the  blank  verse  is  free  ana  spi- 
rited. 

Ourselves,  a  Comedy,  in  five  Acts,  As  performed,  with 
distinguished  success^  by  their  Majesties  Servants,  at 
the  Tkeatre  Royal,  Lycewn.  By  Miss  Chambers,  Au" 
thor  qfthe  School  for  Friends.     8vo.  pp.  91. 

In  this  Comedy  Bliss  Chambers  has  given  to  the 
public  a  sprightly  and  well  written  piece,  which,  we 
think,  deserves  to  keep  possession  of  the  stage.  The 
characters  are  imagined  and  supported  with  spirit,  the 
story  ia  well  told,  and  the  dialogue  ia  lively  and  neat. 

T%e  Gazette  Extraordinary :  a  Comedy,  in  five  Acts.  As- 
now  performing  at  the  Theatre  Royals  Covent  Garden, 
By  J.  G,  Holman,  Esq.,  Author  qf  **  Abroad  and  at 
Home,*'  "  Votary  qf  Wealth,'*  B^c.  ifc.     8vo.  pp.  84. 

A  GOOD  comedy  The  Gazette  Extraordinary  is  not; 
nor  is  it  altogether  contemptible.  It  would  be  much 
better  if  it  were  not  stuffed  full  of  clap-traps  and 
nauseating  sentiment.  There  is  spirit  in  many  parts 
of  the  dialogue,  the  plot  is  not  badly  managed,  ana  the 
character  of  Doctor  Suitali  is  laughable,  though  rather 
loo  extmvagant. 


"il^^^ 
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AT.  P.  CT  the  Blue  Stocking,  a  Cotnic  Opera,  in  three  Actt. 
First  performed  at  the  English  Opera,  Theatre  Rcyal, 
f^eum,  on  Monday,  Sept.  9,  181 1.    8vo.  pp.  94'. 

M.  P.  is  just  such  a  production  as  we  expected  from 
Mr.  Moore.  It  abounds  with  wit,  the  dialogue  is 
polished,  and  many  of  the  song8  are  beautiful  poems. 
In  a  few,  and  but  a  few,  of  his  attempts  at  wit,  we  think . 
that  Mr.  Moore  has  not  been  fortunate.  The  character 
of  Sir  Charles  Canvas,  with  his  parliamentary  slang,  is 
well  conceived,  and  as  well  supported.  That  of  Lady 
Bab  Blue  is  not  much  inferior. 

The  Royal  Oak,  an  Historical  Play,  as  acted  at  the 
Theatre  Royal,  Haymarket,  with  distinguished  success. 
By  William  Dimond,  Esq,  Author  qf  Adrian  and 
Orilla,  ifc.  ifc.  ifc,    8vo.  pp.  72. 

We  like  this  play  less  than  most  of  Mr.  Diroond^s. 
It  has  little  to  recommend  it  except  a  rapid  succession 
of  interesting  events.  This  alone  must  have  obtained 
for  it  that  *'  distinguished  success''  of  which  Mr.  Di- 
mond's  title-page  tells  us.  The  plot  is  very  slight; 
there  is  little  character;  and,  as  to  the  dialogue,  we 
are  sorry  to  find  that  Mr.  Dimond  persists  in  his  use 
of  an  inflated  style,  which  is  neither  verse  nor  prose, 
but  an  anomalous  monster  compounded  of  both. 

One  o'clock !  or,  the  Knight  and  Wood  Damon,  A  Grand 
^  Musical  Romance,  in  three  Acts.     By  M,  G.  Lewis, 
First  performed  at  the  English  Opera,  Theatre  Royal, 
Lyceum,  on  Thursday,  August  1,1811.    8vo.  pp.  79. 

This  is  something  better  than  a  mere  spectacle. 
To  splendid  stage  decorations  it  adds  the  more  vaiuable 
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items  of  a  plot  highly  interesting  and  well  conducted, 
neat  and  spirited  dialogue,  and  poetical  songs.  We 
know  nothing  of  its  kind  that  is  superior  to  it 

ne  Knight  of  Snowdoun;  a  Musical  Drama,  in  three 
Acts,  as  it  is  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covent 
Garden,     By  Thomas  Morton,     8vo.  pp.  79. 

We  have  not  seen  this  drama  acted,  and,  therefore, 
will  not  venture  to  give  any  opinion  as  to  the  degree 
of  stage  effect  which  it  is  capable  of  producing,  when 
it  is  aided  by  music,  gesture,  dresses,  and  scenery.  But, 
as  we  have  read  it,  we  will  boldly  say  that  it  is  not 
calculated  to  give  pleasure  in  the  closet.  There  is 
nothing  attractive  either  in  its  language  or  sentiments. 

The  Peasant  Boy,  an  Opera,  in  three  Acts,  as  acted  by 
his  Majesty's  Servants,  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  I^ceum, 
with  universal  Applause.  By  William  Dimona,  Esq, 
Author  qf  Adrian  and  Orilla,  ifc,  ifc.  Ifc,      8ro.  pp. 

71. 

This  is  a  pleasing  opera.  The  plot  is  well  contrived, 
the  interest  of  the  piece  kept  up  to  the  close,  and  the 
dialogue  sprightly.  We  must  again,  however,  ex- 
press our  wish  that  Mr.  Dimond  would  get  rid  of  his 
inflation  of  style.  He  has  far  less  taste  than  talent. 
He  ought  to  know  that,  when  we  think  we  are  reading 
prose,  it  is  abominably  offensive,  to  stumble  every  now 
and  then  upon  a  line  of  blank  verse,  which  seems 
to  have  got  there  by  mistake,  and  looks  as  much  out  of 
place  as  a  jack  pudding  would  look  in  the  midst  of  an 
assembly  of  quakers. 

VOL.  VIII.  TT 
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Tkc  Trial  by  Jury :  a  Comic  Piece,  in  hvo  Acts,  as  per* 
/brmed,  with  universal  A*pplause,  at  the  Theatre  Royal, 
Haytnarket,  By  Theodore  Edward  Hook,  Esq.  8ya. 
pp.  33. 

After  having  been  tolerably  amused  by  this  piece, 
we  were  exceedingly  disgusted  by  a  flaming  panegyric 
upon  juries^  which  is  contained  in  the  closing  sentence 
of  it  Juries  are  admirable  and  praiseworlhy  things, 
but  we  do  not  think  that  their  praises  ought  to  be 
sounded  from  the  tail  of  a  farce.  Bating  the  last  sen- 
tence,  we  must,  however,  repeat  that  Mr.  Hook's 
farce  is  amusing,  and  from  this  our  readers  will,  doubt- 
less, justly  conclude  that  we  do  not  think  it  a  bad  one. 

The  Bee  Hive ;  a  Musical  Farce,  in  two  Acts.     As  per* 
formed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Lyceum.     8vo*  pp.  42. 

This  Bee  Hive  contains  but  little  honey.  We  fear 
that,  as  far  as  regards  its  stage  existence,  it  is  already 
to  be  numbered  among  the  things  that  have  been. 
There  are  a  few  tolerable  hits  in  it,  and  but  a  few. 

Darkness  visible;  a  Farce,  in  two  Acts.  Ferf armed  with 
great  Applause,  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Haymarket. 
Written  by  Theodore  Edward  Hook,  Esq.  8vo.  pp.  45. 

''  A  FARCE,*'  says  Mr.  Hook,  "  is  allowed  to  be  a  col- 
lection of  possible  improbabilities,  outr6  characters, 
and  forced  incidents,  so  put  together,  as  to  raise  a 
laugh,  and  please  *for  the  moment. '*  Judging  him  ac- 
conling  to  this  criterion,  we  must  say  that  Darkness 
visible  is  a  good  farce.  It  is  indeed,  well  calculated 
for  stage  effect,  and  has  sufficient  drollery  to  excite 
hearty  laughter. 
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The  Review  ;  or,  the  Wags  of  Windsor  ;  a  Musical  Pared, 
in  two  Acts.  By  Cfeorge  Caiman,  the  younger,  8?o. 
pp.  47. 

A  FARCE  as  Mr.  Hook  has  told  us,  excites  no  great 
expectations.  The  Review  is  as  good  as  the  major 
part  of  such  pieces*  It  has  some  laughable  dialogue^ 
some  ludicrous  situations,  and  on  the  whole  is  suffi- 
ciently lively  to  keep  awake  the  attention  of  an  au*^ 
dience. 

The  Boarding  House;  or.  Five  Stours  iU  Brighton.  A 
Musical  Farce,  in  two  Acts.  First  performed  at  the 
English  Opera,  Theatre  Royal,  Lyceum,  on  Jkesday, 
August  21,  1811.  By  Sam.  Beazleyjun.    8vo.  pp.  44. 

"  Come  like  shadows — so  depart  \"  In  this  manner 
come  and  go  the  majority  of  musical  pieces.  The 
Boarding  House  does  not  seem  likely  to  nave  a  more 
durable  existence  than  the  majority  of  its  fellows.  Yet 
it  is  not  wholly  without  merit.  It  has  a  good  deal  of 
bustle  and  liveliness,  and  some  humour. 

Anything  New;  a  Musical  Farce,  in  two  Acts,  as  per-' 
formed  at  the  English  Opera,  Lyceum,  July  I,  1811. 
By  J.  Pocock,  Esq.  Author  t^  "  Yes  or  No,"  Sfc.  S^c. 
8vo.  pp.  47* 

To  the  character  of  containing  plenty  of  bustle,  some 
laughable  situations,  and  some  smartness  in  the  dia- 
logue, this  piece  may  lay  claim.  This  is  as  much  afr 
can  be  said  for  most  farces  of  the  present  day,  and  we 
dare  not  say  a  Word  more  for  it. 
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CATALOGUE. 

1810—1811. 

The  Hospital  Book  I.     4to. 

Th£  Valentine^  a  Poem  on  St.  Valentine's  Day.    By 

Edward  Coxe,  Esq.     8vo. 
The  Caledonian  Comet.     8vo. 
Fergus  the  Second,  or  the  Battle  of  Carron,  a  Poem, 

in  three  Cantas.  By  David  Anderson.  Toolscap  8vo. 
The  Tower,  a  Poem,  inscribed  to  Sir  Francis  Bnrdett 
The  Georgics  of  Publius  Virgilius  Maro ;  translated 

into  English  Blank  Verse.     By  James  Mason,  Esq. 

Crown  8vo. 
The  Mirror  of  the  Mind.    By  Miss  Stockdale.    2  vols. 

8vo. 
The  Statue,  or  the  Dying  Gladiator;  a  Poem.     Being 

the  Prize  Subject  at  Oxford,  but  not  written  for  the 

Prize.     By  a  Non  Academic. 
Retirement  ;  with  other  original  Poems.    By  Cyrus 

Redding.    Small  8vo. 
The  Bishop  and  the  Parson's  Beard ;  a  Tale; 
Poems.    By  Andrcfw  M'Intosh,  of  Lincoln's  Inn. 
Joseph,  a  religious  Poem,  in  blank  Verse.     By  the 

Rev.  Charles  Lucas,  Curate  of  Avebwy,  Wilts.     2 

vols.  8vo. 
Glenochel,  a  Descriptive  Poem.    By  James  Kennedy. 

2  vols,  foolscap  8vo. 
PosTHUMOusFragmentsof  Margaret  Nicholson  ;  being 

Poems  found  among  the  Papers  of  that  noted  Female. 

8vo. 
A  few  Poems  relative  to  an  unprecedented  Attack  on 

a  Lady's  character. 
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Poems,  chiefly  amatory.    By  Richard  Small,  Esq. 

A  Poetical  Enay  on  the  existing  State  of  Things. 

Poems  on  several  Occasions;  consisting  of  Sonnets 
Miscellaneous  Pieces,  Prologues  and  Epilogues, 
Tales,  Imitations,  &,c.  By  John  Taylor,  Esq.  Fools- 
cap 8vo. 

The  Bullion  Debate.  A  Serio  Comic  Satiric  Poem. 
By  W.  Pitt. 

Lines  addressed  to  Mrs.  Hay  Druromond,  on  the  sin- 
gular Circumstance  attending  the  Interment  of  her 
nrst  Child,  in  the  Parish  Church  of  Hothbury,  in 
Northumberland.     By  the  Hev.  G.  Wilkins,  A.  M. 

The  Figured  Mantle  and  the  Bridal  Day,  with  other 
Poems.     By  a  Sussex  Clergyman.     12mo. 

OoE  on  the  present  State  of  Europe.     By  T.  G.  Lace. 

The  Inundation.     A  Poem. 

OaiGiiiAL  Poetry,  consisting  of  Fugitive  Pieces,  by  a 
Lady  lately  deceased  ;  and  Miscellaneous  Poems  by 
several  Authors,  including  some  foreign  Pieces,  with 
Translations,  never  before  published. 

The  Capital ;  a  satirical  and  sentimental  Poem,  dedi- 
cated to  Earl  Stanhope. 

The  Regent's  F^te,  or  the  Prince  and  his  Country. 
By  E.  Fitzgerald,  Esq. 

Poems  on  Subjects  connected  with  Scripture.  By  S. 
Newman.     8vo. 

The  Ghosts  of  Nelson,  Pitt,  and  Moore. 

Socrates,  a  Dramatic  Poem,  written  on  the  Model  of 
the  ancient  Greek  Tragedy;  with  (now  first  printed) 
an  Address  to  the  Lovers  of  Literature,  in  Apology 
for  the  Author  and  the  Work.     8vo.  N^ew  Edition^ 

Original  Poems.    By  Mrs.  Pilkin^ton.    8vo* 

The  Sons,  or  Family  Fetds,  a  Tragic  PJay,  in  five  Acts. 
By  T.  Jones.    12mo. 
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An  University  Prize  Poem^OD  His  Majesty  King  Oeorge 
III.  having  completed  the  fiftieth  Year  of  his  reign. 
By  Nicholas  John  Halpin^  T.  C.  D.     8vo. 

Spanish  Eclogues^  including  an  Elegy  on  the  Death  of 
the  Marquis  de  la  Romana^  with  other  Pieces.  By 
Hispanicus.     8vd. 

Lines  on  the  lamented  Death  of  Sir  John  Moore,  sug* 
gested  by  reading  Moore's  Narrative  of  the  Cam* 
paigu  in  Spain.    By  E.  C*     4to. 


THE  END. 


Priattied  bj  Jaw  Bttd  OUbert,  Su  John's  Sqnmre,  and  WhiUinglMiB  and  BowlMd, 

OoswcU  Street,  Londoiu 
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THE  POETICAL  REGISTER  for  1808-1809,  bein^  the  lereitth 
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Mitford*s  (Maiy  R.)  Christina,  the  Maid  of  the  South  Seas,  a 
Poem,  elegantly  printed,  8vo.    Price  lOf.  6d. 

1  Narrative  Poems  on  the  Female  Character, 

in  the  various  Relations  of  life.  Vol.  I.  containing  Blanch,  and 
the  Rival  Sisters,  8vo.  1813.    Price  10«.  6d. 

Miscellaneous  Poems,  2d  edition,  enlarged, 

8vo.     Price  lOi.  6ff, 
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